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"  The  Winters  Tale "  was  first  printed  in  the  folio  of  1623, 
where  it  occupies  twenty-seven  pages,  viz.  from  p.  277  to  303,  and 
is  the  last  in  the  division  of  "  Comedies."  The  back  of  p.  303 
is  left  blank  and  unpaged.  The  later  folios  adopt  the  same  ar- 
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Little  doubt  can  be  entertained,  that  "  The  Winter's  Tale  "  was 
produced  at  the  Globe,  very  soon  after  that  theatre  had  been 
opened  for  what  might  be  called  the  summer  season  in  1611.  In 
the  winter,  as  has  been  well  ascertained,  the  king's  players  per- 
formed at  "  the  private  house  in  the  Black-friars,"  and  they  usually 
removed  to  the  Globe,  which  as  "  a  public  theatre"  was  open  to 
the  sky,  late  in  the  spring. 

Three  pieces  of  evidence  tend  to  the  conclusion,  that  "  The 
Winter's  Tale  "  was  brought  out  early  in  1611 :  the  first  of  these 
consists  of  the  following  entry,  recently  brought  to  light,  in  the 
account  of  the  Master  of  the  Eevels,  Sir  George  Buc,  from  the 
31st  of  October,  1611,  to  the  same  day,  1612 : 

"  The  6th  of  November :  A  play  called  the  winters  nightes 
Tayle." 

No  author's  name  is  mentioned,  but  the  piece  was  represented  at 
WhitehaU,  by  "the  king's  players,"  as  we  find  stated  in  the 
margin,  and  there  can  be  no  hesitation  in  deciding  that  "the 
winters  nightes  Tayle  "  was  Shakespeare's  "  Winter's  Tale." 
The  fact  of  its  performance  has  been  established  by  Mr.  Peter 
Cunningham,  in  his  "  Extracts  from  the  Accounts  of  the  Eevels  at 
Court,"  printed  for  the  Shakespeare  Society  in  1842,  p.  210', 
"The  Winter's  Tale"  was  probably  selected  on  account  of  its 
novelty  and  popularity  *. 

*  From  the  Introduction  to  the  same  work,  we  find  that  **  The  Winter's  Tale  " 
was  also  represented  at  court  on  Easter  Tuesday,  1618. 

'  The  expenses  of  eleven  other  plays  are  included  in  the  same  account,  viz. 
"The  Tempest,"  •*  King  and  no  King,"  " The  City  Gallant,"  " The  Almanack," 
"The  Twins'  Tragedy,"  «» Cupid's  Revenge,"  "The  Silver  Age,"  "  Lucretia," 
"The  Nobleman,"  "  Hymen's  Holiday,"  and  "The  Maid's  Tragedy."  At  most, 
only  one  of  these  had  been  printed  before  they  were  thus  acted,  and  some  of  them 
never  came  from  the  press.  *'  The  Nobleman,"  by  Cyril  Tourneur,  was  entered 
at  Stationers'  Hall  for  publication  on  15th  February,  1611.  **  Lucretia"  may  have 
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The  second  piece  of  evidence  on  this  point  has  also  lately  been 
discovered.  It  is  contained  in  a  MS.  Diary,  or  Note-book,  kept 
by  Dr.  Simon  Forman,  (MSS.  Ashm.  208.)  in  which,  under  date  of 
the  16th  May,  1611,  he  states  that  he  saw  "  The  Winter's  Tale  " 
at  the  Globe  Theatre :  this  was  the  May  preceding  the  representa- 
tion of  it  at  Court  on  the  5th  November.  He  gives  the  following 
brief  account  of  the  plot,  which  with  some  ingenuity  includes  all 
the  main  incidents : — 

"  Observe  there  how  Leontes,  king  of  Sicilia,  was  overcome  with 
jealousy  of  his  wife  with  the  king  of  Bohemia,  his  friend  that  came 
to  see  him ;  and  how  he  contrived  his  death,  and  would  have  had 
his  cup-bearer  to  have  poisoned  [him],  who  gave  the  King  of  Bo- 
hemia warning  thereof,  and  fled  with  him  to  Bohemia.  Eemember, 
also,  how  he  sent  to  the  oracle  of  Apollo,  and  the  answer  of 
Apollo  that  she  was  guiltless,  and  that  the  king  was  jealous,  &c, ; 
and  how,  except  the  child  was  found  again  that  was  lost,  the  king 
should  die  without  issue ;  for  the  child  was  carried  into  Bohemia, 
and  there  laid  in  a  forest,  and  brought  up  by  a  shepherd ;  and  the 
king  of  Bohemia's  son  married  that  wench,  and  how  they  fled  into 
Sicilia  to  Leontes ;  and  the  shepherd  having  showed  the  letter  of 
the  nobleman  whom  Leontes  sent,  it  was  that  child,  and  [by]  the 
jewels  found  about  her,  she  was  known  to  be  Leontes'  daughter, 
and  was  then  sixteen  years  old.  Bemenjber,  also,  the  rogue  that 
came  in  all  tattered,  like  Coll  Pipci,  and  how  he  feigned  him  sick, 
and  to  have  been  robbed  of  all  he  had ;  and  how  he  cozened  the 
poor  man  of  all  his  money,  and  after  came  to  the  sheep-sheer  with 
a  pedlar's  packe,  and  there  cozened  them  again  of  all  their  money. 
And  how  he  changed  apparel  with  the  king  of  Bohemia's  son,  and 
then  how  he  turned  courtier,  &c.  Beware  of  trusting  feigned 
beggars  or  fawning  fellows." 

We  have  reason  to  think  that  "  The  Winter's  Tale  "  was  in  its 
first  run  on  the  15th  May,  1611,  and  that  the  Globe  Theatre  had 
not  then  been  long  opened  for  the  season. 

The  opinion  that  the  play  was  then  a  novelty,  is  strongly  con- 
firmed by  the  third  piece  of  evidence,  which  Malone  met  with  lat« 
in  life,  and  which  induced  him  to  relinquish  his  earlier  opinion, 
that  "  The  Winter's  Tale "  was  written  in  1604.  Ho  found  a 
memorandum  in  the  office-book  of  Sir  Henry  Herbert,  Master  of 
the  Revels,  dated  the  10th  August,  1623,  in  which  it  was  stated 
that  "The  Winter's  Tale"  was  "an  old  play  formerly  allowed  of 

been  a  different  play  from  Heywood's  "  Rape  of  Lucrece,"  which  bears  date  in 
1608 :  if  so,  there  is  no  exception,  and  all  that  came  from  the  press  were  printed 
subsequently  to  1611-12,  the  earliest  in  1613,  and  the  latest  in  1655.  Hence  a 
strong  inference  may  be  drawn,  that  they  were  all  dramas  which  had  been  recom- 
mended for  court-perfurmance  by  novelty  and  popularity. 
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by  Sir  George  Buc."  Sir  George  Buc  was  Master  of  tbe  Bevels 
from  October,  1610,  until  May,  1622  (Hist.  Engl.  Dram.  Poetry, 
i.  pp.  374.  420)  :  he  must,  therefore,  have  licensed  "The  Winter's 
Tale"  between  October,  1610,  when  he  was  appointed  to  his  office, 
and  May,  1611,  when  Forman  saw  the  play  at  the  Globe. 

It  might  have  been  composed  by  Shakespeare  in  the  autumn 
and  winter  of  1610-11,  with  a  view  to  its  production  on  the  Bank- 
side,  as  soon  as  the  usual  performances  by  the  King's  players 
commenced  there.  Sir  Henry  Herbert  informs  us,  that  when  he 
gave  permission  to  revive  "The  Winter's  Tale"  in  August,  1623, 
"the  allowed  book"  (that  to  which  Sir  George  Buc  had  ap- 
pended his  signature)  "  was  missing."  It  had  no  doubt  been 
destroyed,  when  the  Globe  Theatre  was  consumed  by  fire  on  29th 
June,  1613. 

"The  Tempest"  and  "The  Winter's  Tale"  were  both  acted  at 
Whitehall,  and  included  in  Sir  George  Buc's  account  of  the  ex- 
penses of  the  Bevels  from  October,  IGll,  to  October,  1612 '.  How 
much  older  "The  Tempest"  might  be  than  "The  Winter's  Tale," 
we  have  no  means  of  determining;  but  there  is  a  circumstance 
which  shows  that  the  composition  of  "  The  Tempest "  was  anterior 
to  that  of  "  The  Winter's  Tale ;"  and  this  brings  us  to  speak  of 
the  novel  upon  which  the  latter  is  founded. 

As  early  as  the  year  1588,  Bobert  Greene  printed  a  tract  called 
"Pandosto:  The  Triumph  of  Time,"  better  known  as  "The  His- 
tory of  Dorastus  and  Fawnia,"-  the  title  it  bore  in  some  of  the 
later  copies.  As  far  as  we  now  know,  it  was  not  reprinted  until 
1607,  and  a  third  impression  appeared  in  1609:  it  afterwards 
went  through  many  editions*;  but  it  seems  not  unlikely  that 
Shakespeare  was  directed  to  it,  as  a  proper  subject  for  dramatic 
representation,  by  the  third  impression  which  came  out  the  year 

»  The  drcamstoiice  that  **  The  Tempest "  and  '*  The  Winter's  Tale"  were  both 
acted  at  ootirt  at  this  period,  and  that  they  might  belong  to  nearly  the  same 
date  of  composition,  seems  to  give  great  additional  probability  to  the  opinion, 
that  Ben  Jonson  alluded  to  them  in  the  following  passage  in  the  Induction  to 
his  "  Bartholomew  Fair,"  which  was  acted  in  1614,  while  Shakespeare's  two  plays 
were  still  high  in  popuUir  favour: — "  If  there  be  never  a  Servant  •  monster  i*  the 
Fair,  who  can  help  it,  he  says  ?  nor  a  nest  of  Antickt  ?  He  is  loth  to  make 
nature  afraid  in  his  Playes,  like  those  that  beget  Tales,  TempetU,  and  such  like 
Drolieriei"  The  Italic  type  and  the  capitals  are  as  they  stand  in  the  original 
edition  in  folio,  1831.  Gifford  (Ben  Jonson's  Works,  Vol.  iv.  p.  370)  could  not  be 
brought  to  acknowledge  that  the  words  "  Servant- monster,"  '*  Anticks,"  '*  Tales," 
and  **  Tempests,"  applied  to  Shakespeare,  but  with  our  present  information  the 
fact  seems  hardly  disputable. 

*  How  long  it  continued  popular,  may  be  judged  from  the  fact  that  it  was  printed 
as  a  chap-book  as  recently  as  the  year  1735,  when  it  was  called  **  The  Fortunate 
Lovers ;  or  the  History  of  Dorastus',  Prince  of  Sicily,  and  of  Fawnia,  only  daughter 
and  heir  to  the  King  of  Bohemia,"  12mo. 
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before  we  suppose  him  to  have  commenced  writing  his  "  Winter's 
Tale*."  In  many  respects  our  great  dramatist  follows  Greene's 
story  very  closely,  as  may  be  seen  by  some  of  our  notes  in  the 
course  of  the  play,  and  by  the  recent  republication  of  "  Pandosto  " 
from  the  unique  copy  of  1588,  in  "  Shakespeare's  Library."  There 
is,  however,  one  remarkable  variation,  which  it  is  necessary  to 
point  out.     Greene  says: — 

"  The  guard  left  her "  (the  Queen)  "  in  this  perplexitie,  and 
carried  the  child  to  the  king,  who,  quite  devoide  of  pity,  com- 
manded that  without  delay  it  should  be  put  in  the  boat,  having 
neither  sail  nor  rudder  to  guide  it  *,  and  so  to  be  carried  into  the 
midst  of  the  sea,  and  there  left  to  the  wind  and  wave,  as  the  des- 
tinies please  to  appoint." 

The  child  thus  "  left  to  the  wind  and  wave  "  is  the  Perdita  of 
Shakespeare,  who  describes  the  way  in  which  the  infant  was  ex- 
posed very  differently,  and  probably  for  this  reason : — that  in  "  The 
Tempest "  he  had  previously  (perhaps  not  long  before)  represented 
Prospero  and  Miranda  turned  adrift  at  sea  in  the  same  manner  as 
Greene  had  stated  his  heroine  to  have  been  disposed  of.  When, 
therefore,  Shakespeare  came  to  write  "  The  Winter's  Tale,"  instead 
of  following  Greene,  as  he  had  usually  done  in  other  minor  cir- 
cumstances, he  varied  from  the  original  narrative,  in  order  to  avoid 
an  objectionable  similarity  of  incident  in  his  two  dramas.  It  is 
true,  that  in  the  conclusion  Shakespeare  has  also  made  important 
and  most  judicious  changes  in  the  story ;  since  nothing  could  well 
be  more  revolting  than  for  Pandosto  (who  answers  to  Leontes) 
first  to  fall  dotingly  in  love  with  his  own  daughter,  and  afterwards 
to  commit  suicide.  The  termination  to  which  our  great  dramatist 
brings  the  incidents  is  at  once  striking,  natural,  and  beautiful,  and 
is  an  equal  triumph  of  judgment  and  power. 

It  is,  perhaps,  singular  that  Malone,  who  observed  upon  the 
"  involved  parenthetical  sentences  "  prevailing  in  "  The  Winter's 
Tale,"  did  not  in  that  very  peculiarity  find  a  proof  that  it  must 
have  been  one  of  Shakespeare's  later  productions.  In  the  Stationers' 
Eegisters  there  is  no  earlier  entry  of  it  than  that  of  Nov.  8,  1623, 
when  the  publication  of  the  first  folio  was  contemplated  by  Blount 
and  Jaggard:  it  originally  appeared  in  that  volume,  where  it  is 


^  In  a  note  upon  a  passage  in  A.  iii.  sc.  2,  a  reason  is  assigned  for  thinking  that 
Shakespeare  did  not  employ  the  first  edition  of  Greene's  novel,  bat  in  aU  proba- 
bility that  of  IG09,  which  had  recently  been  published. 

*  Here  we  have  a  singular  illustration  of  the  way  in  which  words  were,  of  old, 
not  unfrequently  misrepresented,  in  consequence  of  mishearing :  instead  of 
"  neither  sail  nor  rudder  to  guide  it/'  the  oldest  ediiion  of  the  novel  of  "  Pan- 
dosto *'  has  *'  neither  sail  nor  oifier  to  guide  it  :**  the  compositor  printed,  or  the 
scribe  wrote,  other  instead  of  "  rudder." 
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regolarlj  divided  into  Acts  and  Scenes :  the  "  Wynter's  Nighte's 
Pastime,*'  noticed  in  the  registers  under  date  of  May  22,  1694, 
mast  have  been  a  different  work.  If  any  proof  of  the  kind  were 
wanted,  we  learn  from  two  lines  in  "  Dido,  Queen  of  Carthage," 
by  Marlowe  and  Nash,  1594,  4to,  that  "  a  winter's  tale "  was  a 
then  current  phrase : — 

'*  Who  would  not  undergoe  all  kind  of  toyle 
To  be  well  stor'd  with  such  a  winter^ s  tale  /"     Sign.  D  3  b. 

In  representing  Bohemia  to  be  a  maritime  country,  Shakespeare 
adopted  the  popular  notion,  as  it  had  been  encouraged  since  1588 
by  Greene's  "  Pandosto."  "With  regard  to  the  prevailing  igno- 
rance of  geography,  the  subsequent  passage  from  John  Taylor's 
"  Travels  to  Prague  in  Bohemia,"  a  journey  performed  by  him  in 
1620,  shows  that  the  satirical  writer  did  not  consider  it  strange 
that  an  alderman  of  London  was  not  aware  that  a  fleet  of  ships 
could  not  arrive  at  a  port  of  Bohemia : — "  I  am  no  sooner  eased  of 
him,  but  Gregory  Gandergoose,  an  Alderman  of  Gotham,  catches 
me  by  the  goU,  demanding  if  Bohemia  be  a  great  town,  and  whether 
there  be  any  meat  in  it,  and  whether  the  last  fleet  of  ships  be 
arrived  there."  It  is  to  be  observed,  that  Shakespeare  reverses 
the  scene  of  "  Pandosto,"  and  represents,  as  passing  in  Sicily,  what 
Greene  had  mado  to  occur  in  Bohemia.  In  several  places  he  more 
verbaUy  followed  Greene  in  this  play,  than  he  did  even  Lodge  in 
"  As  You  Like  It ;"  but  the  general  variations  are  greater  from 
"  Pandosto  "  than  from  "  Eosalynde."  Shakespeare  does  not  adopt 
one  of  the  appellations  given  by  Greene ;  and  it  may  be  noticed 
that,  just  anterior  to  the  time  of  our  poet,  the  name  he  assigns  to 
the  Queen  of  Leontes  had  been  employed  as  that  of  a  male  cha- 
racter: in  "The  rare  Triumphs  of  Love  and  Fortune,"  acted  at 
court  in  1581-2,  and  printed  in  1589,  Hermione  is  the  lover  of  the 
heroine '. 

"  The  idea  of  this  delightful  drama  "  (says  Coleridge  in  his  Lit. 
Eem.  vol.  ii.  p.  250)  "is  a  genuine  jealousy  of  disposition,  and  it 
should  be  immediately  followed  by  the  perusal  of  *  Othello,'  which 
is  the  direct  contrast  of  it  in  every  particular.  For  jealousy  is  a 
vice  of  the  mind,  a  culpable  tendency  of  temper,  having  certain 
well  known  and  well  defined  efiects  and  concomitants,  all  of  which 
are  visible  in  Leontes,  and,  I  boldly  say,  not  one  of  which  marks 
its  presence  in  Othello : — such  as,  first,  an  excitability  by  the  most 
inadequate  causes,  and  an  eagerness  to  snatch  at  proofs ;  secondly, 
a  grossness  of  conception,  and  a  disposition  to  degrade  the  object 
of  the  passion  by  sensual  fancies  and  images ;  thirdly,  a  sense  of 

'  It  was  Imprinted  (with  four  other  very  rare,  if  not  unique  dramas)  by  tho 
Rozbnrghe  Club  in  1851. 
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sbame  of  his  own  feelings  exhibited  in  a  solitary  moodiness  of 
humour,  and  yet  from  the  violence  of  the  passion  forced  to  utter 
itself,  and  therefore  catching  occasions  to  ease  the  mind  by  am- 
biguities, equivoques,  by  talking  to  those  who  cannot,  and  who  are 
known  not  to  be  able  to  understand  what  is  said  to  them;  in 
short,  by  soliloquy  in  the  form  of  dialogue,  and  hence  a  confused, 
broken,  and  fragmentary  manner ;  fourthly,  a  dread  of  vulgar  ridi- 
cule, as  distinct  from  a  high  sense  of  honour,  or  a  mistaken  sense 
of  duty ;  and  lastly,  and  immediately  consequent  on  this,  a  spirit 
of  selfish  vindictiveness." 

In  his  lectures  in  1818,  Coleridge  dwelt  on  the  "not  easily 
jealous  "  frame  of  Othello's  mind,  and  on  the  art  of  the  great  poet 
in  working  upon  his  generous  and  unsuspecting  nature :  he  con- 
trasted the  characters  of  Othello  and  Leontes  in  this  respect,  the 
latter  from  predisposition  requiring  no  such  malignant  instigator 
as  lago. 

We  subjoin  a  ballad  written  by  Thomas  Jordan,  and  inserted  in 
his  "  Royal  Arbor  of  Loyal  Poesie,*'  8vo,  1664,  the  foundation  of 
which  is  Shakespeare's  "  Winter's  Tale."  Some  circumstances  are 
varied,  and  the  scene  transferred  to  Padua  and  Parma,  and  the 
whole  serves  to  show  how  much  at  that  date  the  incidents  of 
Shakespeare's  drama  had  gone  out  of  popular  recollection. 


"  Thejeal<ms  JDuke^  and  the  injured  Dutchess  :  a  story, 

"Tune,  'The  Dream.' 

"  Or  all  the  wedlock  pkgues  that  be 
None  are  so  fierce  aa  jealousie, 
As  you  shall  see  drawn  to  the  life 
Between  a  Duke  and's  yertuous  Wife. 
He  was  a  Duke  of  Parma  in  Italy ; 
His  lady,  g^eat  with  childe, 

Was  wronged  by  bis  jealousie : 
He  sends  her  unto  prison,  guiltless  of  crime 

And  in  that  sickly  season, 
When  as  she  was  near  her  time. 

"  Where  afterward  it  came  to  pass 
She  of  a  childe  delivered  was, 
A  lovely  daughter,  which  they  took 
And  brought  it  to  the  jealous  Duke ; 
Who  in  fury  did  protest,  as  before, 
The  infant  was  a  bastard 

And  its  mother  was  a  whore. 
The  noble  Lady,  that  did  bring  it,  did  cry, 

The  vertuous  Dutchess  suffered 
Onely  for  his  jealousie. 
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*'  The  Lady  being  nnch  revil'd, 
She  goes  away,  and  leaves  the  childe. 
He  straight  by  oath  enjoyns  a  lord, 
Who  made  a  oonsdenoe  of  his  word, 
Then,  quoth  the  Duke,  you  must  perform  my  command, 
Take  shipping  strait,  and  bear  this  brat  into  a  foreign  land. 
LeaTe  it  in  any  wilderness  you  can  finde, 

And  let  it  there  be  nourished 
Onely  by  the  rain  and  winde. 


'*  The  Nobleman  is  griev'd  to  do't. 
But  that  his  oath  enjoyns  him  to't. 
The  Dutchess  hearing,  that  her  childe 
Was  sent  away  to  countreys  wilde, 
Falls  in  a  swound  (her  spirits  all  being  fled). 
The  word  was  brought  unto  the  Duke 

His  wife  was  newly  dead ; 
And  that  her  last  words  were  (her  eyes  waxing  dim), 

*  Commend  me  to  the  Duke : 
I  ne're  knew  any  man  but  him.' 


<« 


Her  dying  words  the  Duke  believes ; 

And  now,  alack !  too  late  he  grieves. 

For  now  the  lord  (by  his  command) 

Is  in  the  Duke  of  Padua's  land ; 

Where  he  the  pretty  infant  layes  down  (as  he 

Had  sworn  to  the  Duke)  and  now  returns  again  to  sea 

But  (by  good  fate)  a  shepherd  that  lost  a  sheep 
Was  searching  up  and  down  that  way. 

And  heard  the  infant  weep. 


'*  The  mantle  which  the  childe  did  hold 
Was  rich  embroidered  cloth  of  gold ; 
But  when  it  was  undrest,  he  found 
The  value  of  two  thousand  pound. 
Besides  a  paper  where  was  writ  down  the  name. 
This  treasure  made  the  shepherd  straight 

To  grow  in  wealth  and  fame. 
He  bred  the  childe  as  decently  as  he  cou'd. 

But  in  its  disposition  one 
Might  find  the  parents'  blond. 


"  At  sixteen  years  of  age  she  was 
The  prettiest  Nimph  that  trod  the  grass. 
Once  on  a  day,  when  she  did  keep 
(As  she  suppos'd)  her  father's  sheep, 
A  Grentleman,  which  her  fair  face  lookt  upon. 

Was  strucken  straight  in  love, 
And  'twas  the  Duke  of  Padua's  son ; 
Who  from  that  hour  would  every  day  come  to  see 

His  mistress  whom  he  lov'd  like  life, ' 
Though  of  a  low  d^ee. 
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«  Mach  love  there  was  betwixt  them  both. 
Till  they  contracted  were  by  oath : 
Which  when  his  father  came  to  know, 
Then  did  begin  the  lover's  woe ; 
For  with  extream  outrageous  words  he  begun 
To  bid  him  leave  her,  or  he'd  never  own  him  aa.a  son. 
The  Prince  did  vow  his  love  he  ne're  would  withdraw 

Although  he  lost  his  fiither, 
And  the  crown  of  Padua. 

**  But  having  got  much  treasure,  he 
Doth  with  his  virgin  put  to  sea.  ' 

After  a  while,  there  was  report 
They're  in  the  Duke  of  Parma's  court. 
The  Duke  of  Padua  then,  for  fear  they  should  wed, 

Will  follow :  if  he  finde  it  true, 

His  son  shall  lose  his  head  : 
But  the  old  shepherd,  fearing  wrong  should  befall 

His  pretty  witty  daughter. 
Doth  resolve  to  finde  them  all. 

"  The  Bride  and  Bridegroom  now  in  state 
Arc  going  to  the  Temple-gate. 
The  Duke  of  Padua  with  his  trains 
Doth  stop  them,  and  forbids  the  banes. 
And  the  Duke  of  Parma  plainly  sayes,  that 
His  son  did  fly  from  him  to  marry  with  a  shepherd's  brat. 
The  Bride  and  Bridegroom,  by  both  Dukes  in  a  breath, 

Commanded  are  to  separate. 
Or  they  shall  meet  in  death. 

**  Both  are  content,  and  are  led  on 
Unto  their  execution : 
They  were  to  suffer  both  alike. 
The  headsman's  axe  was  up  to  strike. 
'  Hold !'  quoth  the  shepherd,  *  I  bring  strange  news  to  town.' 

The  Dukes  were  both  amaxed 
And  the  axe  was  straight  laid  down  : — 

'  This  lady  sixteen  years  ago  did  I  ftnde ; 

.  This  paper  and  these  jewels, 
For  the  childe  is  none  of  mine.' 

"  The  lord  that  bore  the  childe  away. 
Seeing  the  name,  did  boldly  say 
'  Great  Duke  of  Parma,  this  is  she 
Which  you  did  send  away  by  me. 

'Tis  your  own  daughter.'     Then  the  Duke[s]  full  of  tears 
Embrace  them  both,  and  now  another  marriage  day  appears. 
Bonfires  and  bells,  the  conduits  all  run  with  wine. 

By  this  we  see,  there's  nothing  can 
Prevent  the  Powers  divine." 

Much  cannot  be  said  in  favour  of  the  versification  of  this  ballad, 
but  not  a  few  of  its  irregularities  mttst  have  been  introduced  bj 
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corruptions  from  time  to  time  afler  its  original  publication,  as  we 
may  suppose,  in  the  shape  of  a  broadside.  When  the  theatres 
wore  closed  by  authority  of  the  Parliament,  and  of  the  Puritans  at 
the  head  of  the  state,  such  productions  as  the  above  were  sung 
about  the  streets  for  public  amusement ;  and  there  were  no  periods 
so  prolific  of  ballads  as  those  when  playhouses  were  first  erected, 
and  were  struggling  for  existence,  and  when,  being  entirely  pro- 
hibited, the  poets  and  ballad-makers  endeavoured  to  find  some 
substitute  for  the  loss  of  dramatic  representations.  It  is  very 
clear,  from  various  passages,  that  Jordan  had  in  his  mind  not 
Greene's  Novel  of  "  Pandosto,"  but  Shakespeare's  play  of  "  The 
Winter's  Tale ;"  and  the  wonder  is  that,  with  such  an  exquisite 
original  before  him,  a  writer  of  admitted  talents  could  make  so 
little  of  his  subject,  and  degrade  it  to  so  humble  a  level. 

It  deserves  remark,  as  already  hinted,  that  in  Jordan's  time  the 
error  of  making  Bohemia  a  sea-coast  country  had  become  so  ap- 
parent, that  he  felt  it  necessary,  even  when  addressing  himself  to 
the  population  of  the  thoroughfares  of  liondon,  to  make  the  change 
of  Parma  for  Sicily,  and  of  Padua  for  Bohemia.  The  close  relation- 
ship established  by  James  I.  between  England  and  Bohemia  had 
called  general  attention  to  the  geographical  situation  of  the  latter. 
In  our  own  day,  it  has  been  thought  necessary  in  this  respect  to 
restore  what  some  may  consider  "  dramatic  propriety,"  and  at  the 
same  time  to  smother  the  poetry  and  pathos  of  Shakespeare  in  the 
trumpery  of  tinsel,  and  the  daubery  of  scene-painting.  It  is  the 
greatest  literary  blessing  that  could  have  been  conferred  on  our 
nation,  that  Shakespeare  wrote  at  a  period  when  the  mechanical 
deficiencies  of  his  art  in  a  manner  compelled  him  to  gratify  the 
ears  rather  than  glut  the  eyes  of  his  contemporaries.  It  cannot 
be  too  often  stated,  that  from  the  period  of  the  introduction  of 
scenery  we  date  the  decline  of  English  dramatic  poetry. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE'. 


>  Lords  of  Sicilia. 


LEONTES,  King  of  Sicilia. 

MAMILLIUS,  young  Prince  of  Sicilia. 

CAMILLO, 

ANTIGONTJS, 

CLEOMENES, 

DION, 

KOGERO,  a  Gentleman  of  Sicilia. 

Officers  of  a  Court  of  Judicature. 

POLIXENES,  King  of  Bohemia. 

FLOEIZEL,  Prince  of  Bohemia. 

AECHIDAMUS,  a  Lord  of  Bohemia. 

AUTOLTCUS,  a  Rogue. 

A  Mariner. 

Gaoler. 

An  old  Shepherd,  reputed  Father  of  Perdita. 

Clown,  his  Sop. 

Servant  to  the  old  Shepherd. 

Time,  the  Chorus. 

HEEMIONE,  Queen  to  Leontes. 

PERDITA,  Daughter  to  Leontes  and  Hermione. 

PAULINA,  Wife  to  Antigonus. 

EMILIA,  a  Lady  attending  the  Queen. 

MOPSA,     1  ^^ 
DORCAS,   I  Sheperdesses. 

Lords,  Ladies,  and  Attendants ;  Satyrs,  Shepherds,  Shepherdesses, 

Guards,  &c. 

SCENE,  sometimes  in  Sicilia,  sometimes  in  Bohemia. 

'  An  imperfect  list  of  characters  is  appended  *to  the  pbiy  in  the  four  folios 
under  the  title  of  "  The  Names  of  the  Actors.''     Rowe  completed  it. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Sicilia.    An  Antechamber  In  Leontes'  Palace. 
Enter  Camillo  and  Archidamus. 

Arch.  If  you  shall  chance,  Camillo,  to  visit  Bohemia,  on 
the  like  occasion  whereon  my  services  are  now  on  foot,  you 
shall  see,  as  I  have  said,  great  difference  betwixt  our  Bohemia 
and  your  Sicilia. 

Cam,  I  think,  this  coming  summer,  the  king  of  Sicilia 
means  to  pay  Bohemia  the  visitation  which  he  justly  owes 
him. 

Arch,  Wherein  our  entertainment  shall  shame  us,  we  will 
be  justified  in  our  loves :  for,  indeed, — 

Cam,  Beseech  you, — 

Arch.  Verily,  I  speak  it  in  the  freedom  of  my  knowledge : 
we  cannot  with  such  magnificence — in  so  rare — I  know  not 
what  to  say. — ^We  will  give  you  sleepy  drinks,  that  your 
senses,  unintelligent  of  our  insufficience,  may,  though  they 
cannot  praise  us,  as  little  accuse  us. 

Cam,  You  pay  a  great  deal  too  dear  for  what's  given 
freely. 

Arch,  Believe  me,  I  speak  as  my  imderstanding  instructs 
me,  and  as  mine  honesty  puts  it  to  utterance. 

Cam,  Sicilia  cannot  show  himself  over-kind  to  Bohemia. 
They  were  trained  together  in  their  childhoods ;  and  there 
rooted  betwixt  them  then  such  an  afiection,  which  cannot 
choose  but  branch  now.  Since  their  more  mature  dignities, 
and  royal  necessities,  made  separation  of  their  society,  their 
encounters,   though    not    personal,   have    been    so    royally 
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attomey'd',  with  interchange  of  gifts,  letters,  loving  em- 
bassies, that  they  have  seemed  to  be  together,  though  absent, 
shook  hands,  as  over  a  vast  *,  and  embraced,  as  it  were,  from 
the  ends  of  opposed  winds.  The  heavens  continue  their 
loves! 

Arch.  I  think,  there  is  not  in  the  world  either  malice,  or 
matter,  to  alter  it.  You  have  an  unspeakable  comfort  of  your 
young  prince  MamiUius :  it  is  a  gentleman  of  the  greatest 
promise  that  ever  came  into  my  note. 

Cam,  I  very  well  agree  with  you  in  the  hopes  of  him. 
It  is  a  gallant  child  ;  one  that,  indeed,  physics  the  subject  *, 
makes  old  hearts  fresh :  they  that  went  on  crutches  ere  he 
was  bom  desire  yet  their  life  to  see  him  a  man. 

Arch,  Would  they  else  be  content  to  die  ? 

Cam,  Yes  ;  if  there  were  no  other  excuse  why  they  should 
desire  to  live. 

Arch.  If  the  king  had  no  son,  they  would  desire  to  live  on 
crutches  till  he  had  one.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  II. 

The  Same.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Leontes,  Polixenes,  IIermioxe,  Mamillius,  Camillo, 

and  Attendants, 

Pol.  Nine  changes  of  the  watery  star  have  been 
The  shepherd's  note,  since  we  have  left  our  throne 

1  —  have  been  so  royally  attorney *c),]  **  So  "  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1G32,  and  is 
necessary  to  the  sentence :  it,  no  doubt,  escaped  in  the  press. 

'  —  shook  hands,  as  over  a  vast,]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  first  folio :  the 
second  has  it,  <*  shook  hands,  as  over  a  vast  seat*  which,  being  an  unnecessary 
addition,  is  here  rejected.  "  Vast "  is  employed  substantively,  and,  as  Steevens 
observed,  Shakespeare  uses  it  for  the  sea  in  "  Pericles/'  A.  iii.  sc.  1 : 

"  Thou  God  of  this  great  vastj  rebuke  these  surges." 
In  "The  Tempest"  also  we  have  the  expression  of  the  **vast  of  night."     This 
opportunity  may  be  taken  to  mention,  that  the  line  in  *'  Hamlet,"  A.  i.  sc.  2, 
which  is  printed  in  the  folio,  1623, 

"  In  the  dead  waste  and  middle  of  the  night," 
is  given  in  the  earliest  4to.  of  1603,  in  the  possession  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire, 

"  In  the  dead  vast  and  middle  of  the  night." 

'  —  one  that,  indeed,  physics  the  subject,]  Here,  as  in  *'  Measure  for 
Measure,"  A.  iii.  sc  2,  (and  perhaps  A.  ii.  so.  4,)  the  word  *'  subject"  is  used  in 
a  plural  sense  for  "  subjects."  The  expression  "  physics  the  subject "  means, 
gives  the  subjects  of  the  king,  or  the  state  generally,  health  and  vigour. 
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Without  *a  burden :  time  as  long  again 

Would  be  fill'd  up,  my  brother,  with  our  thanks ; 

And  yet  we  should  for  perpetuity 

Qo  hence  in  debt :  and  therefore,  like  a  cipher, 

Yet  standing  in  rich  place,  I  multiply 

With  one  we-thank-you  many  thousands  more 

That  go  before  it. 

Leon.  Stay  your  thanks  awhile, 

And  pay  them  when  you  part. 

Pol.  Sir,  that's  to-morrow. 

I  am  questioned  by  my  fears,  of  what  may  chance. 
Or  breed  upon  our  absence ;  that  may  blow 
No  sneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  say, 
"  This  is  put  forth  too  truly  *."     Besides,  I  have  stayed 
To  tire  your  royalty. 

Leon.  We  are  tougher,  brother, 

Than  you  can  put  us  to't. 
Pol.  No  longer  stay. 

Leon.  One  seven-night  longer. 

Pol.  Very  sooth,  to-morrow. 

Leon.  We'll  part  the  time  between's  then ;  and  in  that 
Fll  no  gain-saying. 

PoL  Press  me  not,  beseech  you  *. 

There  is  no  tongue  that  moves,  none,  none  i'  the  world, 
So  soon  as  your's  could  win  me :  so  it  should  now. 
Were  there  necessity  in  your  request,  although 
'Twere  needfiil  I  denied  it.     My  affairs 
Do  even  drag  me  homeward ;  which  to  hinder. 
Were  in  your  love  a  whip  to  me,  my  stay 

^  "  This  b  put  forth  too  truly."]  We  leave  the  old  reading  unchanged,  although 
the  oonr.  fo.  1632  mstructs  us  to  print  as  follows : — 

"  May  there  blow 

No  sneaping  winds  at  home,  to  make  us  say, 
This  is  put  forth  too  early." 
The  image  in  the  mind  of  the  old  corrector  was  the  *'  sneaping  "  or  nipping  winds 
in  spring,  which  might  induce  people  to  say  that  buds  have  put  forth  too  early. 
The  expression,  we  admit,  is  awkward  "  that  may  blow,"  &c.,  but  Polixenes  means 
to  state  his  fears,  that  his  anticipations  of  misfortune  at  home  might  have  been 
indulged  too  truly.  Warburton  hastily  condemns  the  passage  as  "  nonsense,"  and 
some  corruption  is  pretty  evident,  which  the  annotator  on  the  folio,  1632,  has  not 
in  our  opinion  remedied.  The  poet's  meaning  is  clear,  though  the  wording  of  the 
passage  may  be  defective. 

*  Press  me  not,  beseech  you.]  The  old  copies  have  80  at  the  end  of  this  line, 
which  whether  we  regard  metre  or  meaning  is  mere  surplusage.  The  corr.  fo. 
1632  omits  it,  most  properly,  as  an  interpolation. 
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To  you  a  charge,  and  trouble  :  to  save  both, 
Farewell,  our  brother. 

Leon.  Tongue-tied,  our  queen  P  speak  you. 

Her,  I  had  thought,  sir,  to  have  held  my  peace,  until 
You  had  drawn  oaths  from  him,  not  to  stay.     You,  sir. 
Charge  him  too  coldly :  tell  him,  you  are  sure 
All  in  Bohemia's  well :  this  satisfaction 
The  by-gone  day  proclaimed.     Say  this  to  him. 
He's  beat  from  his  best  ward. 

Leon.  Well  said,  Hennione. 

[He  walks  apart  •. 

Her.  To  tell  he  longs  to  see  his  son  were  strong : 
But  let  him  say  so  then,  and  let  him  go  ; 
But  let  him  swear  so,  and  he  shall  not  stay. 
We'll  thwack  him  hence  with  distaffi. — 
Yet  of  your  royal  presence  [To  Polixenes.]  I'll  adventure 
The  borrow  of  a  week.     AVhen  at  Bohemia 
You  take  my  lord,  I'll  give  him  my  commission. 
To  let  him  there  a  month  behind  the  gest 
Prefix'd  for's  parting ' :  yet,  good  deed  •,  Leontes, 
I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o'  the  clock,  behind 
What  kdy  should  her  lord  •.     You'll  stay  P 

Pol.  No,  madam. 

Her.  Nay,  but  you  will  ? 

Pol.  I  may  not,  verily. 

^  He  walks  apart.]  This  stage-direction  is  in  MS.  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632»  and  it 
shows,  roost  likely,  the  custom  of  the  actor  of  the  character  of  Leontes  to  torn 
away,  while  Hermione  urges  her  suit  to  Polixenes.  This  course  seems  very 
judicious :  he  comes  forward  with  the  words  *•  Is  he  won  yet  ?" 

^  To  LET  him  there  a  month,  behind  the  gest 
PrefixM  for's  parting :]  t.  e.  I  will  give  him  leave  to  detain  himself  there  a 
month  beyond  the  time  arranged  for  his  departure.   "  Gest "  was  a  term  employed 
with  reference  to  the  royal  progresses,  and  meant  a  place  of  abiding  for  a  certain 
period.     Malone  properly  derives  it  from  the  French  giste. 

•  —  yet,  good  deed,]  The  second  folio  has  it  *'good  heed,**  which  is  not  less 
forced  than  to  take  ''good  deed  **  in  the  sense  of  indeed.  In  the  old  copies  the 
two  words  are  in  parenthesis. 

*  I  love  thee  not  a  jar  o*  the  clock  behind 

What  lady  should  her  lord.]  "  A  jar  o'  the  clock ''  is  a  tick  of  the  clock; 
"jar  **  being  used  for  tick  by  many  writers  of  the  time.  The  words  **  what  lady 
should  her  lord  "  have  hitherto  stood  very  unintelligibly,  "  what  lady  she  her 
lord."  The  emendation  is  made  on  the  authority  of  the  old  MS.  corrector  of  the 
first  folio  belonging  to  Lord  Ellesmere.  "  Should  "  was  perhaps  written,  in  the 
MS.,  from  which  the  printer  composed  the  first  folio,  with  an  abbreviation,  which 
he  misread  «Ae,  and  it  is  repeated  in  all  the  later  folios,  one  having  copied  from 
the  other.     It  is  also  "  should  her  lord  **  in  the  corr.  fo.  1032. 
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Her.  Verily  I 
You  put  me  off  with  limber  vows ;  but  I, 
Though  you  would  seek  t'  imsphere  the  stars  with  oaths, 
Should  yet  say,  "  Sir,  no  going."     Verily, 
You  shfidl  not  go :  a  lady's  verily  is 
As  potent  as  a  lord's.     Will  you  go  yet  P 
Force  me  to  keep  you  as  a  prisoner. 
Not  like  a  guest,  so  you  shall  pay  your  fees. 
When  you  depart,  and  save  your  thanks.     How  say  you  P 
My  prisoner,  or  my  guest  ?  by  your  dread  verily. 
One  of  them  you  shall  be. 

Pol.  Your  guest  then,  madam  : 

To  be  your  prisoner  should  import  offending ; 
Which  is  for  me  less  easy  to  commit. 
Than  you  to  punish. 

Her.  Not  your  jailor  then. 

But  your  kind  hostess.     Come,  I'll  question  you 
Of  my  lord's  tricks,  and  your's,  when  you  were  boys  ; 
You  were  pretty  lordings  then. 

PoL  We  were,  fair  queen. 

Two  lads,  that  thought  there  was  no  more  behind, 
But  such  a  day  to-morrow  as  to-day. 
And  to  be  boy  eternal. 

Her.  Was  not  my  lord  the  verier  wag  o'  the  two  P 

Pol.  We  were  as  twinn'd  lambs,  that  did  frisk  i'  the  sun. 
And  bleat  the  one  at  th'  other :  what  we  chang'd. 
Was  innocence  for  innocence ;  we  knew  not 
The  doctrine  of  ill-doing,  no,  nor  dream'd  * 
That  any  did.     Had  we  pursued  that  life. 
And  our  weak  spirits  ne'er  been  higher  rear'd 
With  stronger  blood,  we  should  have  answer'd  heaven 
Boldly,  "  not  guilty  ;"  the  imposition  clear'd. 
Hereditary  our's. 

Her.  By  this  we  gather, 

You  have  tripp'd  since. 

Pol.  0  !  my  most  sacred  lady. 

Temptations  have  since  then  been  bom  to's ' ;  for 

*  The  doctrine  of  ilLdoing,  no,  nor  dreamt]     The  folio,  1623,  omita  **  no,' 
which  is  found  in  the  folio,  1632,  and  probably  was  accidentally  omitted  by  the 
compositor,  confused  by  **  no  *'  and  **  nor,"  following  each  other.     The  measure 
b  improved,  and  the  meaning  strengthened  by  "  no." 

'  Temptations  have  since  then  been  born  to's  ;]  If,  with  Malone,  we  read  "  to 
OS "  as  two  syllables,  the  verse  is  redundant :  therefore,  to  show  that  the  two 
worda  were  to  form  one  syllabief  they  are  printed  "  to's  **  in  the  old  copies. 
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In  those  unfledg'd  days  was  my  wife  a  girl : 
Your  precious  self  had  then  not  cross'd  the  eyes 
Of  my  young  play-fellow. 

Mer.  Ghrace  to  boot  1 

Of  this  make  no  conclusion,  lest  you  say, 
Your  queen  and  I  are  devils :  yet,  go  on  ; 
Th'  offences  we  have  made  you  do,  we'll  answer ; 
If  you  first  sinn'd  with  us,  and  that  with  us 
You  did  continue  fault,  and  that  you  slipp'd  not 
With  any,  but  with  us. 

Leon,  Is  he  won  yet  ?         [^Coming  forward. 

Her.  He'll  stay,  my  lord. 

Leon,  At  my  request  he  would  not. 

Hermione,  my  dearest,  thou  never  spok'st 
To  better  purpose. 

Her.  Never  P 

Leon.  Never,  but  once. 

Her.  What  P  have  I  twice  said  well  ?  when  was't  before  P 
I  pr'ythee,  tell  me.     Cram's  with  praise,  and  make's  * 
As  fat  as  tame  things :  one  good  deed,  dying  tongueless, 
Slaughters  a  thousand  waiting  upon  that. 
Our  praises  are  our  wages  :  you  may  ride  's 
With  one  soft  kiss  a  thousand  furlongs,  ere 
With  spur  we  clear  an  acre.     But  to  the  good* : 
My  last  good  deed  was  to  entreat  his  stay  ; 
What  was  my  first  ?  it  has  an  elder  sister, 
Or  I  mistake  you  :  0,  would  her  name  were  Grace  ! 
But  once  before  I  spoke  to  the  purpose :  when  P 
Nay,  let  me  have't ;  I  long. 

Leon.  Why,  that  was  when 

Three  crabbed  months  had  sour'd  themselves  to  death, 
Ere  I  could  make  thee  open  thy  white  hand, 


'  I  pr'ythee  tell  me.  Cram's  with  praise,  and  make's]  t.  e.  "  Cram  tu  with 
praise  and  make  u»:"  but,  for  the  sake  of  the  metre,  the  old  copies,  by  their  mode 
of  printing,  inform  us  that  **  cram  us  "  and  **  make  us  "  were  each  to  be  read  a% 
one  syllable.  Such  doubtless  was  the  mode  in  which  the  words  were  written  in 
the  MS.  used  by  the  old  compositor,  and  we  may  presume  that  in  this  form  they 
came  from  the  pen  of  Shakespeare.  This  remark  will  apply  to  **  to's,"  on  the 
preceding  page,  and  to  various  other  portions  of  this  play. 

*  With  spur  we  CLEAR  an  acre.  But  to  the  good  :]  These  are  two  emenda- 
tions obtained  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  *'  clear  "  was  misprinted  heai,  and  **  good  ** 
goal.  Hermione  reverts  from  her  simile  to  the  "  good  "  Leontes  had  imputed  to 
her.  The  compositor  misread  " good"  goal,  erroneously  thinking  that  the  figure 
derived  from  horsemanship  was  still  carried  on. 
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And  clap  thyself  my  love :  then  didst  thou  utter, 
"  I  am  your's  for  ever." 

Ser,  It  is  Grace,  indeed ! 

Why,  lo  you  now  !  I  have  spoke  to  the  purpose  twice  : 
The  one  for  ever  eam'd  a  royal  husband, 
Th'  other  for  some  while  a  friend. 

[Oinng  l^er  hand  to  Polixenes. 

Leon.  {AMe^^  Too  hot,  too  hot ! 

To  mingle  friendship  far  is  mingling  bloods. 
1  have  tremor  cordis  on  me : — my  heart  dances, 
But  not  for  joy, — ^not  joy. — ^This  entertainment 
May  a  free  face  put  on  ;  derive  a  liberty 
From  heartiness,  from  bounty's  fertile  bosom  *, 
And  well  become  the  agent :  't  may,  I  grant ; 
But  to  be  paddling  palms,  and  pinching  fingers. 
As  now  they  are ;  and  making  practised  smiles. 
As  in  a  looking-glass  ; — and  then  to  sigh,  as  'twere 
The  mort  o'  the  deer  * ;  0 !  that  is  entertainment 
My  bosom  likes  not,  nor  my  brows. — Mamillius, 
Art  thou  my  boy  ? 

Mam.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leon.  V  fecks '  ? 

Why,   that's    my  bawcock'.      Whatl    hast  smutch'd  thy 

noseP — 
They  say,  it  is  a  copy  out  of  mine. 
Come,  captain. 

We  must  be  neat ;  not  neat,  but  cleanly,  captain : 
And  yet  the  steer,  the  heifer,  and  the  calf. 
Are  all  call'd  neat. — Still  virginalling ' 

[^Obserping  Pouxenes  and  Hermtone. 
Upon  his  palm  P — ^How  now,  you  wanton  calf  I 
Art  thou  my  calf  P 

*  From  BomrrT's  fertile  bosom,]  This  was  Malone's  judicious  emendation,  and 
itaooords  with  the  oorr.  fo.  1632:  the  old  wording  is  **  from  bounty,  fertile  bosom :" 
the  printer  perhaps  mistook  the  8  of  the  Saxon  genitive  for  a  comma,  which  he 
therefore  placed  after  '*  bounty/' 

*  and  then  to  sigh,  as  'twere 

The  MORT  o'  the  deer ;]  l*he  **  mort  o'  the  deer ''  is  the  death  of  the  deer. 
Lenotes  probably  likens  the  violence  of  the  supposed  sighs  of  Hermione  to  the  long 
blast  of  a  horn  at  **  the  mort  o'  the  deer ;"  or,  it  may  be,  to  the  heavy  sighs  of  the 
animal  while  dying. 

'  V  fecks  ?]  Steevens  supposes  this  exclamation  to  be  a  corruption  of  V  faith  : 
it  is  as  likely  to  be  a  corruption  of  infact—ii  indeed  they  are  not  the  same. 

'  Why,  that's  my  bawcock.]     Perhaps,  says  Steevens,  from  beau  and  cog, 

*  Still  virginaUing]  t. «.  Playing  with  her  fingers,  as  on  the  virginali. 
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Mam,  Yes,  if  you  will,  my  lord. 

Leon.  Thou  want'st  a  rough  pash,  and  the  shoots  that  I 
have  *, 
To  be  full  like  me : — ^yet,  they  say,  we  are 
Almost  as  like  as  eggs  :  women  say  so. 
That  will  say  any  thing :  but  were  they  false 
As  our  dead  blacks ',  as  wind,  as  waters  ;  false 
As  dice  are  to  be  wish'd  by  one  that  fixes 
No  bourn  'twixt  his  and  mine ;  yet  were  it  true 
To  say  this  boy  were  like  me. — Come,  sir  page. 
Look  on  me  with  your  welkin  eye ' :  sweet  villain ! 
Most  dear'st !  my  collop  ! — Can  thy  dam  ? — ^may^t  be*  ? 

^  Thou  want'st  a  rough  pash,  and  the  shoots  that  I  have,]  HoUoway,  in 
his  "  General  Dictionary  of  Provincialisms/'  8vo,  1838,  informs  us  that  "  pash" 
in  Cheshire  signifies  the  brainst  and  that  **  mad  pash  **  is  the  same  as  mad  braint. 
**  Pash  "  may  be  taken  in  this  place  for  the  head,  for  which  Malone  states  it  is 
used  in  Scotland.  The  meaning  of  Leontes  is  therefore  quite  evident :  by  the 
**  rough  pash  '*  we  are  to  understand  the  hair  on  the  forehead  of  a  bull,  which 
Mamillius  wants,  as  well  as  the  '*  shoots,"  t.  e,  the  budding  horns,  which  Leontes 
fancies  he  feels  on  hin  forehead. 

'  As  OUR  DSAD  blacks,]  t.  e.  Blacks  for  the  dead,  mourning,  which  Leontes 
emphatically  calls  '<  false,"  inasmuch  as  it  often  does  not  represent  the  real  state  of 
feeling  of  the  wearer.  It  is  misprinted  *'  As  o're  dy'd  blacks  "  in  the  folio,  1623, 
and  hence  some  commentators  have  fancied  that  the  allusion  was  to  the  want  of 
permanence  in  o'er-dyed  blacks.  Leontes  is  speaking  generally  of  mourning, 
then  commonly  called  **  blacks,"  and  "  our  dead  blacks"  (the  happy  emendation 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632)  means  only  our  blacks  worn  tor  the  dead.  It  would  be 
waste  of  time  and  space  to  quote  proofs  that  "  blacks  "  was  the  ordinary  term  for 
mourning  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare ;  but  we  may  be  allowed  to  add  the  following 
apt  quotation  made  by  Stcevens  from  "The  Old  Law,"  by  Massinger,  Middleton, 
and  Rowley ; — 

"  Blacks  are  often  such  dissembling  mourners, 

There  is  no  credit  given  to't,  it  has  lost 
All  reputation  hj  false  sons  and  widows : 
I  would  not  hear  of  blacks.^* 

'  Look  on  me  with  your  welkin  eye :]  t.  e.  Blue  eye, — the  colour  of  the 
welkin,  or  what  we  commonly  call  the  blue  sky. 

*  Can  thy  dam?— may *t  be?]  All  that  follows  to  the  end  of  the  speech  is 
erased  by  the  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632 :  perhaps  he  did  not  understand  it, 
and  probably  it  was,  in  his  time,  omitted  on  the  stage.  We  shall  attempt  no  ex- 
planation of.it.  beyond  stating  that,  in  all  likelihood,  **  affection  "  is  to  be  taken 
for  imagination,  and  "  intention,"  not  for  design  or  purpose  but,  for  intentness,  or 
vehemence  of  passion.  Not  one  of  the  commentators,  ancient  or  modem,  has  con- 
curred with  another  on  the  poet's  meaning,  and  there  can  be  little  hesitation  in 
coming  to  the  conclusion  that  mishearing,  misrecitation,  and  misprinting  have 
contributed  to  the  obscuration  of  what,  ]io$8ibly,  was  never  very  intelligible  to 
common  readers  or  auditors.  All  that  is  clear  is  that  Leontes,  watching  the  con- 
duct of  Polixenes  and  Ilermione,  misinterprets  their  actions,  and  feeds  his  own 
jealousy,  concluding  that  their  object  was  criminal  and  that  he  was  to  be  the  sufferer. 
This  notion  he  gives  vent  to  in  various  abrupt  sentences,  the  connexion  of  which 
is  entirely  mental,  but  tlieir  general  import  is  sufficiently  clear. 
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Affection,  thy  intention  stabs  the  centre : 
Thou  dost  make  possible  things  not  so  held, 
Gommunicat'st  with  dreams ; — (how  can  this  be  P) — 
With  what's  imreal  thou  coactive  art, 
And  fellow'st  nothing.     Then,  'tis  very  credent  *, 
Thou  may'st  co-join  with  something ;  and  thou  dost ; 
(And  that  beyond  commission  ;)  and  I  find  it, 
And  that  to  the  infection  of  my  brains, 
And  hardening  of  my  brows. 

Pol.  What  means  Sicilia  P 

Her.  He  something  seems  unsettled. 

Pol.  How,  my  lord ! 

Leon.  What  cheer  ?  how  is't  with  you,  best  brother  •  P 

Ser.  You  look 

As  if  you  held  a  brow  of  much  distraction : 
Are  you  mov'd,  my  lord  ? 

Le4>n.  No,  in  good  earnest. — 

How  sometimes  nature  will  betray  its  folly. 
Its  tenderness,  and  make  itself  a  pastime 
To  harder  bosoms !    Looking  on  the  lines 
Of  my  boy's  face,  my  thoughts  I  did  recoil 
Twenty-three  years  ^  and  saw  myself  unbreech'd. 
In  my  green  velvet  coat ;  my  dagger  muzzled. 
Lest  it  should  bite  its  master,  and  so  prove, 
As  ornaments  oft  do,  too  dangerous. 
How  like,  methought,  I  then  was  to  this  kernel. 
This  squash  *,  this  gentleman. — Mine  honest  friend, 
Will  you  take  eggs  for  money  *  P 

Mam.  No,  my  lord,  I'll  fight. 

.  '  Then,   'tis  yerj  credent,]      In  ''  Measure  for  Measure/'  A.  It.  sc  4,  we 
have  had  *'  credent/'  as  here,  used  for  credible, 

*  What  cheer  ?  how  is't  with  you,  best  brother  ?]  There  is  no  reason  for  taking 
this  pamnge  from  Leontes,  and  adding  it,  as  was  done  by  Malone  and  Steevens,  to 
the  preceding  exclamation  of  Polixenes,  "  How,  my  lord  ! "  The  old  copies  are 
uniform  in  the  present  distribution  of  the  dialogue :  Leontes  is  endeavouring  to 
recover  himself,  and  breaks  from  a  fit  of  abstraction  with  the  line,  '*  What  cheer  ? 
how  is't  with  you,  best  brother?" 

' Looking  on  the  lines 

Of  my  boy's  fiMX,  mt  thoughts  I  did  recoil 

Twenty-three  years,]  In  the  old  copies  it  stands,  "  me  thoughts  I  did  recoil/' 
and  so  it  has  been  since  usually  printed.  A  MS.  correction  in  Lord  Ellesmere's 
copy  shows  that  me  has  been  inserted  for  my, 

*  This  squash,]  t.  e,  TMs  immature  peascod.  We  have  had  the  word  already  in 
"Midsummer-Night's  Dream,"  A.  iii.  sc.  i,  and  in  **  Twelfth-Night,"  A.  L  sc.  6. 

*  Will  you  take  eggs  for  money  ?]  This  phrase  was  proverbial  for  putting  up 
with  an  affront,  and  so  it  was  understood  by  Mamillius. 
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Leon,  You  will  ?  why,   happy  man  be  his  dole ' ! — My 
brother, 
Are  you  so  fond  of  your  young  prince,  as  we 
Do  seem  to  be  of  our's  ? 

Pol,  If  at  home,  sir, 

He's  all  my  exercise,  my  mirth,  my  matter : 
Now  my  sworn  friend,  and  then  mine  enemy ; 
My  parasite,  my  soldier,  statesman,  all. 
He  makes  a  July's  day  short  as  December ; 
And  with  his  varying  childness  cures  in  me 
Thoughts  that  would  thick  my  blood. 

Leon,  So  stands  this  squire 

Offic'd  with  me.     We  two  will  walk,  my  lord. 
And  leave  you  to  your  graver  steps. — Hermione, 
How  thou  lov'st  us  show  in  our  brother's  welcome : 
L€|,t  what  is  dear  in  Sicily  be  cheap. 
Next  to  thyself,  and  my  yoimg  rover,  he's 
Apparent  to  my  heart. 

Her,  If  you  would  seek  us. 

We  are  your's  i'  the  garden ' :  shall's  attend  you  there  ? 

Leon,  To  your  own  bents  dispose  you :  you'll  be  found. 
Be  you  beneath  the  sky. — [^Aside,']  I  am  angling  now, 
Though  you  perceive  me  not  how  I  giye  line. 
Go  to,  go  to  ! 

How  she  holds  up  the  neb,  the  bill  to  him ; 
And  arms  her  with  the  boldness  of  a  wife 
To  her  allowing  husband. 

\_Exeunt  Polixenes,  Hermione,  and  Attendants. 

Gone  already ! 
Inch-thick,  knee-deep,  o'er  head  and  ears  a  fork'd  one ! — 
Go  play,  boy,  play ; — thy  mother  plays,  and  I 
Play  too,  but  so  disgrac'd  a  part,  whose  issue 
Will  hiss  me  to  my  grave  :  contempt  and  clamour 
Will  be  my  knell. — Go  play,  boy,  play. — There  have  been, 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  cuckolds  ere  now ; 
And  many  a  man  there  is,  (even  at  this  present, 
Now,  while  I  speak  this,)  holds  his  wife  by  th'  arm, 

>  —  why,  happy  man  be  his  dole  !]  i.  e.  May  happiness  be  his  portion.  See 
**  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew/'  A.  i.  sc.  1,  p.  457. 

•  We  are  your's  i'  the  garden  :]  In  Greene's  novel  of  *'  Pandosto,"  we  read, 
"  When  Pandosto  was  busied  with  such  urgent  affaires  that  hee  could  not  bee 
present  with  his  friend  Egistus,  Bellaria  would  walko  with  him  into  the  garden, 
where  they  two  in  privat  and  pleasant  devises  would  passe  away  the  time  to  both 
their  contents."     Shakespeare's  Library,  Part  i.  p.  7. 
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That  little  thinks  she  has  been  sluic'd  in's  absence. 

And  his  pond  fish'd  by  his  next  neighbour,  by 

Sir  Smile,  his  neighbour.     Nay,  there's  comfort  in't. 

Whiles  other  men  have  gates,  and  those  gates  open'd, 

As  mine,  against  their  will.     Should  all  despair 

That  have  revolted  wives,  the  tenth  of  mankind 

Would  hang  themselves.     Physic  for't  there  is  none : 

It  is  a  bawdy  planet,  that  will  strike 

Where  'tis  predominant ;  and  'tis  powerful,  think  it. 

From  east,  west,  north,  and  south :  be  it  concluded. 

No  barricade  for  a  belly  :  know  it ; 

It  will  let  in  and  out  the  enemy. 

With  bag  and  baggage.     Many  a  thousand  on's  * 

Have  the  disease,  and  feel't  not. — ^How  now,  boy  P 

Mam,  I  am  like  you,  they  say  *. 

Letm.  Why,  that's  some  comfort. — 

What,  Camillo  there  P 

Cam,  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Leon.  Go  play,  Mamillius ;  thou'rt  an  honest  man. — 

[Exit  Mamillius. 
Camillo,  this  great  sir  will  yet  stay  longer. 

Cam,  You  had  much  ado  to  make  his  anchor  hold : 
When  you  cast  out,  it  still  came  home. 

Leon,  Didst  note  it  ? 

Cam,  He  woidd  not  stay  at  your  petitions  ;  made 
His  business  more  material. 

Leon,  Didst  perceive  it  ? — 

They're  here  with  me  already ;  whispering,  roimding  *, 
"  Sicilia  is  a  " — so-forth.     'Tis  far  gone, 

'  Manj  a  thousand  on's]  Malone  prints  it  "  of  us  \**  but  if  he  chose  to  alter 
o«  to  q/*,  he  ought,  for  the  sake  of  the  verse,  to  have  read  of*t:  "  on's  "  was  the 
language  of  the  time,  and  is  so  still  in  the  provinces. 

*  I  am  like  you,  thet  say.]  The  second  folio  inserts  "  they,"  after  "  yoa," 
while  the  first  folio  has  "  I  am  like  you  say."  It  may  possibly  be  doubted 
whether  we  ought  not  to  read,  "  I  am  like  you,  you  say ;"  the  old  printer  having 
omitted  the  repetition  of  the  pronoun  you,  Leontes  has  previously  told  Mamillius 
that  they  are  said  to  be  alike, 

"  Yet  they  toy  we  are 
Almost  as  like  as  eggs." 
The  authority  of  the  second  folio  is  to  be  preferred  to  any  merely  conjectural 
emendation ;  and  '*  they  **  may  have  dropped  out  in  the  press. 

»  They're  herb  with  me  already ;  whispering,  rounding,]  *'  They're  here 
with  me  "  means,  "  They  are  aware  of  my  condition."  Rounding  is  another  word 
ftjf  whiMpering  :  "  to  round  in  the  ear  "  is  a  very  common  phrase  in  old  writers. 
"  To  round,"  or  rount  is  derived  from  the  German  raunen ;  but  still  in  this  place, 
in  Prof.  Mommsen's  edition,  the  translation  is  giefluiiem,  murmein. 
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When  I  shall  gust  it  last  *. — ^How  came't,  Camillo, 
That  he  did  stay  ? 

Cam.  At  the  good  queen's  entreaty. 

Leofi,  At  the  queen's,  be't :  good  should  be  pertinent ; 
But  so  it  is,  it  is  not.     Was  this  taken 
By  any  understanding  pate  but  thine  ? 
For  thy  conceit  is  soaking,  will  draw  in 
More  than  the  common  blocks  : — not  noted,  is't, 
But  of  the  finer  natures  ?  by  some  scverals. 
Of  head-piece  extraordinary  ?  lower  messes ', 
Perchance,  are  to  this  business  purblind  :  say. 

Cam.  Business,  my  lord  ?     I  think,  most  understand 
Bohemia  stays  here  lon^r. 

Lean.  Ha  ? 

Cam.  Stays  here  longer. 

Lean.  Ay,  but  why  P 

Catn.  To  satisfy  your  highness,  and  the  entreaties 
Of  our  most  gracious  mistress. 

Lea7i.  Satisfy 

The  entreaties  of  your  mistress  ? — satisfy  ? — 
Let  that  suffice.     I  have  trusted  thee,  Camillo, 
With  all  the  nearest  things  to  my  heart,  as  well 
My  chamber-councils,  wherein,  priest-like,  thou 
Hast  cleans'd  my  bosom :  I  from  thee  departed 
Thy  penitent  reformed ;  but  we  have  been 
Deceived  in  thy  integrity,  deceived 
In  that  which  seems  so. 

Cam.  Be  it  forbid,  my  lord ! 

Leon.  To  bide  upon't  *,  thou  art  not  honest ;  or, 
If  thou  inclin'st  that  way,  thou  art  a  coward. 
Which  boxes  honesty  behind  *,  restraining 
From  course  required ;  or  else  thou  must  be  counted 
A  servant  grafted  in  my  serious  trust, 

*  When  I  shall  gust  it  last.]  i.  e.  Taste  or  perceive  it  last,  while  other  people 
are  already  whispering  and  rounding  regarding  it. 

'  —  lower  MESSES,]  i.  e.  People  who  sit  at  lower,  or  more  remoTed  tables. 
Each  foar  diners  at  an  inn  of  court  are  still  said  to  constitute  a  mett. 

'  To  BIDE  upon*t,]  f.  e.  To  abide  upon  it,  equivalent  to,  it  is  mj  confirmed 
opinion.  The  expression  is  so  common  and  intelligible  that  we  should  scaroelf 
have  thought  a  note  needed,  if  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  had  not  judged  it  right  to  be  so 
explanatory  about  it  in  his  **  Few  Notes,"  p.  79 :  nevertheless  he  furnishes  only 
two  instances,  but  they  could  easily  be  multiplied,  with  much  waste  of  time  and 
space,  and  no  additional  information. 

'  —  HOXES  honesty  behind,]     To  **  box ''  is  properly  to  hough  or  ham-string. 
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And  therein  negligent ;  or  else  a  fool, 

That  seest  a  game  played  home,  the  rich  stake  drawn, 

And  tak'st  it  all  for  jest. 

Cam.  My  gracious  lord, 

I  may  be  negligent,  foolish,  and  fearM : 
In  every  one  of  these  no  man  is  free, 
But  that  his  negligence,  his  folly,  fear, 
Amongst  the  infinite  doings  of  the  world. 
Sometime  puts  forth.     In  your  affisdrs,  my  lord. 
If  ever  I  were  wilftd-negligent. 
It  was  my  foUy  ;  if  industriously 
I  play'd  the  fool,  it  was  my  negligence. 
Not  weighing  well  the  end ;  if  ever  fearful 
To  do  a  thing,  where  I  the  issue  doubted. 
Whereof  the  execution  did  cry  out 
Against  the  non-performance,  'twas  a  fear 
Which  oft  infects  the  wisest.     These,  my  lord. 
Are  such  allowed  infirmities,  that  honesty 
Is  never  free  of :  but,  beseech  your  grace. 
Be  plainer  with  me :  let  me  know  my  trespass 
By  its  own  visage ;  if  I  then  deny  it, 
'Tis  none  of  mine. 

Leon,  Have  not  you  seen,  Camillo, 

(But  that's  past  doubt ;  you  have,  or  your  eye-glass 
Is  thicker  than  a  cuckold's  horn)  or  heard, 
(For,  to  a  vision  so  apparent,  nmiour 
Cannot  be  mute)  or  thought,  (for  cogitation 
Resides  not  in  that  man  that  does  not  think  it  *) 
My  wife  is  slippery  ?    If  thou  wilt  confess, 
Or  else  be  impudently  negative. 
To  have  nor  eyes,  nor  ears,  nor  thought,  then  say. 
My  wife's  a  hobbyhorse ' ;  deserves  a  name 
As  rank  as  any  flax- wench,  that  puts  to 
Before  her  troth-plight :  say't,  and  justify't. 

Cam,  I  would  not  be  a  stander-by,  to  hear 


(for  cogitation 


Resides  not  in  that  man  that  does  not  think  it)]  Some  copies  of  the  second 
foUo  add  it  after  **  think>"  but  in  other  copies  it  is  wanting ;  and  had  we  not  found 
it  inserted  in  MS.  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  we  should  have  been  of  opinion  that  it  was 
needless,  being  clearly  understood.  However,  as  it  is  printed  in  some  copies  of 
the  folio,  1632,  and  as  it  is  written  into  that  before  us,  we  place  it  in  the  text. 
It  certainly  avoids  an  apparent  truism. 

'  Mjr  wife's  a  hobbthorse  ;]     All  the  old  folios  read  **  holy  horse,"  which  is 
ooirected  in  MS.  in  Lord  Ellesmere's  copy  to  "  hobby  horse.'' 
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My  sovereign  mistress  clouded  so,  without 
My  present  vengeance  taken.     'Shrew  my  heart. 
You  never  spoke  what  did  become  you  less 
Than  this ;  which  to  reiterate,  were  sin 
As  deep  as  that,  though  true. 

Leon.  Is  whispering  nothing  P 

Is  leaning  cheek  to  cheek  ?  is  meeting  noses  ? 
Kissing  with  inside  lip  P  stopping  the  career 
Of  laughter  with  a  sigh  P  (a  note  infallible 
Of  breaking  honesty)  horsing  foot  on  foot  P 
Skulking  in  comers  P  wishing  clocks  more  swift  P 
Hours,  minutes  ?  noon,  midnight  P  and  all  eyes  blind 
With  the  pin  and  web  *,  but  their's,  their's  only, 
That  would  unseen  be  wicked  P  is  this  nothing  P 
Why,  then  the  world,  and  all  that  is  in't,  is  nothing ; 
The  covering  sky  is  nothing ;  Bohemia  nothing ; 
My  wife  is  nothing ;  nor  nothing  have  these  nothings. 
If  this  be  nothing. 

Cam,  Good  my  lord,  be  cur'd 

Of  this  diseased  opinion,  and  betimes  ; 
For  'tis  most  dangerous. 

Leon.  Say,  it  be  ;  'tis  true. 

Cam.  No,  no,  my  lord. 

Leon.  It  is ;  you  lie,  you  lie  : 

I  say,  thou  liest,  Camillo,  and  I  hate  thee ; 
Pronounce  thee  a  gross  lout,  a  mindless  slave. 
Or  else  a  hovering  temporizer,  that 
Canst  with  thine  eyes  at  once  see  good  and  evil. 
Inclining  to  them  both.     Were  my  wife's  liver 
Infected  as  her  life,  she  would  not  live 
The  running  of  one  glass. 

Cam.  Who  docs  infect  her  P 

Leon.  Why  he,  that  wears  her  like  her  medal  *,  hanging 
About  his  neck,  Bohemia :  who — ^if  I 


*  With  the  PIN  AND  WEB,]  The  pin  and  web  was  the  old  name  for  a  cataract 
in  the  eyes  :  thus  Florio,  in  his  "  New  World  of  Words/'  IGll*  informs  us  that 
cataratta  is  "  a  dimness  of  sight,  occasioned  hy  humours  hardened  in  the  eyes 
called  a  cataract,  or  a  pin  and  a  web."  This  explanation  is  wanting  in  Florio's  first 
edition,  1598.  ''The  pin  and  the  web"  are  again  mentioned  in  '*  King  Lear," 
A.  iii.  sc.  4. 

*  Why  he,  that  wears  her  like  her  medal,]  8o  the  old  copies,  meaning  a  medal 
of  her :  but  some  of  the  later  editors  have  altered  it  to  "  hit  medal,"  which  is  any 
thing  but  an  improvement.  In  the  corr.  fo.  Ui32  it  is  changed,  less  questionably, 
but  still  erroneously,  to  "  like  a  modal,"  meaning  a  medallion. 
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Had  servants  true  about  me,  that  bare  eyes 
To  see  alike  mine  honour  as  their  profits. 
Their  own  particular  thrifts,  they  would  do  that 
Which  should  undo  more  doing :  ay,  and  thou. 
His  cup-bearer ', — ^whom  I  irom.  meaner  form 
Have  bench'd,  and  reared  to  worship,  who  may'st  see, 
Plainly  as  heaven  sees  earth,  and  earth  sees  heaven. 
How  I  am  gall'd, — thou  might'st  bespice  a  cup  *, 
To  give  mine  enemy  a  lasting  wink. 
Which  draught  to  me  were  cordial. 

Cam.  Sure,  my  lord ', 

I  could  do  this,  and  that  with  no  rash  potion. 
But  with  a  lingering  dram,  that  should  not  work 
Maliciously,  like  poison ;  but  I  cannot 
Believe  this  crack  to  be  in  my  dread  mistress. 
So  sovereignly  being  honourable. 
I  have  lov'd  thee, — 

Lean,  Make  that  thy  question,  and  go  rot. 

Dost  think,  I  am  so  muddy,  so  imsettled. 
To  appoint  myself  in  this  vexation  ?  sully 
The  purity  and  whiteness  of  my  sheets, 
(Which  to  preserve  is  sleep ;  which,  being  spotted. 
Is  goads,  thorns,  nettles,  tails  of  wasps,) 
GKve  scandal  to  the  blood  o'  the  prince,  my  son, 
(Who,  I  do  think  is  mine,  and  love  as  mine) 
Without  ripe  moving  to't  P    Would  I  do  this  P 
Could  man  so  blench '  P 

Cam,  I  must  believe  you,  sir : 

I  do ;  and  will  fetch  off  Bohemia  for't ; 
Provided  that,  when  he's  remov'd,  your  highness 

*  His  cnp-bearer,]  Greene,  in  his  novel  of  "  Pandosto/'  says,  that  **  devising 
with  himself  a  long  time  how  he  might  hest  put  away  Egistus,  without  suspirion  of 
treacherous  murder,  he  concluded  at  last  to  poyson  him ;  which  opinion  pleasing 
his  humour,  he  became  resolute  in  his  determination,  and  the  better  to  bring  the 
matter  to  passe  he  called  unto  him  his  cup-bearer,"  meaning  the  cup. bearer  of 
Egistus.     Shakespeare's  Library,  Part  i.  p.  9. 

*  How  I  am  gall'd, — thou  might'st  bespice  a  cup,]  The  second  folio  repeats 
ikon  before  '*  might'st ;"  and  probably  rightly,  as  the  measure  shows. 

-^  Sure,  my  lord,]  So  the  corr.  fo.  16.32,  for  "  Sir,  my  lord  "  of  the  old 
editions,  and  it  is  evidently  the  true  text :  Caraillo  means  that  he  could  certainly  do 
it,  and  with  ease,  not  by  a  hastily  working  draught,  but  by  a  slow  and  unsuspected 
poison. 

*  Could  man  so  blench  ?]  To  blench  is  to  tiart  ojf:  Shakespeare  often  uses 
the  word  in  this  sense.  Leontes  means,  '*  could  any  man  so  start  or  fly  off  from 
propriety  of  behaviour."     Such  is  the  correct  interpretation  of  Steevens. 
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Will  take  again  your  queen,  as  yonr's  at  first, 
Even  for  your  son's  sake ;  and  thereby  for  sealing 
The  injury  of  tongues,  in  courts  and  kingdoms 
Known  and  allied  to  your's. 

Leon.  Thou  dost  advise  me. 

Even  so  as  I  mine  own  course  have  set  down. 
I'll  give  no  blemish  to  her  honour,  none. 

Cam.  My  lord, 
Go  then ;  and  with  a  countenance  as  clear 
As  friendship  wears  at  feasts,  keep  with  Bohemia, 
And  with  your  queen.     I  am  his  cupbearer ; 
If  from  me  he  have  wholesome  beverage, 
Accoimt  me  not  your  servant. 

Leon.  This  is  all : 

Do't,  and  thou  hast  the  one  half  of  my  heart ; 
Do't  not,  thou  split'st  thine  own. 

Cam.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Leon.  I  will  seem  friendly,  as  thou  hast  advis'd  me.    [Exit. 

Cam.  0,  miserable  lady ! — ^But,  for  mo. 
What  case  stand  I  in  P     I  must  be  the  poisoner 
Of  good  Polixenes ;  and  my  ground  to  do't 
Is  the  obedience  to  a  master ;  one, 
Who,  in  rebellion  with  himself,  will  have 
All  that  are  his  so  too. — To  do  this  deed. 
Promotion  follows :  if  I  could  find  example 
Of  thousands  that  had  struck  anointed  kings. 
And  flourish'd  after,  I'd  not  do't ;  but  since 
Nor  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  parchment,  bears  not  one. 
Let  villainy  itself  forswear't. — ^I  must 
Forsake  the  court :  to  do't,  or  no,  is  certain 
To  me  a  break-neck.     Happy  star,  reign  now ! 
Here  comes  Bohemia. 

Enter  Polixenes. 

Pol.  This  is  strange.     Methinks, 

My  favour  here  begins  to  warp.     Not  speak  P — 
Good-day,  Camillo. 

Cam.  Hail,  most  royal  sir !  , 

Pol.  What  is  the  news  i'  the  court  P 

Cam.  None  rare,  my  lord, 

Pol.  The  king  hath  on  him  such  a  countenance, 
As  he  had  lost  some  province,  and  a  region 
LoVd  as  he  loves  himself:  even  now  I  met  him 
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With  customary  compliment,  when  he, 
Wafting  his  eyes  to  the  contrary,  and  falling 
A  lip  of  much  contempt,  speeds  from  me,  and 
So  leaves  me  to  consider  what  is  breeding 
That  changes  thus  his  manners. 

Cam.  I  dare  not  know,  my  lord. 

PoL  How !  dare  not  ?  do  not !     Do  you  know,  and  dare  not 
Be  intelligent  to  me  P     'Tis  thereabouts ; 
For,  to  yourself,  what  you  do  know,  you  must. 
And  cannot  say,  you  dare  not.     Good  Camillo, 
Your  chang'd  complexions  are  to  me  a  mirror, 
Which  shows  me  mine  chang'd  too ;  for  I  must  be 
A  party  in  this  alteration,  finding 
Myself  thus  alter'd  with  't. 

Cam,  '        There  is  a  sickness 

Which  puts  some  of  us  in  distemper ;  but 
I  cannot  name  the  disease,  and  it  is  caught 
Of  you,  that  yet  are  well. 

PoL  How  caught  of  me  ? 
Make  me  not  sighted  like  the  basilisk : 
I  have  look'd  on  thousands,  who  have  sped  the  better 
By  my  regard,  but  kill'd  none  so.     Camillo, — 
As  you  are  certainly  a  gentleman ;  thereto 
Clerk-like,  experienc'd,  which  no  less  adorns 
Our  gentry  than  our  parents'  noble  names. 
In  whose  success  we  are  gentle, — I  beseech  you. 
If  you  know  aught  which  does  behove  my  Imowledge 
Thereof  to  be  inform'd,  imprison  it  not 
In  ignorant  concealment. 

Cam.  I  may  not  answer. 

Pol.  A  sickness  caught  of  me,  and  yet  I  well  P 
I  must  be  answer'd. — ^Dost  thou  hear,  Camillo, 
I  conjure  thee,  by  all  the  parts  of  man 
Which  honour  does  acknowledge, — whereof  the  least 
Is  not  this  suit  of  mine, — that  thou  declare 
What  incidency  thou  dost  guess  of  harm 
Is  creeping  toward  me ;  how  far  oflF,  how  near ; 
Which  way  to  be  prevented,  if  to  be ; 
If  not,  how  best  to  bear  it. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  will  teU  you ; 

Since  I  am  charg'd  in  honour,  and  by  him 
That  I  think  honourable.     Therefore,  mark  my  coimsel, 
Which  must  be  even  as  swiftly  follow'd,  as 
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I  mean  to  utter  it,  or  both  yourself  and  me 
Cry,  "  lost,"  and  so  good-night. 

PoL  On,  good  Camillo. 

Cam,  I  am  appointed  him  to  murder  you  \ 

Pol,  By  whom,  Camillo  P 

Cam.  By  the  king. 

PoL  For  what  P 

Cam,  He  thinks,  nay,  with  all  confidence  he  swears. 
As  he  had  seen't,  or  been  an  instrument 
To  vice  you  to't  * — ^that  you  have  touch'd  his  queen 
Forbiddenly. 

Pol,  0 !  then  my  best  blood  turn 

To  an  infected  jelly,  and  my  name 
Be  yok'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  Best  * ! 
Turn  then  my  freshest  reputation  to  ' 
A  savour,  that  may  strike  the  dullest  nostril 
Where  I  arrive ;  and  my  approach  be  shunn'd. 
Nay,  hated  too,  worse  than  the  greatest  infection 
That  e'er  was  heard,  or  read ! 

Cam.  Swear  his  thought  over  * 

By  each  particular  star  in  heaven,  and 
By  all  their  influences,  you  may  as  well 
Forbid  the  sea  for  to  obey  the  moon. 
As,  or  by  oath,  remove,  or  counsel,  shake. 
The  fabric  of  his  folly,  whose  foundation 
Is  pil'd  upon  his  faith,  and  will  continue 
The  standing  of  his  body. 

Pol.  How  should  this  grow  P 

Cam.  I  know  not ;  but,  I  am  sure,  'tis  safer  to 

^  I  am  appointed  him  to  murder  you.]  f.  e.  says  BoswcU,  **  I  am  appointed  by 
him  to  murder  you."  Surely  not :  the  meaning  is,  "  I  am  appointed  the  man  who 
is  to  murder  you." 

'  To  VICE  yon  to't,]  *'  To  vice/'  had  a  very  general  signification  in  the  time  of 
Shakespeare ;  here  it  means,  to  draw  as  by  a  mechanical  power.  Warburton'8< 
mistaken  notion  was,  that  there  wa\  some  allusion  in  the  text  to  the  character 
called  the  Vice  in  old  Moralities. 

'  Be  yok'd  with  his  that  did  betray  the  Best  1]  i.  e.  Be  coupled  with  that  of 
Judas  Iscariot.  *'  Best,"  as  Henderson  remarked,  is  printed  with  a  capital;  bat 
80  are  "jelly,"  "name,"  "reputation,"  "nostril,"  and  "infection,"  in  the  same 
speech.     However,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  such  is  the  allusion. 

*  Swear  his  thought  over]  So  the  old  copies ;  with,  perhaps,  sufficient  intd- 
ligibility,  taking  "  Swear  his  thought  over  "  in  the  sense  "  Overswear  his  thought :" 
Theobald  would  read  "  Swear  this  though  over ;"  and  such  is  the  emendation  in 
the  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  nevertheless  we  refrain  from  inserting  it,  as  the  old  text 
seems  to  us  perfectly  clear.  What  the  old  annotator  here  gives  was  perhaps  the 
practice  of  the  stage  in  his  day,  which  it  is  curious  to  learn. 
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Avoid  wliat's  grown,  than  question  how  'tis  bom. 
If  therefore  you  dare  trust  my  honesty, 
That  lies  enclosed  in  this  trunk,  which  you 
Shall  bear  along  impawned,  away  to-night. 
Your  followers  I  will  whisper  to  the  business ; 
And  will,  by  twos  and  threes,  at  several  posterns. 
Clear  them  o'  the  city.     For  myself,  I'll  put 
My  fortunes  to  your  service,  which  are  here 
By  this  discovery  lost.     Be  not  uncertain ; 
For,  by  the  honour  of  my  parents,  I 
Have  utter 'd  truth,  which  if  you  seek  to  prove, 
I  dare  not  stand  by ;  nor  shall  you  be  safer 
Than  one  condemned  by  the  king's  own  mouth. 
Thereon  his  execution  sworn. 

PoL  I  do  believe  thee : 

I  saw  his  heart  in's  face.     Give  me  thy  hand : 
Be  pilot  to  me,  and  thy  places  shall 
Still  neighbour  mine.     My  ships  are  ready ',  and 
My  people  did  expect  my  hence  departure 
Two  days  ago. — ^This  jealousy 
Is  for  a  precious  creature :  as  she's  rare. 
Must  it  be  great ;  and,  as  his  person's  mighty. 
Must  it  be  violent ;  and,  as  he  does  conceive 
He  is  dishonour'd  by  a  man  which  ever 
Profess'd  to  him,  why,  his  revenges  must 
In  that  be  made  more  bitter.     Fear  o'ershades  me ; 
Good  expedition  be  my  friend :  heaven  comfort 
The  gracious  queen,  part  of  his  dream  ®,  but  nothing 
Of  his  iQ-ta'en  suspicion  !     Come,  Camillo : 
I  will  respect  thee  as  a  father,  if 
Thou  bear'st  my  life  off  hence.     Let  us  avoid. 

Cam.  It  is  in  mine  authority  to  command 
The  keys  of  aU  the  posterns.     Please  your  highness 
To  take  the  urgent  hour.     Come,  sir :  away !  [Exeunt 

*  My  ships  are  ready  J  In  Greene's  novel  of  "  Pandosto/*  the  fleet  which  con- 
▼eyed  Egistus  (t.  e.  Polixenes)  has  to  be  prepared  for  sea  on  the  instant.  Shake* 
speare,  most  judiciously,  has  taken  care  that  they  shall  be  ready  to  sail. 

*  Good  expedition  be  my  friend :  heaven  comfort 

The  gracious  queen,  part  of  his  dream,]  Here  we  meet  with  two  instances 
of  mishearing  :  it  is  **  and  comfort '^  in  the  old  copies,  instead  of  ''heaven  com- 
fort/'  and  "  part  of  his  theme  '*  instead  of  "  part  of  his  dream,"  viz.  his  dream  of 
jealousy.  These  two  words  being  set  right,  as  they  are  in  the  corr.  fo.  1G32,  the 
difficulty  which  has  perplexed  all  commentators  vanishes.  Every  body  has  seen 
the  necessity  of  some  change,  but  nobody  has  ventured  to  make  it. 
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ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 

The  Same. 

JEnter  Hermione,  Mamillius,  and  Ladies. 

Her,  Take  the  boy  to  you :  he  so  troubles  me, 
'Tis  past  enduring. 

1  Lady,  Come,  my  gracious  lord  ; 

Shall  I  be  your  play-fellow  ? 

Mam,  No,  I'll  none  of  you. 

1  Lady,  Why,  my  sweet  lord  P 

Mam.  You'll  kiss  me  hard,  and  speak  to  me  as  if 
I  were  a  baby  still. — I  love  you  better. 

2  Lady.  And  why  so,  my  lord  ? 

Mam.  Not  for  because 

Your  brows  are  blacker ;  yet  black  brows,  they  say. 
Become  some  women  best,  so  that  there  be  not 
Too  much  hair  there,  but  in  a  semi-circle. 
Or  a  half-moon  made  with  a  pen. 

2  Lady.  Who  taught  this '  P 

Mam.  I  leam'd  it  out  of  women's  faces. — Pray  now. 
What  colour  are  your  eyebrows  P 

1  Lady.  Blue,  my  lord. 
Mam.  Nay,  that's  a  mock :  I  have  seen  a  lady's  nose 

That  has  been  blue,  but  not  her  eyebrows. 

2  Lady.  Hark  ye. 
The  queen,  your  mother,  rounds  apace  :  we  shall 
Present  our  services  to  a  fine  new  prince 

One  of  these  days,  and  then  you'd  wanton  with  us. 
If  we  would  have  you. 

1  Lady.  She  is  spread  of  late 

Into  a  goodly  bulk :  good  time  encounter  her  ! 

Her.  What  wisdom  stirs  amongst  you  P — Come,  sir ;  now 
I  am  for  you  again  :  pray  you,  sit  by  us. 
And  tcll's  a  tale. 

Mam.  Merry,  or  sad,  shall't  be  P 

'  Who  taaght  this?]  All  modern  editors  read,  "  Who  taught  you  this?" 
but  "  yoQ  **  is  not  in  any  of  the  old  copies,  and  b  not  necessary  for  the  sense  or 
metre.    It  is  an  interpolation  without  excuse. 
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Her,  As  merry  as  you  will. 

^(tfy^-  A  sad  tale's  best  for  winter. 

I  have  one  of  sprites  and  goblins. 

S^^-  Let's  have  that,  good  sir. 

Come  on  ;  sit  down  : — come  on,  and  do  your  best  . 
To  fright  me  with  your  sprites  :  you're  powerful  at  it. 

Mam.  There  was  a  man, — 

^^'  Nay,  come,  sit  down ;  then  on. 

Matn.  Dwelt  by  a  church-yard. — I  will  tell  it  softly ; 
Yond'  crickets  shall  not  hear  it. 

Her.  Come  on  then. 

And  give't  me  in  mine  ear. 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords,  and  Others  •. 

Leon,  Was  he  met  there  ?  his  train  ?  Camillo  with  him  ? 

1  Lord,  Behind  the  tuft  of  pines  I  met  them  :  never 
Saw  I  men  scour  so  on  their  way.     I  ejr'd  them 
Even  to  their  ships. 

Leon.  How  bless'd  am  I 

In  my  just  censure !  in  my  true  opinion  ! — 
Alack,  for  lesser  knowledge ! — how  accurs'd. 
In  being  so  blest  !-^There  may  be  in  the  cup 
A  spider  steep'd,  and  one  may  drink,  depart  *, 
And  yet  partake  no  venom,  for  his  knowledge 
Is  not  infected  ;  but  if  one  present 
The  abhorr'd  ingredient  to  his  eye,  make  known 
How  he  hath  drimk,  he  cracks  his  gorge,  his  sides. 
With  violent  hefte  *. — I  have  drunk,  and  seen  the  spider. 
Camillo  was  his  help  in  this,  his  pander. — 
There  is  a  plot  against  my  life,  my  crown  : 
All's  true  that  is  mistrusted  :-^— that  false  villain. 
Whom  I  employ'd,  was  pre-employ'd  by  him. 
He  has  discover'd  my  design,  and  I 

*  Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords,  and  Others.]  Their  entrance  is  marked  in 
the  folios  at  the  beginning  of  the  scene,  which  was  not  unusual,  but  of  course  it 
takes  place  here. 

•  —  and  one  may  drink,  depart,]  We  are  strongly  tempted  to  substitute 
the  reading  of  the  corr.  fo.  1032,  viz.  "and  one  may  drink  a  part"  for  why  after 
drinking  was  the  drinker  necesi^arily  to  "depart?"  It  was  easy  to  mishear  a 
part,  and  to  write  it  or  print  it  •*  depart."  A  part  can  mean  nothing  but  a  portion 
of  the  contents  of  the  cup. 

»  With  violent  HErra.]  i.  e.  Heavingi.  Not  "  the  things  which  are  heaved 
up,"  but  the  act  of  heaving.  In  A.  ii.  sc.  3  we  have  the  expression  *'  needless 
keavings,**  and  not  **  hefts." 

VOL.  III.  D 
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Kemain  a  pinch'd  thing ;  yea,  a  very  trick 

For  them  to  play  at  will '. — ^How  came  the  posterns 

So  easily  open  P 

1  Lord.  By  his  great  authority ; 

Which  often  hath  no  less  prevailed  than  so, 
On  your  command. 

Leon,  I  know't  too  well. — 

GKve  me  the  boy.  [To  Hermione.]  I  am  glad,  you  did  not 

nurse  him : 
Though  he  does  bear  some  signs  of  me,  yet  you 
Have  too  much  blood  in  him. 

Jler,  What  is  this  ?  sport  P 

Leon,  Bear  the  boy  hence  ;  he  shall  not  come  about  her. 
Away  with  him  ;  and  let  her  sport  herself 
With  that  she's  big  with ;  for  'tis  Polixenes 
Has  made  thee  swell  thus. 

Ser,  But  I'd  say  he  had  not, 

And,  I'll  be  sworn,  you  would  believe  my  saying, 
Howe'er  you  lean  to  the  nayward. 

Leon,  You,  my  lords. 

Look  on  her,  mark  her  well ;  be  but  about 
To  say,  "  she  is  a  goodly  lady,"  and 
The  justice  of  your  hearts  will  thereto  add, 
"  'Tis  pity  she's  not  honest,  honourable :" 
Praise  her  but  for  this  her  without-door  form, 
(Which,  on  my  faith,  deserves  high  speech)  and  straight 
The  shrug,  the  hum,  or  ha  (these  petty  brands. 
That  calumny  doth  use, — 0  !  I  am  out : — 
That  mercy  does,  for  calumny  will  sear 
Virtue  itself) — these  shrugs,  these  hums,  andha's. 
When  you  have  said  "  she's  goodly,"  come  between. 
Ere  you  can  say  "  she's  honest."     But  be't  known. 
From  him  that  has  most  cause  to  grieve  it  should  be. 
She's  an  adultress. 

Ser,  Should  a  villain  say  so. 

The  most  replenish'd  villain  in  the  world. 
He  were  as  much  more  villain  :  you,  my  lord. 
Do  but  mistake. 

Leon,  You  have  mistook,  my  lady, 

'  For  them  to  play  at  will.]  Heath's  explanation  is,  that  Leontes  means  that 
he  remains  "  a  puppet  for  them  to  moye  and  actuate  as  they  please."  This  is 
probably  the  correct  interpretation  of  the  passage ;  and  puppets  are  moved  and 
played  by  pinching  them  between  the  finger  and  thumb. 
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Polixenes  for  Leontes.     0,  thou  thing  I 
Which  I'll  not  call  a  creature  of  thy  place. 
Lest  barbarism,  making  me  the  precedent, 
Should  a  like  language  use  to  all  degrees. 
And  mannerly  distinguishment  leave  out 
Betwixt  the  prince  and  beggar  ! — I  have  said 
She's  an  adultress  ;  I  have  said  with  whom  : 
More,  she's  a  traitor  ;  and  Camillo  is 
A  feodary  with  her  *,  and  one  that  knows 
What  she  should  shame  to  know  herself. 
But  with  her  most  vile  principal,  that  she's 
A  bed-swerver,  even  as  bad  as  those 
That  vulgars  give  bold'st  titles ;  ay,  and  privy 
To  this  their  late  escape. 

Her.  No ;  by  my  life. 

Privy  to  none  of  this.     How  will  this  grieve  you, 
When  you  shall  come  to  clearer  knowledge,  that 
You  thus  have  publish'd  me  ?     Gentle  my  lord. 
You  scarce  can  right  me  throughly  then,  to  say 
You  did  mistake. 

Leon.  No ;  if  I  mistake  * 

In  those  foimdations  which  I  build  upon. 
The  centre  is  not  big  enough  to  bear 
A  school-boy's  top. — ^Away  with  her  to  prison ! 
He,  who  shall  speak  for  her,  is  afar  off  guilty, 
But  that  he  speaks. 

Her.  There's  some  ill  planet  reigns : 

I  must  be  patient,  till  the  heavens  look 
With  an  aspect  more  favourable. — Good  my  lords, 
I  am  not  prone  to  weeping,  as  our  sex 
Commonly  are,  the  want  of  which  vain  dew. 
Perchance,  shall  dry  your  pities ;  but  I  have 
That  honourable  grief  lodg'd  here,  which  bums 

■  A  FFODARY  with  her,]  It  is  **K/ederary  with  her"  in  the  early  editions, 
bat  a  clear  misprint  for  *'  feodary,"  the  word  in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
Steepens  calls  it  **  a  word  of  our  author's  coinage/'  but  it  was  certainly  a  word  of 
the  old  printer's  manufacture ;  for  that  Shakespeare  used  the  right  word  there  is 
abundant  evidence,  since  it  occurs  in  the  sense  of  confederate  (whi<*h  it  means  here) 
in  "  Measure  for  Measure,"  A.  ii.  sc.  4,  and  in  "  Cymbeline/'  A.  iii.  sc.  2 :  this  is 
the  only  place  in  which  it  is  spelt  federari/. 

♦  No;  if  I  mistake]  Malone  and  Steevens,  taking  upon  them  to  improve 
Shakespeare's  versification,  printed  "No.  no;  if  I  mistake."  There  is  no  re- 
duplication of  the  negative  in  the  old  copies,  nor  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  we 
therefore  reject  it  as  an  interpolatioD.     Single  *'  No  "  is  more  emphatic. 

d2 
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Worse  than  tears  drown.     Beseecli  you  all,  my  lords, 
With  thoughts  so  qualified  as  your  charities 
Shall  best  instruct  you,  measure  me ; — and  so 
The  king's  will  be  performed. 

Leon.  Shall  I  be  heard  ? 

[To  the  Guards. 

Her.  Who  is*t,  that  goes  with  me  ? — ^Beseech  your  highness. 
My  women  may  be  with  me ;  for,  you  see, 
My  plight  requires  it. — Do  not  weep,  good  fools ; 
There  is  no  cause :  when  you  shall  know,  your  mistress 
Has  deserved  prison,  then  abound  in  tears. 
As  I  come  out :  this  action,  I  now  go  on. 
Is  for  my  better  grace. — Adieu,  my  lord  : 
I  never  wish'd  to  see  you  sorry ;  now, 
I  trust,  I  shall. — My  women,  come  ;  you  have  leave. 

Leon.  Go,  do  our  bidding  :  hence  ! 

[^JExeunt  Hermione  and  Ladies. 

1  Lord.  Beseech  your  highness,  call  the  queen  again. 

Ant.  Be  certain  what  you  do,  sir,  lest  your  justice 
Prove  violence  ;  in  the  which  three  great  ones  suffer. 
Yourself,  your  queen,  your  son. 

1  Lord.  For  her,  my  lord, 

I  dare  my  life  lay  down,  and  will  do't,  sir. 
Please  you  t'  accept  it,  that  the  queen  is  spotless 
I'  the  eyes  of  heaven,  and  to  you  :  I  mean. 
In  this  which  you  accuse  her. 

Ant.  If  it  prove 

She's  otherwise,  I'll  keep  me  stable  *  where 
I  lodge  my  wife ;  I'll  go  in  couples  with  her ; 
Than  when  I  feel,  and  see  her,  no  further  trust  her ; 
For  every  inch  of  woman  in  the  world, 
Ay,  every  dram  of  woman's  flesh,  is  false. 
If  she  be. 

Leon.        Hold  your  peaces ! 

1  Lord.  Good  my  lord, — 

«  —  I'll  keep  ME  stable]    So  the  corr.  fo.  1(J32 :  the  old  reading  has  been— 

"I'll  keep  my  stables  where 
I  lodge  my  wife ;" 
but  nobody  has  explained  how  Antigonus  was  to  secure  the  chastity  of  his  wife  the 
more  by  keeping  her  in  his  "  stables,"  among  his  grooms.  He  means  merely  that 
he  will  take  care  to  keep  himself  constantly  near  his  wife,—*'  I'll  keep  me  stable 
where  I  lodge  my  wife," — in  order  that  she  may  not  offend  in  the  way  unjustly 
charged  against  Hermione.  In  the  .German  Antigonus  is  made  to  say  that  he 
will  stand  sentry  over  his  wife ;  so  will  ich  Schildwacht  halten  bei  meiner  Frau. 
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Ant.  It  is  for  you  we  speak,  not  for  ourselves. 
You  are  abus'd,  and  by  some  putter-on, 
That  will  be  damn'd  for't ;  would  I  knew  the  villain ! 
I  would  lamback  him '.     Be  she  honour-flaw'd, — 
I  have  three  daughters ;  the  eldest  is  eleven, 
The  second,  and  the  third,  nine,  and  some  five ' ; 
If  tliis  prove  true,  they'll  pay  for't :  by  mine  honour, 
I'll  geld  them  all :  fourteen  they  shall  not  see. 
To  bring  false  generations.     They  are  co-heirs. 
And  I  had  rather  glib  myself,  than  they 
Should  not  produce  fair  issue. 

Leon.  Cease !  no  more. 

You  smell  this  business  with  a  sense  as  cold 
As  is  a  dead  man's  nose ;  but  I  do  see't,  and  feel't, 
As  you  feel  doing  thus,  and  see  withal 
The  instruments  that  feel  *. 

Ant.  If  it  be  so. 

We  need  no  grave  to  bury  honesty  : 
There's  not  a  grain  of  it  the  face  to  sweeten 
Of  the  whole  dungy  earth. 

Leon.  What !  lack  I  credit  ? 

1  Lord.  I  had  rather  you  did  lack,  than  I,  my  lord, 
Fpon  this  ground ;  and  more  it  would  content  me 
To  have  her  honour  true,  than  your  suspicion, 
Be  blam'd  for't  how  you  might. 


*  I  would  LAMBACK  him.]     There  is  little  doubt  that  the  compositor  erred  in 
printing  ^'lamback"  land-damUt   because  his  eye  caught  the  word  "damn'd" 
exactly  above  in  the  preceding  line.     "  I  would  Umback  him  '*  means  I  would 
beat  or  belabour  him,  but  how  it  came  to  mean  that  is  doubtful.    To  lamm,  ac- 
cording to  Skinner,  is  ictibtu  permolere  (hence,  perhaps,  a  mill  is  slang  for  a 
fight),  which  is  ezacrly  the  sense  required;    but  the  termination  of  the  word 
''lamback"  seems  inexplicable,  unless  it  have  some  relation  to  the  cudgel,  or  ducu- 
Imm,  with  which  the  blows  were  inflicted,  or  to  the  "  back  "  receiving  them.     The 
corrector  of  the  fo.  1632  erases  land^damn,  and  inserts  '*  lamback,"  and  we  may 
ooDclnde,  perhaps,  that  that  was  Shakespeare's  word.     We  meet  with  '*  lamback  " 
in  the  unique  drama  of  "  The  rare  Triumphs  of  Love  and  Fortune,"  1689  :^ 
"  Heare  you,  sirra :  you  are  no  devill :  mas,  and  I  wist  you  were, 
I  would  lamback  the  devill  out  of  you,  for  all  your  geare." 
Again,  in  Munday  and  Chettle's  •*  Death  of  Robert  Earl  uf  Huntington,"  1691 : 

''  And  with  this  dagger  lustily  lambacked.** 

^  The  second,  and  the  third,  nine,  and  some  five ;]  t.  e.  The  second  nine,  and 
the  third  some  five. 

• and  see  withal 

The  instruments  that  feel.]  Leontes,  at  these  words,  must  be  supposed  to 
take  hold  of  Antigonus :  '*  The  instruments  that  feel "  are  of  course  his  fingers. 
The  passage  is  erased  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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Leon.  Why,  wliat  need  we 

Commune  with  you  of  this,  but  rather  follow 
Our  forceful  instigation  ?     Our  prerogative 
Calls  not  your  counsels,  but  our  natural  goodness 
Imparts  this ;  which,  if  you  (or  stupified. 
Or  seeming  so  in  skill)  cannot,  or  will  not, 
Relish  a  truth  like  us,  inform  yourselves, 
We  need  no  more  of  your  advice  :  the  matter. 
The  loss,  the  gain,  the  ordering  on't,  is  all 
Properiy  our's. 

Ant.  And  I  wish,  my  liege, 

You  had  only  in  your  silent  judgment  tried  it. 
Without  more  overture. 

Leon.  How  could  that  be  ? 

Either  thou  art  most  ignorant  by  age. 
Or  thou  wert  bom  a  fool.     Camillo's  flight. 
Added  to  their  familiarity, 
(Which  was  as  gross  as  ever  touched  conjecture. 
That  lack'd  sight  only,  nought  for  approbation 
But  only  seeing ',  all  other  circumstances 
Made  up  to  the  deed)  doth  push  on  this  proceeding : 
Yet,  for  a  greater  confirmation, 
(For  in  an  act  of  this  importance  'twere 
Most  piteous  to  be  wild,)  I  have  despatched  in  post 
To  sacred  Delphos,  to  Apollo's  temple, 
Cleomenes  and  Dion,  whom  you  know 
Of  stuft'd  sufficiency.     Now,  from  the  oracle 
They  will  bring  all ;  whose  spiritual  counsel  had. 
Shall  stop,  or  spur  me.     Have  I  done  well  ? 

1  Lai^d.  Well  done,  my  lord. 

Leon.  Though  I  am  satisfied,  and  need  no  more 
Than  what  I  know,  yet  shall  the  oracle 
Give  rest  to  the  minds  of  others ;  such  as  he. 
Whose  ignorant  credulity  will  not 
Come  up  to  the  truth.     So  have  we  thought  it  good. 
From  our  free  person  she  should  be  confin'd. 
Lest  that  the  treachery  of  the  two  fled  hence 
Be  left  her  to  perform.     Come,  follow  us : 
We  are  to  speak  in  public ;  for  this  business 
Will  raise  us  all. 


nonght  for  approbation 


But  oDly  seeing,]  i.  e.  That  required  no  other  ^;roq/*  excepting  sight,  all  other 
circumstances  heing  complete. 
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Ant  [^Aside.']         To  laughter,  as  I  take  it, 
If  the  good  truth  were  known.  [^Exeunt 


SGEKE  n. 

The  Same.     The  outer  Eoom  of  a  Prison. 

£nter  Paulina  and  Attendants. 


Paul.  The  keeper  of  the  prison, — call  to  him  : 

[^JExit  an  Attendant. 
Let  him  have  knowledge  who  I  am.-MJood  lady ! 
No  court  in  Europe  is  too  good  for  thee, 
What  dost  thou  then  in  prison  ? — Now,  good  sir, 

Re-enter  Attendant,  with  the  Jailor  *. 

You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 

Jailor.  For  a  worthy  lady, 

And  one  whom  much  I  honour. 

Faul.  Pray  you  then, 

Conduct  me  to  the  queen. 

Jailor.  I  may  not,  madam  :  to  the  contrary 
I  have  express  commandment. 

Faul.  Here's  ado. 

To  lock  up  honesty  and  honour  from 
Th*  access  of  gentle  visitors ! — Is't  lawful,  pray  you. 
To  see  her  women  ?  any  of  them  ?  Emilia  ? 

Jailor.  So  please  you,  madam. 
To  put  apart  these  your  attendants,  I 
Shall  bring  Emilia  forth. 

Faul.  I  pray  now,  call  her. — 

Withdraw  yourselves.  \Exeunt  Attend. 

Jailor.  And,  madam, 

I  must  be  present  at  your  conference. 

Paul.  Well,  be't  so,  pr'ythee.  [Exit  Jailor. 

Here's  such  ado  to  make  no  stain  a  stain. 
As  passes  colouring. 

>  Re-enter  Attendant,  with  the  Jailor.]  So  called  in  the  old  copies;  from 
which  there  is  no  reason  to  vary,  by  calling  the*'  Jailor  "  Keeper,  as  has  been  done 
by  modem  editors.  They  took  a  similar  liberty  in  *•  The  Comedy  of  Errors," 
where  the  "  Jailor  "  of  the  folios  was  converted  into  "  an  Officer." 
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Re-enter  Jailor,  with  Emilia. 

Dear  gentlewoman, 
How  fares  our  gracious  lady  ? 

EmiL  As  well  as  one  so  great,  and  so  forlorn, 
May  hold  together.     On  her  frights,  and  griefs, 
(WTiich  never  tender  lady  hath  borne  greater,) 
She  is,  something  before  her  time,  delivered. 

Paul  A  boy? 

EmiL  A  daughter  ;  and  a  goodly  babe, 

Lusty,  and  like  to  live :  the  queen  receives 
Much  comfort  in't,  says,  "  My  poor  prisoner, 
I  am  innocent  as  you." 

Paul,  I  dare  be  sworn  : — 

These  dangerous,  unsane  limes  i*  the  king ',  beshrew  them  ! 
He  must  be  told  on't,  and  he  shall :  the  office 
Becomes  a  woman  best ;  I'll  take't  upon  me. 
If  I  prove  honey-mouth'd,  let  my  tongue  blister. 
And  never  to  my  red-look'd  anger  be 
The  tnmipet  any  more. — Pray  you,  Emilia, 
Commend  my  best  obedience  to  the  queen  : 
If  she  dares  trust  me  with  her  little  babe, 
I'll  show't  the  king,  and  undertake  to  be 
Her  advocate  to  the  loud'st.     We  do  not  know 
How  he  may  soften  at  the  sight  o'  the  child : 
.  The  silence  often  of  pure  innocence 
Persuades,  when  speaking  fails. 

EmiL  Most  worthy  madam. 

Your  honour,  and  your  goodness,  is  so  evident, 
That  your  free  undertaking  cannot  miss 
A  thriving  issue :  there  is  no  lady  living 
So  meet  for  this  great  errand.     Please  your  ladyship 

'  These  dangerous,  unsanb  lunes  i'  the  king,]  The  word  "lanes'*  does  not 
occm  in  any  other  English  dramatist  of  the  time,  but  moon  is  used  precisely  in  the 
same  sense  in  Cyril  Toumeur's  '*  Revenger's  Tragedy,''  1608,  A.  iii.  sc.  1  : — 

"  I  know  'twas  but  some  pcevUh  moon  in  him." 
Shakespeare  is  partial  to  *'  lunes,"  and  it  is  met  with  in  "  The  Merry  Wives  of 
Windsor,"  A.  iv.  sc.  2,  if  not  in  "Troilus  and  Cressida,"  A.  ii.  sc.  3,  where  the 
word  is,  however,  misprinted  linef  hi  the  folios.  Cotgrave  has  *'  lune  folie ;"  and 
Theobald  derives  the  phrase  from  the  French,  in  which  "il  y  a  de  la  lune"  is  a 
familiar  expression.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  changes  "unsafe"  to  unsane^  which  cer- 
tainly  is  more  appropriate,  and  to  say  that  the  king's  lunes  are  "  dangerous  "  and 
untafe  is  mere  tautology.  Malone  and  Steevcns  take  some  credit  for  correcting 
"  i'  the  king  "  into  "  o*  the  king ;"  but  where  was  the  necessity  or  even  propriety 
of  the  change  ? 
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To  visit  the  next  room,  I'll  presently 
Acquaint  the  queen  of  your  most  noble  oflfer, 
Who,  but  to-day,  hammer'd  of  this  design, 
But  durst  not  tempt  a  minister  of  honour. 
Lest  she  should  be  denied. 

Paul  Tell  her,  EmiKa, 

I'll  use  that  tongue  I  have  :  if  wit  flow  from  it. 
As  boldnesff  irom,  my  bosom,  let  it  not  be  doubted 
I  shall  do  good. 

Emit,  Now,  be  you  blest  for  it  1 

I'll  to  the  queen. — ^Please  you,  come  something  nearer. 

Jailor.  Madam,  iTt  please  the  queen  to  send  the  babe, 
I  know  not  what  I  shall  incur  to  pass  it. 
Having  no  warrant. 

Paul.  You  need  not  fear  it,  sir  : 

The  child  was  prisoner  to  the  womb,  and  is. 
By  law  and  process  of  great  nature,  thence 
Freed  and  enfranchis'd ;  not  a  party  to 
The  anger  of  the  king,  nor  guilty  of. 
If  any  be,  the  trespass  of  the  queen. 

Jailor.  I  do  believe  it. 

Paul.  Do  not  you  fear  :  upon  mine  honour,  I 

Will  stand  betwixt  you  and  danger.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

The  Same.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Leontes,  Antigonus,  Lords,  and  otJier  Attendants, 

Leon.  Nor  night,  nor  day,  no  rest.     It  is  but  weakness 
To  bear  the  matter  thus,  mere  weakness.     If 
The  cause  were  not  in  being,  part  o'  the  cause. 
She,  th'  adultress ;  for  the  harlot  king 
Is  quite  beyond  mine  arm,  out  of  the  blank 
And  level  of  my  brain,  plot-proof;  but  she 
I  can  hook  to  me :  say,  that  she  were  gone. 
Given  to  the  fire,  a  moiety  of  my  rest 
Might  come  to  me  again. — ^Who's  there  ? 

1  Atten.  My  lord. 

Leon.  How  does  the  boy  ? 
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1  Aften.  He  took  good  rest  to-night : 

'Tis  liop'd,  his  sickness  is  discharged. 

Leon,  To  see  his  nobleness  ! 

Conceiving  the  dishonour  of  his  mother, 
He  straight  declined,  droop'd,  took  it  deeply, 
Fastened  and  fix'd  the  shame  on't  in  himself, 
Threw  off  his  spirit,  Ms  appetite,  his  sleep, 
And  downright  languished. — Leave  me  solely : — ^go. 
See  how  he  fares.  [JExit  Attend.'] — Fie,  fie !  no  thought  of 

him* : — 
The  very  thought  of  my  revenges  that  way 
Recoil  upon  me :  in  himself  too  mighty. 
And  in  his  parties,  his  alliance  * ; — ^let  him  be, 
Until  a  time  may  serve :  for  present  vengeance. 
Take  it  on  her.     CamUlo  and  Polixenes 
Laugh  at  me ;  make  their  pastime  at  my  sorrow  : 
They  should  not  laugh,  if  I  could  reach  them ;  nor 
Shall  she,  within  my  power. 

Enter  Paulina,  with  a  Child. 

1  Lord,  You  must  not  enter. 

Paul.  Nay,  rather,  good  my  lords,  be  second  to  me. 
Fear  you  his  tyrannous  passion  more,  alas  ! 
Than  the  queen's  life  ?  a  gracious  innocent  soul, 
More  free  than  he  is  jealous. 

Ant,  That's  enough. 

1  Atten,  Madam,  he  hath  not  slept  to-night ;  commanded 
None  should  come  at  him. 

Paul.  Not  so  hot,  good  sir : 

'  Fie,  fie!  no  thought  of  him:—]  i.e.  Of  Polixenes,  to  whom  the  thoughts 
of  LeoDtes  natnrally  revert  without  naming  him.  Coleridge  called  this,  in  his 
lectures,  we  think,  in  1812,  an  admirable  instance  of  propriety  in  soliloquy,  where 
the  mind  leaps  from  one  object  to  another,  however  distant,  without  any  apparent 
interval ;  the  operation  here  being  perfectly  intelligible  without  mentioning 
Polixenes.  The  king  is  talking  to  himself,  while  his  lords  and  attendants  stand 
at  a  distance. 

*  And  in  his  parties,  his'  alliance  ;]  So,  in  Greene's  novel :  "  Pandosto, 
although  he  felt  that  revenge  was  a  spurre  to  warre,  and  that  enfy  alwaies 
proffereth  Steele,  yet  he  saw  Egistus  was  not  only  of  great  puissance  and 
prowesse  to  withstand  him,  but  also  had  many  kings  of  his  alliance  to  ayde  him, 
if  neede  should  serve ;  for  he  married  the  Emperour's  daughter  of  Russia. 
These  and  the  like  considerations  something  daunted  Pandosto  his  courage,  bo 
that  he  was  content  rather  to  put  up  a  manifest  injurie  with  peace,  than  hunt 
after  revenge,  dishonor,  and  losse ;  determining,  since  Egistus  had  escaped  scot- 
free,  that  Bellaria  should  pay  for  all  at  an  unreasonable  price."  Shakespeare's 
Library,  Part  i.  p.  14. 
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I  come  io  bring  him  sleep.     *Tis  such  as  you, — 
That  creep  like  shadows  by  him,  and  do  sigh 
At  each  his  needless  heavings, — such  as  you 
Nourish  the  cause  of  his  awaking  :  I 
Do  come  with  words  as  medicinal  as  true, 
Honest  as  either,  to  purge  him  of  that  humour, 
That  presses  him  from  sleep. 

Leon.  What  noise  there,  ho  *  ? 

Paul.  No  noise,  my  lord ;  but  needful  conference, 

[  Coming  forward. 
About  some  gossips  for  your  highness. 

Leon.  How  ? — 

Away  with  that  audacious  lady.     Antigonus, 
I  charg'd  thee  that  she  should  not  come  about  me : 
I  knew  she  would. 

Ant.  I  told  her  so,  my  lord. 

On  your  displeasure's  peril,  and  on  mine. 
She  should  not  visit  you. 

Leon.  What !  canst  not  rule  her  ? 

Paul.  From  all  dishonesty  he  can :  in  this, 
(Unless  he  take  the  course  that  you  have  done, 
Commit  me  for  committing  honour)  trust  it. 
He  shall  not  rule  me.* 

Ant.  Lo,  you  now !  you  hear. 

When  she  will  take  the  rein,  I  let  her  run  ; 
But  she'll  not  stumble. 

Paul.  Good  my  liege,  I  come, — 

And,  I  beseech  you,  hear  me,  who  professes 
Myself  your  loyal  servant,  your  physician, 
Your  most  obedient  counseUor,  yet  that  dares 
Less  appear  so  in  comforting  your  evils  ', 
Than  such  as  most  seem  your's, — I  say,  I  come 
From  your  good  queen. 

Leon.  Good  queen ! 

Paul.  Good   queen,   my  lord,   good  queen:    I  say,  good 
queen; 
And  would  by  combat  make  her  good,  so  were  I 
A  man,  the  worst  about  you. 

*  What  noise  there,  ho  ?]  The  first  folio  reads  who :  the  error  was  corrected 
in  the  second  folio. 

•  —  in  COMFORTING  your  evils,]  "Comforting"  is  here  used,  as  Monck 
Kason  observes,  in  the  legal  sense  of  comforting  and  abetting  a  person  in  any 
criminal  action. 
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Leon,  Force  her  hence. 

Paul  Let  him  that  makes  but  trifles  of  his  eyes 
First  hand  me.     On  mine  own  accord  I'll  off, 
But  first  I'll  do  my  errand. — ^The  good  queen, 
For  she  is  good,  hath  brought  you  forth  a  daughter  : 
Here  'tis ;  commends  it  to  your  blessing. 

[^Laying  down  the  Child. 

Leon.  Out ! 

A  mankind  witch ' !     Hence  with  her,  out  o'  door  ; 
A  most  intelligencing  bawd  ! 

Paul.  Not  so : 

I  am  as  ignorant  in  that,  as  you 
In  so  entitling  me,  and  no  less  honest 
Than  you  are  mad ;  which  is  enough,  I'll  warrant. 
As  this  world  goes,  to  pass  for  honest. 

Leon.  Traitors ! 

Will  you  not  push  her  out  ?     Give  her  the  bastard. — 
Thou,  dotard,   [To  Antigonus.]  thou  art  woman- tir'd ",  im- 

roosted 
By  thy  dame  Partlet  here. — Take  up  the  bastard : 
Take't  up,  I  say  ;  give't  to  thy  crone '. 

Paul.  For  ever 

Unvenerable  be  thy  hands,  if  thou 
Tak'st  up  the  princess  by  that  forced  baseness  *• 
Which  he  has  put  upon't ! 

Leon.  He  dreads  his  wife. 

Paul.  So  I  would  you  did ;  then,  'twere  past  all  doubt, 
You'd  call  your  children  your's. 

Leon.  A  nest  of  traitors  ! 

Ant,  I  am  none,  by  this  good  light. 

Paul.  Nor  I ;  nor  any, 

'  A  MANKIND  witch !]  i.  e.  A  masculine  witch :  *•  mankind  "  was  frequently 
used  in  this  sense.  In  *•  Coriolanus,"  A.  iv.  sc.  2,  Sicinlus  asks  Volumnia,  **  Are 
you  man  kind?**  meaning,  are  you  of  the  male  sex  ? 

•  —thou  art  WOMAN  tir'd,]  i.e.  In  familiar  terms,  hen-peck^l:  "dame 
Partlet,"  which  Leontes  just  afterwards  mentions,  was  the  proverbial  name  for  a 
hen,  obtained  originally,  perhaps,  from  "  Reynard  the  Fox,"  and  it  occurs  in 
Chaucer.  To  tire  on  is  to  peck  at,  and  rend  with  the  beak.  In  "Timon  of 
Athens,"  A.  iii.  sc.  6,  we  read  : — "  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring."  The 
use  of  the  word  in  that  sense  is  not  at  all  uncommon  in  our  old  dramatists :  to 
tire  and  to  tear  appear  to  have  the  same  etymology. 

•  —  thy  CRONE.]  A  "crone"  is  an  old  woman.  Chaucer  and  other  early 
poets  employ  the  word. 

10  —  by  that  FORCED  baseness]  i.e.  " FaUed  baseness;"  and  perhaps  one 
word  misheard  for  the  other. 
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But  one  that's  here,  and  that's  himself ;  for  he 

The  sacred  honour  of  himself,  his  queen's. 

His  hopeful  son's,  his  babe's,  betrays  to  slander. 

Whose  sting  is  sharper  than  the  sword's,  and  will  not 

(For,  as  the  case  now  stands,  it  is  a  curse 

He  cannot  be  compell'd  to't)  once  remove 

The  root  of  his  opinion,  which  is  rotten 

As  ever  oak,  or  stone,  was  sound. 

Leon.  A  callat. 

Of  boundless  tongue  *,  who  late  hath  beat  her  husband, 
And  now  baits  me ! — ^This  brat  is  none  of  mine  : 
It  is  the  issue  of  Polixencs. 
Hence  with  it ;  and,  together  with  the  dam. 
Commit  them  to  the  fire. 

Paul.  It  is  your's  ; 

And,  might  we  lay  the  old  proverb  to  your  charge, 
So  like  you,  'tis  the  worse. — Behold,  my  lords. 
Although  the  print  be  little,  the  whole  matter 
And  copy  of  the  father :  eye,  nose,  lip. 
The  trick  of  his  frown,  his  forehead  ;  nay,  the  valley. 
The  pretty  dimples  of  his  chin,  and  cheek  ;  his  smiles  ; 
The  very  mould  and  frame  of  hand,  nail,  finger. — 
And,  thou,  good  goddess  Nature,  which  hast  made  it 
So  like  to  him  that  got  it,  if  thou  hast 
The  ordering  of  the  mind  too,  'mongst  all  colours 
No  yellow  in't ;  lest  she  suspect,  as  he  does. 
Her  children  not  her  husband's. 

Leon.  A  gross  hag  ! — 

And,  losel,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd  *, 
That  wilt  not  stay  her  tongue. 

Ant.  Hang  all  the  husbands 


A  CALLAT, 


Of  bouDdless  tongue,]  '*  Callat "  is  sometimes  spelt  caUet^  and  is  a  very  old 
term  of  abuse  applied  to  women.  It  seems  originally  to  have  meant  merely  a  low 
mean  woman,  and  has  been  derived  from  calle,  which  Tyrwhitt  tells  us  is  Fr.  for 
"a  species  of  cap,"  (Gloss,  to  Chaucer,)  or  from  calotte,  which  Grey  says  was  a 
sort  of  head  dress  worn  by  country  girls.  In  the  time  of  Shakespeare,  and  much 
earlier,  "callet  "  was  generally  used  for  a  lewd  woman,  a  drab.  In  *•  Ucnry  VI.," 
Pt  iii.  A.  ii.  sc.  2,  we  have  "  shameless  callet ;"  and  the  word  occurs  again  in  a 
similar  sense  in  **  Othello,"  A.  iv.  sc.  2. 

»  And,  LOMEL,  thou  art  worthy  to  be  hang'd,]  "  Losel "  is  a  word  of  the  com- 
monest occurrence,  in  the  sense  of  a  worthless  and  abandoned  fellow.  **  A  losel," 
says  Verstegan  in  his  "  Restitution,"  1605,  as  quoted  by  Reed,  "  is  one  that  hath 
kMt,  neglected,  or  cast  off  his  own  good  and  welfare,  and  who  is  become  lewd,  and 
an^tm  of  credit  and  honesty."     "  Losel "  is  from  A.  S.  Lotion,  to  lose. 
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That  cannot  do  that  feat,  you'll  leave  yourself 
Hardly  one  subject. 

Leon.  Once  more,  take  her  hence. 

Paul.  A  most  unworthy  and  unnatural  lord 
Can  do  no  more. 

Leon.  I'll  ha'  thee  bum'd. 

Paxil.  I  care  not : 

It  is  an  heretic  that  makes  the  fire, 
Not  she  which  bums  in't.     I'll  not  call  you  tyrant ; 
But  this  most  cruel  usage  of  your  queen 
(Not  able  to  produce  more  accusation 
Than  your  own  weak  hing'd  fancy)  something  savours 
Of  tyranny,  and  will  ignoble  make  you. 
Yea,  scandalous  to  the  world. 

Leon.  On  your  allegiance. 

Out  of  the  chamber  with  her.     Were  I  a  tyrant. 
Where  were  her  life  ?  she  durst  not  call  me  so, 
If  she  did  know  me  one.     Away  with  her  ! 

Paul.  I  pray  you,  do  not  push  me ;  I'll  be  gone. 
Look  to  your  babe,  my  lord ;  'tis  your's :  Jove  send  her 
A  better  guiding  spirit ! — ^What  need  these  hands  ? — 
You,  that  are  thus  so  tender  o'er  his  follies, 
Will  never  do  him  good,  not  one  of  you. 
So,  so  : — ^farewell ;  we  are  gone.  [EoM. 

Leon.  Thou,  traitor,  hast  set  on  thy  wife  to  this. — 
My  child  ?  away  with't ! — even  thou,  that  hast 
A  heart  so  tender  o'er  it,  take  it  hence. 
And  see  it  instantly  consumed  with  fire  : 
Even  thou,  and  none  but  thou.     Take  it  up  straight. 
Within  this  hour  bring  me  word  'tis  done, 
(And  by  good  testimony)  or  I'U  seize  thy  Hfe, 
With  what  thou  else  caU'st  thine.     If  thou  refuse, 
And  wilt  encounter  with  my  wrath,  say  so  ; 
The  bastard-brains  with  these  my  proper  hands 
Shall  I  dash  out.     Go,  take  it  to  the  fire. 
For  thou  sett'st  on  thy  wife. 

Ant.  I  did  not,  sir  : 

These  lords,  my  noble  fellows,  if  they  please. 
Can  clear  me  in't. 

1  Lord.  We  can  :  my  royal  liege, 

He  is  not  guilty  of  her  coming  hither. 

Leon.  You're  Hars  all. 

1  Lord.  Beseech  your  highness,  give  us  better  credit. 
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We  have  always  truly  served  you,  and  beseech  you ' 

[^Kneeling, 
So  to  esteem  of  us  ;  and  on  our  knees  we  beg, 
(As  recompense  of  our  dear  services, 
Past,  and  to  come)  that  you  do  change  this  purpose ; 
Which,  being  so  horrible,  so  bloody,  must 
Lead  on  to  some  foul  issue.  •  We  all  kneel.- 

Lean.  I  am  a  feather  for  each  wind  that  blows. — 
Shall  I  live  on,  to  see  this  bastard  kneel 
And  call  me  father  ?    Better  bum  it  now. 
Than  curse  it  then.     But,  be  it ;  let  it  live  : — 
It  shall  not  neither. — ^You,  sir,  come  you  hither ; 

\_To  Antigonus. 
You,  that  have  been  so  tenderly  officious 
With  lady  Margery,  your  midwife,  there. 
To  save  this  bastard's  life, — :for  'tis  a  bastard. 
So  sure  as  thy  beard's  grey  *, — ^what  will  you  adventm*e 
To  save  this  brat's  life  ? 

Ant  Any  thing,  my  lord. 

That  my  ability  may  imdergo. 
And  nobleness  impose :  at  least,  thus  much ; 
I'll  pawn  the  little  blood  which  I  have  left. 
To  save  the  innocent :  any  thing  possible. 

Leon,  It  shall  be  possible.     Swear  by  this  sword, 
Thou  wilt  perform  my  bidding. 

Ant.  1  will,  my  lord. 

Lean.  Mark,  and  perform  it,  seest  thou ;  for  the  fail 
Of  any  point  in't  shall  not  only  be 
Death  to  thyself,  but  to  thy  lewd-tongued  wife. 
Whom  for  this  time  we  pardon.     We  enjoin  thee. 
As  thou  art  liegeman  to  us,  that  thou  carry 
This  female  bastard  hence  ;  and  that  thou  bear  it 
To  some  remote  and  desert  place,  quite  out 
Of  our  dominions  ;  and  that  there  thou  leave  it. 
Without  more  mercy,  to  its  own  protection. 
And  favour  of  the  climate.     As  by  strange  fortime 
It  came  to  us,  I  do  in  justice  charge  thee, 

»  —  and  beseech  you]  "  You  "  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  there  is  little 
doabt  that  it  had  dropped  out  at  the  end  of  the  line. 

*  So  sure  as  thy  beard's  grey.]  The  old  MS.  corrector  of  Lord  Ellesmere's 
copy  of  the  folio,  1623,  altered  "this"  into  thy,  which,  probably,  was  the  true 
reading.  Leontes  could  not,  of  course,  refer  to  his  own  beard ;  and  in  order  to 
make  "  ikii  beard ''  intelligible,  he  must  have  touched  or  plucked  that  of  Antigonus. 
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On  thy  soul's  peril  and  thy  body's  torture, 
That  thou  commend  it  strangely  to  some  place, 
Where  chance  may  nurse,  or  end  it.     Take  it  up. 

Ant.  I  swear  to  do  this,  though  a  present  death 
Had  been  more  merciful. — Come  on,  poor  babe : 

\_Taking  up  the  Child. 
Some  powerful  spirit  instruct  the  'kites  and  ravens 
To  be  thy  nurses  !     Wolves,  and  bears,  they  say, 
Casting  their  savageness  aside,  have  done 
Like  offices  of  pity. — Sir,  be  prosperous 
In  more  than  this  deed  doth  require  ! — and  blessing 
Against  this  cruelty  fight  on  thy  side. 
Poor  thing,  condemned  to  loss !  [^Uj^it  with  the  Child. 

Leon.  No ;  I'll  not  rear 

Another's  issue. 

1  Atten.  Please  your  highness,  posts 

From  those  you  sent  to  the  oracle  are  come 
An  hour  since :  Cleomenes  and  Dion, 
Being  well  arriv'd  from  Delphos,  are  both  landed, 
Hasting  to  the  court. 

1  Lord.  So  please  you,  sir,  their  speed 

Hath  been  beyond  account. 

Leon.  Twenty-three  days 

They  have  been  absent :  'tis  good  speed,  foretek. 
The  great  Apollo  suddenly  will  have 
The  truth  of  this  appear.     Prepare  you,  lords : 
Summon  a  session,  that  we  may  arraign 
Our  most  disloyal  lady ;  for,  as  she  hath 
Been  publicly  accus'd,  so  shall  she  have 
A  just  and  open  trial.     While  she  lives. 
My  heart  will  be  a  burden  to  me.     Leave  me. 
And  think  upon  my  bidding.  \_Exeunt. 


ACT  III.     SCENE  L 

The  Same.     A  Street  in  some  Town. 

Unter  Cleomenes  and  Dion. 

Cleo.  The  climate's  delicate,  the  air  most  sweet, 
Fertile  the  isle  *,  the  temple  much  surpassing 

^  Fertile  the  isle,]  i.  e.  The  Uie  of  Delphos.     Warburton  points  out  a  geogra- 
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The  common  praise  it  bears. 

I>ion,  I  shall  report, 

For  most  it  caught  me,  the  celestial  habits, 
(Methinks,  I  so  should  term  them)  and  the  reverence 
Of  the  grave  wearers.     0,  the  sacrifice ! 
How  ceremonious,  solemn,  and  imearthly 
It  was  i'  the  offering  I 

Cleo.  But,  of  all,  the  burst 

And  the  ear-deafening  voice  o'  the  oracle. 
Kin  to  Jove's  thunder,  so  surpris'd  my  sense. 
That  I  was  nothing. 

IHan,  If  th'  event  o'  the  journey 

Prove  as  successful  to  the  queen, — 0,  be  't  so ! — 
As  it  hath  been  to  us  rare,  pleasant,  speedy. 
The  time  is  worth  the  use  on't. 

Cleo.  Ghreat  Apollo, 

Turn  all  to  the  best !     These  proclamations. 
So  forcing  faults  upon  Hermione, 
I  Uttle  like. 

Dion.  The  violent  carriage  of  it 

Will  clear,  or  end  the  business  :  when  the  oracle, 
(Thus  by  Apollo's  great  divine  seal'd  up) 
Shall  the  contents  discover,  something  rare. 
Even  then,  will  rush  to  knowledge.-r-Go, — afresh  horses ; — 
And  gracious  be  the  issue!  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. 

The  Same.     A  Court  of  Justice. 

Enter  Leontes,  Lords,  and  Officers, 

Leon,  This  sessions  (to  our  great  grief  we  pronoxmce) 
Even  pushes  'gainst  our  heart :  the  party  tried. 
The  daughter  of  a  king ;  our  wife,  and  one 
Of  us  too  much  belov'd. — Let  us  be  clear'd 

phical  blonder  here,  inasmnch  as  the  temple  of  Apollo  M  Delphi  was  not  on  an 
iihuid,  bot  in  Phocis  on  the  continent.  This  is  of  coarse  true ;  bat  Shakespeare 
had  "  isle  "  from  Grreene,  in  whom  the  error  was  less  ezcasable,  as  he  was  Master 
of  Arts  in  both  Universities.  In  "  Pandosto/'  BeUaria  requests  "that  it  woald 
please  hb  Majestie  to  send  size  of  his  noble  men,  whom  he  best  trusted,  to  the 
itU  qfDelpkott  there  to  inquire  of  the  Oracle  of  Apollo,  whether  she  had  com- 
mitted adultery  with  Egistus,  or  conspired  to  poyson  him  with  Tranion."  Shake- 
speare's Librarji  Part  L  p.  20. 

VOL.  in.  E 


50  THE  winter's  TALE.        [ACT  IH. 

Of  being  tyrannous,  since  we  so  openly 
Proceed  in  justice,  which  shall  have  due  course. 
Even  to  the  guilt,  or  the  purgation. — 
Produce  the  prisoner. 

Offi,  It  is  his  highness'  pleasure,  that  the  queen 
Appear  in  person  here  in  court.  [Silence  *. 

Enter  Hekmione,  to  her  trials  ff^arded ;  Paulina  and  Ladies 

attending. 

Leon.  B/cad  the  indictment. 

Offi.  "Hermione,  queen  to  the  worthy  Leontes,  king  of 
Sicilia,  thou  art  here  accused  and  arraigned  of  high  treason, 
in  committing  adultery  with  Polixenes,  king  of  Bohemia; 
and  conspiring  with  Camillo  to  take  away  the  life  of  our  sove- 
reign lord  the  king,  thy  royal  husband  :  the  pretence  whereof 
being  by  circimistances  partly  laid  open,  thou,  Hermione, 
contrary  to  the  faith  and  allegiance  of  a  true  subject,  didst 
counsel  and  aid  them,  for  their  better  safety,  to  fly  away  by 
night'." 

Her.  Since  what  I  am  to  say,  must  be  but  that 
Which  contradicts  my  accusation,  and 
The  testimony  on  my  part  no  other 
But  what  comes  from  myself,  it  shall  scarce  boot  me 
To  say,  "  Not  guilty :"  mine  integrity. 
Being  counted  falsehood,  shall,  as  I  express  it. 
Be  so  received.     But  thus : — If  powers  divine 
Behold  our  himian  actions,  (as  they  do) 

*  SiLBNCB.  The  word  Silence  is  printed  as  a  stage-direction  in  the  first 
folio,  without  any  indication  of  the  entrance  of  tiie  queen,  &c.  This  deficiency 
the  second  folio  supplies  merely  by  the  word  "  Enter,**  which  follows  **  Silence." 
The  third  and  fourth  folios  adopt  the  course  of  the  second.  Malone  and  other 
modem  editors  have  chosen  to  take  *'  Silence**  as  an  exclamation  of  the  officer: 
so  it  might  certainly  be ;  but  the  printer  of  the  folio,  1623,  did  not  so  underttand 
it,  and  the  editor  of  the  folio,  1 632,  when  supplying  an  obvious  omission,  did  not 
think  fit  to  alter  the  reading :  neither  was  any  change  made  by  the  old  corrector  of 
the  folio,  1632.  The  word  Silence  was  probably  meant  to  mark  the  suspeiise, 
that  ought  to  be  displayed  by  all  upon  the  stage,  on  the  entrance  of  Uermion*  to 
her  trial.  The  German  editor  has  seen  the  fitness  of  this  course,  and  puts  in 
parenthesis  the  words  alfyemeines  StillMchweigen. 

»  —  to  fly  away  by  night.]  These  are  neariy  Greene's  words  :^"  it  was  ob- 
jected against  her  that  she  had  committed  adulterie  with  Egistus,  and  conspired 
with  Tranion  to  poyson  Pandosto,  her  husband ;  but  their  pretence  being  partly 
spyed,  she  counselled  them  to  flie  away  by  night,  for  thdr  better  safety  "  Shake- 
speare's  Library,  Pkrt  i.  p.  19.  In  both  Shakespeare  and  Greene  the  woid 
"pretence"  is  used  in  the  sense  of  inientions  but  this  was  common  to  moat 
writers  of  the  time. 
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I  doubt  not,  then,  but  innocence  ahall  make 

False  accusation  blush,  and  tyranny 

Tremble  at  patience  *. — ^You,  my  lord,  best  know« 

(Who  least  will  seem  to  do  so)  my  {)ast  life 

Hath  been  as  continent,  as  chaste,  as  true. 

As  I  am  now  xmhappy ;  which  is  more 

Than  history  can  pattern,  though  devis'd, 

And  played  to  take  spectators.     For  behold  me, 

A  fellow  of  the  royal  bed,  which  owe  * 

A  moiety  of  the  throne,  a  great  king^s  daughter. 

The  moUier  to  a  hopeM  prince,  here  standiog 

To  prate  and  talk  for  life,  and  honour,  'fore 

Who  please  to  come  and  hear.    For  life,  I  prize  it 

As  I  weigh  grief,  which  I  would  spare :  for  honoiir, 

'Tis  a  derivative  from  me  to  mine. 

And  only  that  I  stand  for.     I  appeal 

To  your  own  conscience,  sir,  before  Polizenes 

Game  to  your  court,  how  I  was  in  your  grace, 

How  merited  to  be  so ;  since  he  came. 

With  what  encoimter  so  uncurrent  I 

Have  strayed,  t'  appear  thus  ^ ;  if  one  jot  beyond 

The  boimd  of  honour,  or  in  act  or  will 

That  way  inclining,  harden'd  be  the  hearts 

Of  all  that  hear  me,  and  my  near'st  of  kin 

Cry,  "  Fie !"  upon  my  grave. 

Leon.  I  ne'er  heard  yet. 

That  any  of  these  bolder  vices  wanted 
Less  impudence  to  gainsay  what  they  did. 
Than  to  perform  it  first. 

Rer.  That's  true  enough ; 

Though  'tis  a  saying,  sir,  not  due  to  me. 

Leon.  You  will  not  own  it. 

Her.  More  than  mistress  of, 

*  Tremble  at  petienoe.]  Shakespeare  here  also  adheres  pretty  closely  to  the 
terms  of  the  nord,  where  BeUaria  thus  oommenoes  her  defence : — "  If  the  derine 
powers  bee  privy  to  humane  actions,  (as  no  doubt  they  are)  I  hope  my  patience 
shall  make  fortune  blushe,  and  my  unspotted  life  shall  staine  spightfhll  discredit." 
ShakMpeare's  library,  Pkrt  i.  p.  22. 

*  —  which  owb]  t.  e.  Whidi  own,  as  repeatedly  before,  and  afterwards. 

1  Have  steat'd,  f  appear  thus ;]  The  oU  copies  have  $tram'd  for  "  stray'd," 
to  which  the  word  is  amended  in  the  corr.  fo.  1032.  The  fact  seems  to  be  that 
■^  ttn^'d  "  was  misheard  or  misprinted  Hram'd,  and  although  a  not  inapplicable 
meaninf  may  beeztracted  from  it,  **  stray'd"  must  in  all  probability  have  been  the 
poef  s  word.    By  *'  encounter  so  uncnxrent "  we  must  understand  merdy,  so  un- 

e2 
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Which  comes  to  me  in  name  of  fault,  I  must  not 

At  all  acknowledge.     For  Polixones, 

(With  whom  I  am  accus'd)  I  do  confess, 

I  lov'd  him,  as  in  honour  he  requir'd, 

With  such  a  kind  of  love  as  might  become 

A  lady  like  me ;  with  a  love,  even  such. 

So  and  no  other,  as  yourself  commanded : 

Which  not  to  have  done,  I  think,  had  been  in  mo 

Both  disobedience  and  ingratitude 

To  you,  and  toward  your  friend,  whose  love  had  spoke, 

Even  since  it  could  speak,  from  an  infant,  freely 

That  it  was  your's.     Now,  for  conspiracy, 

I  know  not  how  it  tastes,  though  it  be  dish'd 

For  me  to  try  how :  all  I  know  of  it 

Is,  that  Camillo  was  an  honest  man ; 

And  why  he  left  your  court,  the  gods  themselves, 

Wotting  no  more  than  I,  are  ignorant. 

Leoti.  You  knew  of  his  departure,  as  you  know 
What  you  have  xmderta'en  to  do  in's  absence. 

Her.  Sir, 
You  speak  a  language  that  I  imderstand  not  : 
My  life  stands  in  the  level  of  your  dreams ', 
Which  I'll  lay  down. 

Leon.  Your  actions  are  my  dreams : 

You  had  a  bastard  by  Polixenes, 
And  I  but  dream'd  it. — ^As  you  were  past  all  shame, 
(Those  of  your  fact  are  so)  so  past  all  truth  *, 
Which  to  deny  concerns  more  than  avails ;  for  as 
Thy  brat  hath  been  cast  out,  like  to  itself, 
No  father  owning  it,  (which  is,  indeed. 
More  criminal  in  thee  than  it)  so  thou 
Shall  feel  our  justice,  in  whose  easiest  passage 
Look  for  no  less  than  death. 

Her.  Sir,  spare  your  threats : 

The  bug,  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  seek  *. 


*  My  life  stttnds  in  the  lbviel  of  your  dreams,]     A  metaphor  from  gunnery : 
to  stand  in  the  level  means  to  be  the  object  at  which  direct  aim  is  taken. 

*  As  you  were  past  all  shame, 

(Those  of  your  &ct  are  so)  so  past  all  truth  J  "  And  as  for  her,  it  was  her 
parte  to  denye  such  a  monstrous  crime,  and  to  be  impudent  in  forswearing  the 
fitct,  since  shee  had  past  all  shame  in  committing  the  &ult."  Greene's  "  Pan- 
dosto,'*  in  Shakespeare's  Library,  Part  i.  p.  Itf. 

*  The  BUG,  which  you  would  fright  me  with,  I  seek.]  t.  e,  the  bugbear,  '<  Bug  " 
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To  me  can  life  be  no  commodity : 

The  crown  and  comfort  of  my  life,  your  favour, 

I  do  give  lost ;  for  I  do  feel  it  gone. 

But  know  not  how  it  went.     My  second  joy. 

And  first-fruits  of  my  body,  firom  his  presence 

I  am  barr'd,  like  one  infectious.     My  third  comfort, 

Starred  most  unluckily,  is  firom  my  breast, 

The  innocent  milk  in  its  most  innocent  mouth, 

Haled  out  to  murder :  myself  on  every  post 

Proclaim'd  a  strumpet :  with  immod^  hatred. 

The  child-bed  privilege  denied,  which  'longs 

To  women  of  all  fashion  :  lastly,  hurried 

Here  to  this  place,  i'  the  open  air,  before 

I  have  got  strength  of  limit  *.     Now,  my  liege. 

Tell  me  what  blessings  I  have  here  alive. 

That  I  should  fear  to  die  ?    Therefore,  proceed. 

But  yet  hear  this ;  mistake  me  not. — ^No  :  life, 

I  prize  it  not  a  straw ;  but  for  mine  honour, 

(Which  I  would  tree)  if  I  shall  be  condemned 

Upon  surmises,  all  proofs  sleeping  else 

But  what  your  jealousies  awake,  I  tell  you, 

Tis  rigour,  and  not  law. — Your  honours  all, 

I  do  refer  me  to  the  oracle : 

Apollo  be  my  judge. 

1  Lord.  This  your  request 

Is  altogether  just.    Therefore,  bring  forth. 
And  in  Apollo's  name,  his  oracle, 

[Exeunt  several  Officers. 

Her,  The  emperor  of  Russia  was  my  father : 
0 !  that  he  were  alive,  and  here  beholding 
His  daughter's  trial ;  that  he  did  but  see 
The  flatness  of  my  misery,  yet  with  eyes 
Of  pity,  not  revenge  I 

Re-enter  Officers^  with  Cleomenes  and  Dion. 

Offl.  You  here  shall  swear  upon  this  sword  of  justiije. 
That  you,  Cleomenes  and  Dion,  have 
Been  both  at  Delphos ;  and  fix>m  thence  have  brought 

ftrictlf  m«aiit  ft  demon,  from  Piilf,  lal.  and  8w.  dUboiut,    It  has  the  same 
mmuDg  and  etjrmologj  as  Pack. 

•  I  have  got  btrenoth  of  limit.]  L  e.  Before  I  haTO  recoTered  a  limited 
degree  of  ideDgth  t  Monck  Maaon'i  interpretation. 
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This  seal'd-up  oracle,  by  the  hand  delivered 
Of  great*  Apollo's  priest ;  and  that,  since  then, 
You  have  not  dar'd  to  break  the  holy  seal, 
Nor  read  the  secrets  in't. 

Cko.  Dion.  All  this  we  swear. 

Leon.  Break  up  the  seals,  and  read. 

Offi.  [Reads.']  "  Hermione  is  chaste  %  Polixenes  blameless, 
Camillo  a  true  subject,  Leontes  a  jealous  tyrant,  his  innocent 
babe  truly  begotten  ;  and  the  king  shall  live  without  an  heir, 
if  that  which  is  lost  be  not  found '." 

Lords.  Now,  blessed  be  the  great  Apollo ! 

Ser.  Praised  I 

Leon.  Hast  thou  read  truth  ? 

Offi.  Ay,  my  lord ;  even  so 

As  it  is  here  set  down. 

Leon.  There  is  no  truth  at  all  i'  the  orade. 
The  sessions  shall  proceed :  this  is  mere  falsehood. 

Enter  a  Servant,  hastily. 

Serv.  My  lord  the  king,  the  king ! 

Leon.  What  is  the  business  P 

Sen?.  0  sir !  I  shall  be  hated  to  report  it : 
The  prince  your  son,  with  mere  conceit  and  fear 
Of  the  queen's  speed*,  is  gone. 

Leon.  How!  gone? 

Serv.  Is  dead. 

Leon.  Apollo's  angry,  and  the  heavens  themselves 
Do  strike  at  my  injustice.     [Hermione  faints.]  How  now 
there! 

Paul.  This  news  is  mortal  to  the  queen. — ^Look  down. 
And  see  what  death  is  doing. 

*  ''Hermione  is  chaste,]  **  Is  cast,**  says  the  folio,  1632;  but  it  is  altered 
to  "chaste''  by  the  old  corrector,  and  it  is  ** chaste"  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  in 
the  foUos  of  1664  and  1685. 

'  —  if  that  which  is  lost  be  not  found."]  This  oracle,  with  the  change  of 
names,  is  from  Greene's  "  Pandosto." — "  Snspition  is  no  proofe ;  jealoosie  is  an 
nnequall  judge;  Bellaria  is  chast;  Egistus  blamelesse;  IVvnion  a  true' subject; 
Pandosto  treacherous :  his  babe  an  innocent ;  the  king  shall  die  without  an  heire, 
if  that  which  is  lost  be  not  founde."  Shakespeare's  Library,  Part  i.  p.  21.  The 
editions  of  ''Pandosto"  subsequent  to  that  of  1 588,  read  "his  babe  innocent," 
and  "  the  king  shall  live  without  an  heire,"  &c  Therefore,  Shakespeare  emplojped 
one  of  the  later  impressions ;  probably  that  of  1609,  the  year  before  we  suppoee 
him  to  have  commenced  this  play. 

*  Of  the  queen's  spbbd,]  1. 1«  Of  how  the  qpneea  would  ^eed  in  llie  trfaL 
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Leon.  Take  her  hence : 

Her  heart  is  but  o'ercharg'd ;  she  will  recover. — 
I  have  too  much  belieVd  mine  own  suspicion ;— - 
Beseech  you,  tenderly  apply  to  her 
Some  remedies  for  life. — ^Apollo,  pardon 

\Exeuni  Paulina  and  Ladies,  with  Hebmione. 
My  great  pro&neness  'gainst  thine  orade  !— 
I'U  reconcile  me  to  Polixenes> 
New  woo  my  queen,  recall  the  good  Camillo, 
Whom  I  proclaim  a  man  of  truth,  of  mercy ; 
For,  being  transported  by  my  jealousies 
To  bloody  thoughts  and  to  revenge,  I  chose 
Camillo  for  the  minister,  to  poison 
My  friend  Polixenes :  which  had  been  done. 
But  that  the  good  mind  of  Camillo  tardied 
My  swift  command ;  though  I  with  death,  and  with 
Beward,  did  threaten  and  encourage  him. 
Not  doing  it,  and  being  done :  he,  most  humane, 
And  filled  with  honour,  to  my  kingly  guest 
XJnclasp'd  my  practice ;  quit  his  fortunes  here, 
Which  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hazard  * 
Of  all  incertainties  himself  commended. 
No  richer  than  his  honour. — ^How  he  glisters 
Thoroiigh  my  rust !  and  how  his  piety 
Does  my  deeds  make  the  blacker ! 

JRe-enter  Paulina. 

Paul  Woe  the  while ! 

0 !  cut  my  lace,  lest  my  heart,  cracking  it, 

Break  too. 

1  Lord,  What  fit  is  this,  good  lady  P 

Paul.  What  studied  torments,  tyrant,  hast  for  me  P 

What  wheels  P  racks  P  fires  P    What  flaying  P  boiling. 

In  leads,  or  oils  P  what  old,  or  newer  torture 

Must  I  receive,  whose  every  word  deserves 

To  taste  of  thy  most  worst  P    Thy  tyranny. 

Together  working  with  thy  jealousies, — 

Fancies  too  weak  for  boys,  too  green  and  idle 

*  Whidi  you  knew  great,  and  to  the  certain  hmiard]  This  line,  in  the  folio  of 
1S23,  is  deficient  two  syllables,  and  the  editor  of  the  folio  of  1632  supplied  them 
by  the  wotd  "  certain."  It  is  needed  as  far  as  metre  is  concerned,  and  as  it  is  not 
craaed  in  the  corr.  fo.  1S82,  we  may  be  pretty  sore  that  it  waa  fDrmerly  recited  on 
the  ati^,  and  ought  to  be  ind«ded  in  our  text. 
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For  girls  of  nine, — 0 1  think,  what  they  have  done, 

And  then  run  mad,  indeed ;  stark  mad,  for  all 

Thy  by-gone  fooleries  were  but  spices  of  it. 

That  thou  betray^dst  Polixenes,  'twas  nothing ; 

That  did  but  show  thee  of  a  fool ',  inconstant, 

And  damnable  ungrateful :  nor  was't  much. 

Thou  wouldst  have  poison'd  good  Camillo's  honour, 

To  have  him  kill  a  king ;  poor  trespasses. 

More  monstrous  standing  by !  whereof  I  reckon 

The  casting  forth  to  crows  thy  baby-daughter, 

To  be  or  none,  or  little ;  though  a  devil 

Would  have  shed  water  out  of  fire,  ere  don't : 

Nor  is't  directly  laid  to  thee,  the  death 

Of  the  young  prince,  whose  honourable  thoughts 

(Thoughts  high  for  one  so  tender)  cleft  the  heart 

That  could  conceive  a  gross  and  foolish  sire 

Blemish'd  his  gracious  dam :  this  is  not,  no. 

Laid  to  thy  answer :  but  the  last, — 0,  lords ! 

When  I  have  said,  cry,  woe ! — the  queen,  the  queen. 

The  sweet'st,  dear'st  creature's  dead ;  and  vengeance  for't 

Not  dropp'd  down  yet. 

1  Lord,  The  higher  powers  forbid ! 

Paul.  I  say,  she's  dead ;  I'll  swear't :  if  word,  nor  oath, 
Prevail  not,  go  and  see.     If  you  can  bring 
Tincture,  or  lustre,  in  her  lip,  her  eye. 
Heat  outwardly,  or  breath  within,  I'll  serve  you 
As  I  would  do  the  gods. — ^But,  0  thou  tyrant ! 
Do  not  repent  these  things,  for  they  are  heavier 
Than  all  thy  woes  can  stir ;  therefore,  betake  thee 
To  nothing  but  despair.     A  thousand  knees 
Ten  thousand  years  together,  naked,  fasting. 
Upon  a  barren  mountain,  and  still  winter, 
In  storm  perpetual,  could  not  move  the  gods 
To  look  that  way  thou  wert. 

Leon.  Gb  on,  go  on ; 

Thou  canst  not  speak  too  much :  I  have  deserv'd 
All  tongues  to  t^  their  bitterest. 

1  Lord.  Say  no  more  : 

'  That  did  bat  show  thee  of  a  fool,]  Theobald  would  read  «o«/  for  "  fbol ;"  and 
Warburton,  **  that  did  bat  show  thee  off  a  fooL''  No  change  seema  necessary ; 
bat  in  "Twelfth-Night,"  A.  v.  sc.  I,  p.  723,  we  have,  however,  seen  "soal "  mia- 
printed  fooly  and  sach  may  have  been  the  case  here.  As  a  mere  matter  of  taste 
we  might  prefer  "  soul,"  but  no  such  emendation  is  found  ia  the  oorr.  fo,  1632. 
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However  the  btLsmess  goes,  you  have  made  fault 
r  the  boldness  of  your  speech. 

Paul.  I  am  sorry  for't : 

All  jGftults  I  make,  when  I  shall  come  to  know  them, 
I  do  repent.     Alas !  I  have  showed  too  much 
The  rashness  of  a  woman.     He  is  touch'd 
To  the  noble  heart. — ^What's  gone,  and  what's  past  help, 
Should  be  past  grief:  do  not  receive  affliction 
At  repetition,  I  beseech  you  * ;  rather, 
Let  me  be  punish'd,  that  have  minded  you 
Of  what  you  should  forget.     Now,  good  my  liege, 
Sir,  royal  sir,  forgive  a  foolish  woman : 
The  love  I  bore  your  queen, — ^lo,  fool  again ! — 
m  speak  of  her  no  more,  nor  of  your  children ; 
I'll  not  remember  you  of  my  own  lord. 
Who  is  lost  too.     Take  your  patience  to  you. 
And  I'll  say  nothing. 

Leon,  Thou  didst  speak  but  well. 

When  most  the  truth,  which  I  receive  much  better. 
Than  to  be  pitied  of  thee.     Pr'ythee,  bring  me 
To  the  dead  bodies  of  my  queen,  and  son. 
One  grave  shall  be  for  both :  upon  them  shaU 
The  causes  of  their  death  appear,  imto 
Our  shame  perpetual.     Once  a  day  I'll  visit 
The  cliapel  where  they  lie ;  and  tears  shed  there 
Shall  be  my  recreation :  so  long  as  nature 
Will  bear  up  with  this  exercise,  so  long 
I  daily  vow  to  use  it, — Come,  and  lead  me 
To  these  sorrows.  iJExeunt. 

*  At  ESPBTinoN,  I  beseech  yoa ;]  Pamlina  sees  that  she  has  gone  too  fttr,  and 
has  mored  the  grieved  king  too  much.  She  repents,  therefore,  the  recapituUtion 
she  has  made,  in  her  speech  beginning  "  What  studied  torments,"  &c.  of  the  con- 
sequences of  his  jealousy,  and  says,  as  the  text  stands  in  the  corr.  fo.  1682, 

"  do  not  receive  affliction 

At  repetition^  I  beseech  you ;" 
vis.  at  the  repetition  of  the  misfortunes  Leontes  has  brought  upon  himself.  The 
«snal  reading,  that  of  all  the  folios,  has  been  **  at  my  petition ;"  but  it  is  a  decided 
corruption,  arising  from  the  word  *'  repetition  "  having  been  misheard  '*  my  pe- 
tition." Mr.  Singer's  unhappy  guess  of  **  at  my  relation "  shows  that  he  was 
aware  of  a  defect,  but  did  not  know  how  to  amend  it,  without  unwilling  resort  to 
the  change  introduced  by  the  old  annotator  upon  my  second  folio.  There  can  be 
no  doubt  that  '*  at  repetition  "  is  the  true  language  of  the  poet. 
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SCENE  ni. 

Bohemia.    A  Desert  Country  near  the  Sea. 

Enter  Antigonus,  tcith  the  Babe ' ;  and  a  Mariner. 

Ant.  Thou  art  perfect,  then,  our  ship  hath  touched  upon 
The  deserts  of  Bohemia  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  my  lord ;  and  fear 

We  have  landed  in  ill  time :  the  skies  look  grimly, 
And  threaten  present  blusters.     In  my  conscienoe, 
The  heavens  with  that  we  have  in  hand  are  angry, 
And  frown  upon  us. 

Ant.  Their  sacred  wiUs  be  done ! — Go,  get  aboard ; 
Look  to  thy  bark :  I'll  not  be  long  before 
I  call  upon  thee. 

Mar.  Make  your  best  haste,  and  go  not 
Too  far  i'  the  land ;  'tis  like  to  be  loud  weather : 
Besides,  this  place  is  famous  for  the  creatures 
Of  prey  that  keep  upon't. 

Ant.  Gto  thou  away : 

I'll  follow  instantly. 

Mar.  1  am  glad  at  heart 

To  be  so  rid  o'  the  business.  [JESwY. 

Ant.  Come,  poor  babe. — 

I  have  heard,  (but  not  believ*d)  the  spirits  o'  the  dead 
May  walk  again :  if  such  thing  be,  thy  mother 
Appeared  to  me  last  night,  for  ne'er  was  dream 
So  like  a  waking.     To  me  comes  a  creature. 
Sometimes  her  head  on  one  side,  some  another ; 
I  never  saw  a  vessel  of  like  sorrow. 
So  fill'd,  and  so  o'er-running* :  in  pure  white  robes, 

'  Enter  Antigonus,  with  the  Babe;]  It  is  called  **  Babe"  in  the  old  copies^ 
nor  can  we  see  any  ground  for  changing,  with  modem  editors,  "  babe  "  to  child, 
and  erery  ground  for  preserving  the  word  which,  we  may  reasonably  suppose,  Shake- 
speare wrote. 

*  So  iiird,  and  so  o'br-runnino  :]  The  text  has  hitherto  been  "  So  fill'di 
and  so  becoming:"  the  emendation,  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  appears  to  us  incon- 
trovertible. Hermione,  in  the  dream  of  Antigonus,  seemed  a  vessel  of  sorrow  not 
only  "  fill'd  **  but  *'  o'er-running  "  from  the  abundant  tears  she  shed.  How  the 
blunder  was  made  by  the  scribe,  or  by  the  old  printer,  cannot  now,  perhaps,  be 
explained,  but  that  becoming  is  a  blunder  for  o'er-running  cannot,  we  think,  be 
disputed ;  and  we  receive  the  change  as  a  welcome  restoration  of  the  poet's  original 
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lake  very  sanctity,  she  did  approach 

My  cabin  where  I  lay,  thrice  boVd  before  me, 

And,  gasping  to  begin  some  speech,  her  eyea 

Became  two  spouts :  the  fury  spent,  anon 

Did  this  break  from  her : — "  Good  Antigonus, 

"  Since  fate,  against  thy  better  disposition, 

*'  Hath  made  thy  person  for  the  thrower-out 

"  Of  my  poor  babe,  according  to  thine  oath, 

"  Places  remote  enough  are  in  Bohemia, 

**  There  wend,  and  leave  it  crying  * ;  and,  for  the  babe 

'^  Is  counted  lost  for  ever,  Perdita 

**  I  pr'ythee,  call't :  for  this  ungentle  business, 

"  Put  on  thee  by  my  lord,  thou  ne'er  shalt  see 

'*  Thy  wife  Paulina  more :" — and  so,  with  shrieks 

She  melted  into  air.     Affiighted  much, 

I  did  in  time  collect  myself,  and  thought 

This  was  so,  and  no  slumber.     Dreams  are  toys ; 

Yet  for  this  once,  yea,  superstitiously, 

I  will  be  squar'd  by  this.     I  do  believe, 

Hermione  hath  suffisr'd  death ;  and  that 

Apollo  would,  this  being  indeed  the  issue 

Of  king  Polixenes,  it  should  here  be  laid. 

Either  for  life  or  death,  upon  the  earth 

Of  its  right  father. — ^Blossom,  speed  thee  well ! 

{_Laping  down  the  Babe. 
There  lie ;  and  there  thy  character  * :  there  these, 

[^Laying  down  a  bundk. 
Which  may,  if  fortune  please,  both  breed  iJiee,  pretty. 
And  still  rest  thine. — The  storm  begins. — Poor  wretch ! 
That  for  thy  mother's  fault  art  thus  exposed  [^Thunder. 

Tcr  loss,  and  what  may  follow. — Weep  I  cannot, 
But  my  heart  bleeds,  and  most  accurs'd  am  I, 
To  be  by  oath  enjoin'd  to  this. — Farewell ! 
The  day  irowns  more  and  more  :  thou  art  like  to  have 

word  in  a  ritnatioii  where  it  was  iniidi  needed.  Ubtrfimitnd  is  tlie  German 
tanalation  in  Dm  Winiermdkrekem. 

'  "  There  wbnd,  and  leave  it  crying ;]  Here,  again,  we  are  greatly  indebted 
tD  the  oorr.  fb.  1632 :  for  **  wend/'  i.  e,  go,  the  old  copies  have  "  weep ;"  bat  the 
spirit  of  Hermione  did  not  tell  Antigonas  to  vfttp,  but  to  "  wend  "  to  Bohemia, 
and  there  leave  the  infant  crying.  The  word  "crying''  probably  misled  the 
eompositor,  and  he  fancied  that  **  wend  "  was  wttp,  and  so  printed.  Dort  tetmdtt 
Am  is  the  rendering  in  German. 

•  —  thy  CH AmACTiE :]  t.  e.  Thy  detcriptUmt  with  the  name,  '<  Perdita,"  as 
preMvibed  in  the  dream  of  Antigonns. 
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A  lullaby  too  rough '.     I  never  saw 

The  heavens  so  dim  by  day.     A  savage  clamour  P — 

Well  may  I  get  aboard ! — ^This  is  the  chase ; 

I  am  gone  for  ever.  [  JSwY,  purstied  by  a  bear  *. 

JEnter  an  old  Shepherd^. 

SJu^.  I  would  there  were  no  age  between  ten  and  three- 
and-twenty,  or  that  youth  would  sleep  out  the  rest ;  for  there 
is  nothing  in  the  between  but  getting  wenches  with  child, 
wronging  the  ancientry,  stealing,  fighting. — ^Hark  you  now ! 
— ^Would  any  but  these  boiled-brains  of  nineteen  and  two- 
and-twenty  hunt  this  weather  P  They  have  scared  away  two 
of  my  best  sheep ;  which,  I  fear,  the  wolf  will  sooner  find, 
than  the  master :  if  any  where  I  have  them,  'tis  by  the  sea- 
side, browzing  of  ivy.  Good  luck,  an't  be  thy  will !  what 
have  we  here?  [^Taking  up  the  Babe.']  Mercy  on's,  a  bam; 
a  very  pretty  bam !  A  boy,  or  a  child,  I  wonder  P  A  pretty 
one ;  a  very  pretty  one.  Sure  some  scape :  though  I  am  not 
bookish,  yet  I  can  read  waiting-gentlewoman  in  the  scape. 
This  has  been  some  stair- work,  some  trunk- work,  some  behind- 
door-work :  they  were  wanner  that  got  this,  than  the  poor 
thing  is  here.  I'll  take  it  up  for  pity ;  yet  I'll  tarry  till  my 
son  come :  he  halloed  but  even  now. — Whoa,  ho,  hoa ! 

Enter  Clown, 

Clo.  Hilloa,  loa ! 

Shep.  What !  art  so  near  P  If  thou'lt  see  a  thing  to  talk 
on  when  thou  art  dead  and  rotten,  come  hither.  What  aU'st 
thou,  man  P 

Clo.  I  have  seen  two  such  sights,  by  sea,  and  by  land ! — 
but  I  am  not  to  say  it  is  a  sea,  for  it  is  now  the  sky :  betwixt 
the  firmament  and  it  you  cannot  thrust  a  bodkin's  point. 

8hep.  Why,  boy,  how  is  it  P 

^  A  LULLABY  too  rough.]  So,  in  *'  Pandosto :"  '*  Shalt  thou  have  the  whistling 
windes  for  thy  lullaMe,  and  the  salt  sea  fome  instede  of  sweete  milke  ?"  Shake- 
speare's Library,  Part  i.  p.  18.  These  beautiful  verbal  resemblances  show,  that 
Shakespeare  wrote,  not  merely  with  Greene's  novel  in  his  memory,  but  directly 
under  his  eye. 

'  Exit,  pursued  by  a  bear.]  This  is  the  only  printed  stage-direction  in  the  old 
copies ;  but  the  others,  relating  to  the  exposure  of  the  child,  the  storm,  &c.  seem 
proper,  though  not  absolutely  necessary  to  the  intelligibility  of  the  text. 

'  Enter  an  old  Shepherd.]  It  is  worth  noting  that  '*  Crooke  "  is  written  in  tho 
DArgin  of  the  corr.  fb.  1632,  to  indicate  that  the  Shepherd  was  to  be  furnished 
with  that  appropriate  property. 
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Cio,  I  would,  you  did  but  see  how  it  chafes,  how  it  rages, 
how  it  takes  up  the  shore !  but  that's  not  to  the  point.  O, 
the  most  piteous  cry  of  the  poor  souls  I  sometimes  to  see  'em, 
and  not  to  see  'em :  now  the  ship  boring  the  moon  with  her 
mainmast ;  and  anon  swallowed  with  yest  and  froth,  as  you'd 
thrust  a  cork  into  a  hogshead.  And  then  for  the  land  service : 
— ^to  see  how  the  bear  tore  out  his  shoulder  bone;  how  he 
cried  to  me  for  help,  and  said,  his  name  was  Antigonus,  a 
nobleman. — ^But  to  make  an  end  of  the  ship : — to  see  how 
the  sea  flap-dragoned  it ' ; — ^but,  first,  how  the  poor  souls 
roared,  and  the  sea  mocked  them ; — and  how  the  poor  gen- 
tleman roared,  and  the  bear  mocked  him,  both  roaring  louder 
than  the  sea,  or  weather. 

Shep.  Name  of  mercy !  when  was  this,  boy  P 

Clo.  Now,  now ;  I  have  not  winked  since  I  saw  these  sights : 
the  men  are  not  yet  cold  under  water,  nor  the  bear  half  dined 
on  the  gentleman  :  he's  at  it  now. 

Shep.  Would  I  had  been  by,  to  have  helped  the  old  man ! 

Ch.  I  would  you  had  been  by  the  ship's  side,  to  have  helped 
her :  there  your  charity  would  have  lacked  footing. 

Shep.  Heavy  matters  !  heavy  matters  I  but  look  thee  here, 
boy.  Now  bless  thyself:  thou  met'st  with  things  dying,  I 
with  things  new  bom.  Here's  a  sight  for  thee :  look  thee,  a 
bearing-cloth  for  a  squire's  child !  Look  thee  here :  take  up, 
take  up,  boy ;  open't.  So,  let's  see.  It  was  told  me,  I  should 
be  rich  by  the  fairies :  this  is  some  changeling ". — Open't : 
what's  within,  boy  P 

Clo.  You're  a  made  old  man* :  if  the  sins  of  your  youth  are 
forgiven  you,  you're  well  to  live.     Gold !  all  gold  I 

Shep.  This  is  fairy  gold,  boy,  and  'twill  prove  so :  up  with 
it,  keep  it  close ;  home,  home,  the  next  way.  We  are  lucky, 
boy ;  and  to  be  so  still  requires  nothing  but  secrecy. — ^Let  my 
sheep  go. — Come,  good  boy,  the  next  way  home. 


>  —  to  see  how  the  sea  flap-dbaoonid  it  ;]  The  meaning  is,  that  the  sea 
iwallowed  the  ship  as  drinkers  swallowed  flap-dragons ;  which  were  almonds,  or 
other  inflammable  substances  on  fire,  set  afloat,  and  gulped  down  while  blazing. 

*  —  this  is  some  changeling.]  Some  child  changed  by  the  foiries.  "  Change- 
ling "  was  often  nsed  synonymously  with  idiot,  because  the  fairies  were  supposed 
to  leave  idiots  instead  of  the  children  they  took  away. 

*  You're  a  made  old  man  :]  The  old  folios  read  **  mad  **  for  tnade,  but  Lord 
EUesmere's  copy  is  corrected  in  the  margin.  With  reference  to  the  word  *'  made," 
is  it  not  just  possible,  as  we  urged  long  since,  that  when  Biron,  in  the  old  copies, 
cdls  Boyet  a  **mad  man,"  it  ought  to  be  (as  here)  '*  made  man,''  i.  e.  mantifaC' 
iwrid  or  artificially  made  up  man  ?  see  "  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  v.  sc  2,  p.  162. 
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Clo.  Go  you  the  next  way  with  your  findings :  I'll  go  see 
if  the  bear  be  gone  from  the  gentleman,  and  how  much  he 
hath  eaten :  they  are  never  curst,  but  when  they  are  hungry. 
If  there  be  any  of  him  left,  I'll  bury  it. 

Shep.  That's  a  good  deed.  K  thou  may'st  discern  by  that 
which  is  left  of  him,  what  he  is,  fetch  me  to  the  sight  of  him. 

Clo.  Marry,  will  I ;  and  you  shall  help  to  put  him  i'  the 
ground. 

Shep.  'Tis  a  lucky  day,  boy,  and  we'll  do  good  deeds  on't. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 

Enter  Time,  the  Chorus. 

Time.  I,  that  please  some,  try  all ;  both  joy,  and  terror. 
Of  good  and  bad ;  that  make,  and  unfold  error. 
Now  take  upon  me,  in  the  name  of  Time, 
To  use  my  wings.     Impute  it  not  a  crime 
To  me,  or  my  swift  passage,  that  I  slide 
O'er  sixteen  years/,  and  leave  the  growth  imtried 
Of  that  wide  gap ;  since  it  is  in  my  power 
To  o'erthrow  law,  and  in  one  self-bom  hour 
To  plant  and  o'erwhelm  custom.    Let  me  pass 
The  same  I  am,  ere  ancient'st  order  was, 
Or  what  is  now  received :  I  witness  to 
The  times  that  brought  them  in ;  so  shall  I  do 
To  the  fireahest  things  now  reigning,  and  make  stale 
The  glistering  of  this  present,  as  my  tale 
Now  seems  to  it.     Your  patience  this  allowing, 
I  turn  my  glass,  and  give  my  scene  such  growing. 
As  you  had  slept  between.     Leontes  leaving 
Th'  effects  of  his  fond  jealousies,  so  grieving 
That  he  shuts  up  himself,  imag^e  me, 
Gentle  spectators,  that  I  now  may  be 
In  fair  Bohemia  ;  and  remember  well, 
I  mention'd  a  son  o'  the  king's,  which  Florizel 


that  I  slide 


OW  sixteen  yean  J  In  Greene's  *'  Pandosto/'  the  supposed  intemJ  is  the 
same :  "  In  so  much  that  when  she  came  to  the  age  of  sixteene  yeares,''  &e. 
Shakespeare's  library,  Part  i.  p.  2S. 
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I  now  name  to  you ;  and  with  speed  so  paoe 

To  speak  of  Perdita,  now  grown  in  grace 

Equal  widi  wondering.     What  of  her  ensues, 

I  list  not  prophesy  ;  but  let  Time's  news 

Be  known,  wh^i  'tis  brought  forth  : — a  shepherd's  daughter. 

And  what  to  her  adheres,  which  follows  after. 

Is  th*  argument  of  Time.     Of  this  allow. 

If  ever  you  have  spent  time  worse  ere  now : 

If  never,  yet  that  Time  himself  doth  say, 

He  wishes  earnestly  you  never  may.  [-Ew^. 

SCENE  I. 

The  Same.    A  Room  in  the  Palace  of  Polixenes. 
Enter  Polixenes  and  Camillo, 

Pol.  I  pray  thee,  good  Camillo,  be  no  more  importunate : 
'tis  a  sickness  denying  thee  any  thing,  a  death  to  grant  this. 

Cam,  It  is  fifteen  years,  since  I  saw  my  country :  though  I 
have,  for  the  most  part,  been  aired  abroad,  I  desire  to  lay  my 
bones  there.  Besides,  the  penitent  king,  my  master,  hath 
sent  for  me  ;  to  whose  feeling  sorrows  I  might  be  some  allay, 
or  I  o'erween  to  think  so,  which  is  another  spur  to  my 
departure. 

PoL  As  thou  lovest  me,  Camillo,  wipe  not  out  the  rest  of 
thy  services  by  leaving  me  now.  The  need  I  have  of  thee, 
thine  own  goodness  hath  made  :  better  not  to  have  had  thee, 
than  thus  to  want  thee.  Thou,  having  made  me  businesses, 
which  none  without  thee  can  sufficientiy  manage,  must  either 
stay  to  execute  them  thyself,  or  take  away  with  thee  the  very 
services  thou  hast  done ;  which  if  I  have  not  enough  considered, 
(as  too  much  I  cannot)  to  be  more  thankful  to  thee  shall  be 
my  study,  and  my  profit  therein,  the  heaping  friendships.  Of 
that  fatal  country,  Sicilia,  pr'ythee,  speak  no  more,  whose 
very  naming  punishes  me  with  the  remembrance  of  that 
penitent,  as  thou  call'st  him,  and  reconciled  king,  my  brother ; 
whose  loss  of  his  most  precious  queen,  and  children,  are  even 
now  to  be  afresh  lamented.  Say  to  me,  when  saw'st  thou  the 
prince  Florizel,  my  son  P  Kings  are  no  less  imhappy,  their 
issue  not  being  gracious,  than  they  are  in  losing  them,  when 
ihey  have  approved  their  virtues. 

Cam.  Sir,  it  is  three  days,  since  I  saw  the  prince.    What 
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his  happier  affairs  may  be,  are  to  me  unknown ;  but  I  have 
musingly  noted  *,  he  is  of  late  much  retired  firom  courti  and 
is  less  frequent  to  his  princely  exercises  than  formerly  he 
hath  appeared. 

Pol.  I  have  considered  so  much,  Camillo,  and  with  some 
care ;  so  far,  that  I  have  eyes  under  my  service,  which  look 
upon  his  removedness  :  from  whom  I  have  this  intelligence  ; 
that  he  is  seldom  from  the  house  of  a  most  homely  shepherd ; 
a  man,  they  say,  that  from  very  nothing,  and  beyond  the 
imagination  of  his  neighbours,  is  grown  into  an  imspeakable 
estate. 

Cam,  I  have  heard,  sir,  of  such  a  man,  who  hath  a  daughter 
of  most  rare  note  :  the  report  of  her  is  extended  more,  than 
can  be  thought  to  begin  from  such  a  cottage. 

PoL  That's  likewise  part  of  my  intelligence,  but,  I  fear, 
the  angle  that  plucks  our  son  thither.  Thou  shalt  accompany 
us  to  the  place,  where  we  will,  not  appearing  what  we  are, 
Tiave  some  question  with  the  shepherd ;  from  whose  simplicity, 
I  think  it  not  imeasy  to  get  the  cause  of  my  son's  resort 
thither.  Pr'ythee,  be  my  present  partner  in  this  business, 
and  lay  aside  the  thoughts  of  Sicilia. 

Cam,  I  willingly  obey  your  command. 

PoL  My  best  Camillo  !     We  must  disguise  ourselves. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  II. 

The  Same.     A  Road  near  the  Shepherd's  Cottage. 

Enter  Autolycus,  singing. 

WJien  daffodils  begin  to  peer, — 

Withy  heigh  !  the  doxy  over  the  dale, — 
Why,  then  cotnes  in  the  sweet  o'  the  year ; 

For  the  red  blood  reigns  in  the  winter* s  pak. 

The  white  sheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge, — 

Withy  heigh  !  the  street  birds,  0,  how  they  sing  f — 

Doth  set  my  pugging  tooth  on  edge  *  ; 
For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  dish  for  a  king, 

*  ."".  ^  ^^®  MUSINGLY  noted,]  i.  e.  Thoughtfully  noted.  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632, 
and  it  is  evidently  right :  the  old  text  has  been  mistingly^  a  mere  error  of  the 
press ;  and  it  is  to  be  observed  that  Su-  T.  Hanmer  printed  **  musingly." 

•  Doth  set  my  pugoino  tooth  on  edge ;]     It  is  very  likely  that  "  pugging"  is 
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The  lark,  that  tirra-lirra  chants^ — 

With  heigh  !  mth  heigh  !  the  thrush  and  the  jay'', 
Are  summer  songs  for  me  and  my  aunts  *, 

Whik  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

I  liave  served  prince  Florizel,  and,  in  my  time,  wore  three- 
pile  • ;  but  now  I  am  out  of  service  : 

But  shall  I  go  mourn  for  that,  my  dear? 

The  pale  moon  shines  by  night ; 
And  when  I  wander  here  and  there^ 

I  then  do  most  go  right. 

If  tinkers  may  have  leave  to  live, 

And  bear  the  sow-skin  budget, 
Then  my  account  I  well  may  give. 

And  in  the  stocks  avouch  it '. 

My  traffic  is  sheets;  when  the  kite  builds,  look  to  lesser 
linen.  My  father  named  me,  Autolycus ;  who,  being,  as  I 
am,  littered  under  Mercury,  was  likewise  a  snapper-up  of 
unconsidered  trifles.  With  die  and  drab  I  purchased  this 
caparison,  and  my  revenue  is  the  silly  cheat.  Gallows  and 
knock  are  too  powerful  on  the  highway :  beating  and  hanging 
are  terrors  to  me " :  for  the  life  to  come,  I  sleep  out  the  thought 
of  it. — ^A  prize !  a  prize ! 

mitprinted  for  priggin§  or  thienng.  The  Clown  afterwards  uses  the  word  "  prig  ** 
for  a  thief.  However,  **  a  puggard  "  was  a  well  known  kind  of  cheat,  and  hence 
Aotolycna  may  have  obtained  his  participle.  We  leave  it  therefore  *'  pugging/' 
although  it  is  amended  to  prigging  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

'  With  heigh !  with  heigh  !  the  thrush  and  the  jay,]  The  first  folio  has 
only  "  with  heigh ! "  the  repetition,  necessary  for  the  metre  and  tune,  is  from  the 
second  folio. 

*  —  for  me  and  my  aunts,]  "  Aunt  **  was  most  commonly  used  for  a  bawd 
or  procuress,  but  sometimes  for  a  prostitute.  See  Dyce's  Middleton,  i.  441, 
iii.  16,  &C.     Richardson  has  no  such  sense  of  the  word  "  Aunt." 

*  — and,  in  my  time,  wore  three -pile;]  i.e.  Three-pile  velvet, — velvet  of 
the  richest  description.  We  have  had  velvet  of  two  pile  and  a  half  mentioned  in 
*' All's  Well  that  Ends  Well,"  A.  iv.  sc.  5,  p.  613. 

*  And  in  the  stocks  avouch  it.]  It  will  require  no  proof  that  these  three 
distinct  fragments,  sung  by  Autulycus,  could  not  go  to  the  same  tune ;  and  the  old 
corrector  of  the  fo.  1 632  marks  the  fact  in  his  margin,  that  the  first  three  stanzas 
were  sung  to  one  tune,  the  fourth  to  another  tune,  and  the  fifth  to  a  third  tune.  We 
are,  nevertheless,  still  no  nearer  the  tunes  themselves.  Much  information  on  the 
subject  may  be  obtained  from  the  2nd  edit,  of  Chappell's  "  National  English  Airs," 
a  considerable  portion  of  which  is  devoted  to  the  music  of  the  scraps  of  baUads» 
and  of  the  songs  in  Shakespeare. 

*  —  beating,  and  hanging,  are  terrors  to  me :]  He  should  rather  have  said, 
"hanging  and  beating,"  in  order  to  correspond  with  "gallows  and  knock." 

VOL.  III.  r 
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Eyiter  Chwn. 

Clo.  Let  me  see : — ^Every  'leven  wether  tods  * ;  every  tod 
yields — pound  and  odd  shilling :  fifteen  hundred  shorn,  what 
comes  the  wool  to  P 

Aut,  [Aside,']  If  the  springe  hold,  the  cock's  mine. 

Clo.  I  cannot  do't  without  coimters. — Let  me  see ;  what 
am  I  to  buy  for  our  sheep-shearing  feast  P  "  Three  pound  of 
sugar ;  five  pound  of  currants ;  rice  " — What  will  this  sister 
of  mine  do  with  rice  ?  But  my  father  hath  made  her  mistress 
of  the  feast,  and  she  lays  it  on.  She  hath  made  me  four-and- 
twenty  nosegays  for  the  shearers ;  three-man  song-men  all  *, 
and  very  good  ones,  but  they  are  most  of  them  means  and 
bases  :  but  one  Puritan  amongst  them,  and  he  sings  psalms  to 
hornpipes.  I  must  have  saffron,  to  colour  the  warden  pies ; 
mace, — dates, — ^none;  that's  out  of  my  note:  "nutmegs, 
seven :  a  race  or  two  of  ginger  ;"  but  that  I  may  beg : — 
"  four  pound  of  pruens,  and  as  many  of  raisins  o'  the  s\m." 

Aut.  0,  that  ever  I  was  bom !      [CrroveUing  on  the  ground. 

Clo.  V  the  name  of  me ! — 

Aut.  0,  help  me,  help  me !  pluck  but  ofi*  these  rags,  and 
then,  death,  death ! 

Clo.  Alack,  poor  soul !  thou  hast  need  of  more  rags  to  lay 
on  thee,  rather  than  have  these  off*. 

Aut.  0,  sir !  the  loathsomeness  of  thpm  offends  me  more 
than  the  stripes  I  have  received,  which  are  mighty  ones,  and 
millions. 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  man  !  a  million  of  beating  may  come  to  a 
great  matter. 

Aut.  I  am  robbed,  sir,  and  beaten  ;  my  money  and  apparel 
ta'en  firom  me,  and  these  detestable  things  put  upon  me. 

Clo.  What,  by  a  horse-man,  or  a  foot-man  ? 

Aut.  A  foot-man,  sweet  sir,  a  foot-man. 

Clo.  Indeed,  he  should  be  a  foot-man,  by  the  garments  he 
hath  left  with  thee :  if  this  be  a  horse-man's  coat,  it  hath 
seen  very  hot  service.  Lend  me  thy  hand,  I'll  help  thee  : 
come  ;  lend  me  thy  hand.  [Helping  him  up. 

Aut.  0 !  good  sir,  tenderly,  0 1 

Clo.  Alas,  poor  soul  I 

»  —  tods ;]     A  tod,  according  to  Percy,  is  twenty^ight  pounds  of  wooL 

*  —  three-man  song-men  all,]    i.  e.    Singers  of  songs  in  three  parts,  or  for 

three  men ;  but  the  Clown  complains  that  there  are  too  few  treble  Toices  among 

them,  most  bebg  '*  means  and  bases." 
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AuL  0,  good  air !  softly,  good  sir.  I  fear,  sir,  my  shoulder- 
Uade  is  out. 

Clo.  How  now  P  canst  stand  P 

Aut.  Softly,  dear  sir:  [^Cuts  his  purse*.']  good  sir,  softly. 
You  ha'  done  me  a  charitable  office. 

Clo.  Dost  lack  any  money  P  I  have  a  little  money  for 
thee. 

Aut.  No,  good,  sweet  sir  :  no,  I  beseech  you,  sir.  I  have 
a  kinsman  not  past  three  qi£arters  of  a  mile  hence,  imto  whom 
I  was  going:  I  shall  there  have  money,  or  any  thing  I 
want.  Ofer  me  no  money,  I  pray  you :  that  kills  my 
heart. 

Clo.  What  manner  of  fellow  was  he  that  robbed  you  P 

Aut.  A  fellow,  sir,  that  I  have  known  to  go  about  with 
trol-my-damcQ '.  I  knew  him  once  a  servant  of  the  prince: 
I  cannot  tell,  good  sir,  for  which  of  his  virtues  it  was,  but  he 
was  certainly  whipped  out  of  the  court. 

Clo.  His  vices,  you  would  say  :  there's  no  virtue  whipped 
out  of  the  court :  they  cherish  it  to  make  it  stay  there,  and 
yet  it  will  no  more,  not  abide '. 

Aut.  Vices  I  would  say,  sir.  I  know  this  man  well :  he 
hath  been  since   an  ape-bearer ;    then  a    process-server,   a 

*  Cata  his  pone.]  Such  is  the  stage-direction  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  in  other 
words,  picks  his  pocket,  which  is  the  modern  phrase  to  which  it  has  ordinarily 
heen  altered.     We  preserve  the  ok)  form. 

*  —  TROL-MY-DAMKS :]  An  old  French  game,  called  'irou-madame,  from  the 
bole  into  which  the  ball  was  to  be  driven.  It  seems  to  have  been  very  similar  to 
what  we  now  call  bagatelle.  In  English,  says  Steevens,  the  game  was  also  of  old 
called  pidffeoH'hoiett  when  the  ball  had  to  pass  through  the  arches  of  a  wooden 
bridge  placed  across  the  board. 

7  —  and  yet  it  will  no  more,  not  abide.]  The  text  derived  from  the  old  im- 
presBons  has  always  been,  "and  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide,"  and  the  in- 
terpretation  has  universally  been,  **  it  will  do  no  more  than  remain  for  a  time ;'' 
"  ODly  sojourn  or  dwell  for  a  time "  are  the  words  of  the  last  editor.  Never- 
theless, this  interpretation  is  clearly  wrong,  for  where  can  it  be  shown  that  to 
"abide"  means  only  to  remain  for  a  time?  On  the  contrary,  it  means  most 
emphatically  to  continue  permanently :  Johnson  says  to  *'  abide  "  b  *'  to  dwell  in 
a  place,  not  remove,  to  stay,  to  remain,  to  be  immoveable ;"  and  Richardson  tells 
us  the  same.  Can  the  old  text  then  be  right,  and  have  not  all  been  in  error  in 
assigning  to  **  yet  it  will  no  more  but  abide  "  the  sense  that  virtue  will  remain  at 
court  only  for  a  time  ?  Certainly ;  yet  what  must  have  been  the  language  of 
Shakespeare  is  restored  in  a  moment  by  a  very  slight  change,  the  converse  of  that 
m  "  Love*s  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  v.  sc.  2,  p.  174,  where  •'  but "  has  been,  time  out 
of  mind,  misprinted  not:  in  the  passage  before  us  *<not"  has  been  misprinted 
M;  and  instead  of  saying  that  virtue  wiU  '*but  abide,"  we  ought  to  say  '*noi 
abide,"  and  print  the  text  as  we  have  given  it  above,  *'  and  yet  it  will  no  more,  not 
abkle,"  meaning  that  however  virtue  may  be  cherished  at  court,  it  will  not  any  the 
more  stay,  or  "  abide  "  there. 

f2 
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baili£f;  then  he  compassed  a  motion  of  the  prodigal  son', 
and  married  a  tinker's  wife  within  a  mile  where  my  land  and 
living  lies ;  and,  having  flown  over  many  knavish  professions, 
he  settled  only  in  rogue  :  some  call  him  Autolycns. 

Clo,  Out  upon  him !  Prig,  for  my  life,  prig* :  he  haunts 
wakes,  fairs,  and  bear-baitings. 

Ant,  Very  true,  sir ;  he,  sir,  he :  that's  the  rogue,  that  put 
me  into  this  apparel. 

Clo,  Not  a  more  cowardly  rogue  in  all  Bohemia :  if  you 
had  but  looked  big,  and  spit  at  him,  he'd  have  run. 

Aut.  I  must  confess  to  you,  sir,  I  am  no  fighter :  I  am  false 
of  heart  that  way,  and  that  he  knew,  I  warrant  him. 

Clo.  How  do  you  now  P 

Aut  Sweet  sir,  much  better  than  I  was :  I  can  stand,  and 
walk.  I  will  even  take  my  leave  of  you,  and  pace  softly 
towards  my  kinsman's. 

Clo,  Shall  I  bring  thee  on  the  way  P 

Aut,  No,  good-faced  sir ;  no,  sweet  sir. 

Clo,  Then  fare  thee  welL  I  must  go  buy  spices  for  our 
sheep-shearing. 

Aut,  Prosper  you,  sweet  sir ! — [Eitit  (7/Iwrti.]  Your  purse 
is  not  hot  enough  to  purchase  your  spice.  I'll  be  with  you 
at  your  sheep-shearing  too.  If  I  make  not  this  cheat  bring 
out  another,  and  the  shearers  prove  sheep,  let  me  be  enrolled  *, 
and  my  name  put  in  the  book  of  virtue  ! 

Jog  on^jog  on,  the  foot-path  icay ", 

And  merrily  hent  the  8tile-a  * ; 
A  merry  heart  goes  all  the  day, 

Tour  sad  tires  in  a  mile-a,  [^Exit, 

'  —  a  MOTION  of  the  prodigal  son,]  A  '*  motion  "  was  technical  for  a  pnp}>et- 
■how,  of  which  the  history  of  the  prodigal  son  was  here  the  subject. 

*  Prig,  for  my  life,  prig .]  Very  old  authorities  may  be  cited  to  show  that  a 
**  prig  "  was  the  cant  name  for  a  thief,  and  that  **  prigging  "  was  thieving.  See  a 
previous  note,  p.  64. 

*  —  let  me  be  bn rolled.]  It  is  vnrolled  in  the  old  copies,  but  what  Autolycns 
means  is  that,  if  he  did  not  perform  these  cheating  exploits,  he  should  deserve 
to  have  his  name  **  enrolled  "  in  the  book  of  virtue  as  an  incapable  thief,  and  con- 
sequently excluded  from  "  the  fraternity  of  vagabonds."  "  Enrolled  **  is  from  the 
corr.  fo.  16:i2. 

*  Jog  on,  jog  on,  Ac]  These  lines.  Reed  observes,  are  part  of  a  catch  printed 
in  *•  An  Antidote  against  Melancholy,  made  up  in  Pills,  compounded  of  witty  Bal- 
lads, Jovial  Songs,  and  merry  Catches,"  16*61,  4to,  p.  69.  "  A  merry  heart  lives 
long-a"  is  a  quotation  by  Mrs.  Merrythought,  in  **The  Knight  of  the  Burning 
Pestle:"  see  Dyce's  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Vol.  ii.  p.  1 48. 

»  And  merrily  hknt  the  stilea :]  To  *•  hent "  is  to  take,  but  properly  to  take 
with  the  hand :  the  word  occurs  in  **  Measure  for  Measure/'  A.  iv.  sc.  6. 
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SCENE  III*. 

The  Same.     A  Shepherd's  Cottage. 

JEnter  Florizel  and  Perdita. 

Flo.  These,  your  unusual  weeds,  to  each  part  of  you 
Do  give  a  life  :  no  shepherdess,  but  Flora 
Peering  in  April's  front*.     This,  your  sheep-shearing, 
Is  as  a  meeting  of  the  petty  gods. 
And  you  the  queen  on't. 

-P^-  Sure,  my  gracious  lord  *, 

To  chide  at  your  extremes  it  not  becomes  me  ; 
0 !  pardon,  that  I  name  them  :  your  high  self, 
The  gracious  mark  o'  the  land,  you  have  obscur'd 
With  a  swain's  wearing,  and  me,  poor  lowly  maid. 
Most  goddess-like  prank'd  up.     But  that  our  feasts 
In  every  mess  have  foUy,  and  the  feeders 
Digest  it '  with  a  custom,  I  should  blush 
To  see  you  so  attired,  so  worn,  I  think  •, 
To  show  myself  a  glass. 

Flo.  I  bless  the  time. 

When  my  good  falcon  made  her  flight  across 
Thy  father's  groimd. 

Per.  Now,  Jove  afford  you  cause ! 

*  Scene  III.]  This  is  Scena  Quarta  in  the  old  copies,  and  the  two  preTious 
scenes  have  been  called  tecunda  and  ieriia,  the  address  of  Time  being  considered 
by  the  editor  of  the  first  folio  as  a  scene. 

*  no  shepherdess,  but  Flora 

Peering  in  April's  front.]  So  in  **  Pandosto :" — ''  Which  attire  became  her  so 
gallantly,  as  shee  seemed  to  be  the  goddesse  Flora  her  selfe  for  b^iuty."  Shake- 
speare's Library,  Part  i.  p.  29. 

*  Sure,  my  gracious  lord,]  We  have  here  a  repetition  of  the  blander  pointed 
out  on  p.  27  of  this  play,  where  rtV  is  misprinted  for  '*  sure."  The  emendation  is 
from  the  corr.  fo.  1632 ;  and  instead  of  Herrt  it  is  TVaun  in  the  German  edition. 

'  Digest  it]     The  necessary  word  it  was  inserted  in  the  second  folio. 

'  —  so  WORN,  I  think,]  In  the  old  copies  it  is  *'  ttrom,  I  think,"  but  in- 
disputably a  misprint  for  so  worn,  which  is  the  emendation  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
Such  too  was  the  suggestion  of  Jackson  in  his  **  Shakespeare  Restored."  Perdita 
tdls  Florizel  that  he  is  disguised  as  a  shepherd,  while  she  is  pranked  up  like  a 
goddess,  and  that  his  humble  attire  is  worn,  as  it  were,  to  show  her  in  a  glass  how 
limply  she  ought  to  be  dressed.  We  did  not  expect  to  see  Sir  T.  Hanmer's  twoon 
rerived  in  our  day,  as  if  Perdita  meant  to  say  Uiat  she  should  be  ready  to  faint  at 
the  sight :  neither  was  it  then  at  all  usual  to  spell  itwoon  as  we  now  spell  it,  bat 
ntinmd  and  taund:  these  words  coold  hardly  be  misprinted  iwom. 
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To  me  the  diflference  forges  dread,  your  greatness 
Hath  not  been  ns'd  to  fear.     Even  now  I  tremble 
To  think,  your  father,  by  some  accident. 
Should  pass  this  way,  as  you  did.     0,  the  fates ! 
How  would  he  look,  to  see  his  work,  so  noble. 
Vilely  boimd  up  P     What  would  he  say  P     Or  how 
Should  I,  in  these  my  borrowed  flaunts,  behold 
The  stenmess  of  his  presence  P 

Flo.  Apprehend 

Nothing  but  jollity.     The  gods  themselves, 
Himibling  their  deities  to  love,  have  taken 
The  shapes  of  beasts  upon  them  :  Jupiter 
Became  a  bull,  and  bellow'd ;  the  green  Neptune 
A  ram,  and  bleated ;  and  the  fire-rob'd  god. 
Golden  Apollo,  a  poor  himible  swain, 
As  I  seem  now.     Their  transformations 
Were  never  for  a  piece  of  beauty  rarer, 
Nor  in  a  way  so  chaste ;  since  my  desires 
Kim  not  before  mine  honour,  nor  my  lusts 
Bum  hotter  than  my  faith. 

Per,  0  !  but,  sir, 

Your  resolution  cannot  hold,  when  'tis 
Oppos'd,  as  it  must  be,  by  the  power  of  the  king. 
One  of  these  two  must  be  necessities. 

Which  then  will  speak — ^that  you  must  change  this  purpose, 
Or  I  my  life. 

Flo.  Thou  dearest  Perdita, 

With  these  forced  thoughts,  I  pr'ythee,  darken  not 
The  mirth  o'  the  feast :  or  I'll  be  thine,  my  fair, 
Or  not  my  father's ;  for  I  cannot  be 
Mine  own,  or  any  thing  to  any,  if 
I  be  not  thine :  to  this  I  am  most  constant. 
Though  destiny  say,  no.     Be  merry,  girl  • ; 
Strangle  such  thoughts  as  these  with  any  thing 
That  you  behold  the  while.     Your  guests  are  coming  : 
Lift  up  your  countenance,  as  it  were  the  day 
Of  celebration  of  that  nuptial,  which 
We  two  have  sworn  shall  come. 

Per.  0  lady  fortime. 

Stand  you  auspicious ! 

*  Be  meny,  oirl ;]  So  the  coir.  fo.  1632,  for  "  Be  merry,  gentle;"  an  epithet 
that  cannot,  and  never  did,  stand  alone  in  this  way,  without  being  followed  by 
*'  maid,"  "  lady/'  &c.    The  emendation  is  adopted  in  German,  Madehen. 


SCENE   m.]  THE  WINTER'S  TALE.  71 

Enter  Shepherd,   with  Polixenes  and  Camillo,   disguised; 

Cloton,  MopsA,  Dorcas,  ayid  others. 

Flo,  See,  your  guests  approach : 

Address  yourself  to  entertain  them  sprightly. 
And  let's  be  red  with  mirth. 

Shep,  Fie,  daughter !  when  my  old  wife  liVd,  upon 
This  day  she  was  both  pantler,  butler,  cook  ; 
Both  dame  and  servant ;  welcomed  all ;  served  all ; 
Would  sing  her  song,  and  dance  her  turn ;  now  here^ 
At  upper  end  o'  the  table,  now,  i'  the  middle ; 
On  his  shoulder,  and  his ;  her  face  o'  fire 
With  labour,  and  the  thing  she  took  to  quench  it, 
She  would  to  each  one  sip.     You  are  retired, 
As  if  you  were  a  feasted  one,  and  not 
The  hostess  of  the  meeting  :  pray  you,  bid 
These  unknown  Mends  to  's  welcome ;  for  it  is 
A  way  to  make  us  better  friends,  more  known. 
Come  ;  quench  your  blushes,  and  present  yourself 
That  which  you  are,  mistress  o'  the  feast :  come  on. 
And  bid  us  welcome  to  your  sheep-shearing. 
As  your  good  flock  shall  prosper. 

Per.  [To  Pol.]  Sir,  welcome. 

It  is  my  father's  will,  I  should  take  on  me 
The  hostess-ship  o'  the  day : — [_To  Cam.]  You're  welcome, 

sir. — 
(Jive  me  those  flowers  there,  Dorcas. — Reverend  sirs. 
For  you  there's  rosemary,  and  rue ;  these  keep 
Seeming  and  savour  all  the  winter  long : 
Ghrace  and  remembrance  be  to  you  both. 
And  welcome  to  our  shearing ! 

Pol.  Shepherdess, 

(A  fair  one  are  you)  well  you  fit  our  ages 
With  flowers  of  winter. 

Per.  Sir,  the  year  growing  ancient, — 

Not  yet  on  simmier's  death,  nor  on  the  birth 
C>f  trembling  winter, — the  fairest  flowera  o'  the  season 
Are  our  carnations,  and  streak'd  gilliflowers  *, 

'  —  and  str«ak'd  oilliflowkrs,]  Pronounced  of  old  gillyvort,  and  so  spelt 
10  the  folios,  both  here,  when  the  word  is  spoken  by  Perdita,  and  afterwards  by 
Polixenei.  The  Rer.  Mr.  Dyce  has  a  note  (**  Remarks*,"  p.  8.3)  in  which  he  era- 
phatically  calls  upon  editors  of  Shakespeare  to  reprint  the  exploded  form  of 
"  gillyflowers/'  via.  giUyvon,     He  must  excuse  us  for  saying  that  this  is  the  very 
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Wliicli  some  call  nature's  bastards  :  of  that  kind 
Our  rustic  garden's  barren,  and  I  care  not 
To  get  slips  of  them. 

Pol.  Wherefore,  gentle  maiden, 

Do  you  neglect  them  P 

Per.  For  I  heard  it  said, 

There  is  an  art  which,  in  their  piedness,  shares 
With  great  creating  nature  *. 

Pol.  Say,  there  be  ; 

Yet  nature  is  made  better  by  no  mean, 
But  nature  makes  that  mean :  so,  o'er  that  art. 
Which,  you  say,  adds  to  nature,  is  an  art 
That  nature  makes.     You  see,  sweet  maid,  we  marry 
A  gentler  scion  to  the  wildest  stock, 
And  make  conceive  a  bark  of  baser  kind 
By  bud  of  nobler  race  :  this  is  an  art 
Which  does  mend  nature, — change  it  rather ;  but 
The  art  itself  is  nature. 

Per.  So  it  is. 

Pol.  Then  make  your  garden  rich  in  gilliflowers. 
And  do  not  call  them  bastards. 

Per.  I'll  not  put 

The  dibble  in  earth  to  set  one  slip  of  them  ; 
No  more  than,  were  I  painted,  I  would  wish 
This  youth  should  say,  'twere  well,,  and  only  therefore 


pedantry  of  criticUm ;  and  ho  himself,  not  satisfied  with  the  word,  even  as  it  stands 
in  the  old  editions,  after  talking  very  gn^vely  about  hyphens  and  contractions, 
supplies  an  orthography  of  his  own.  It  is  amusing  to  see  what  folse  importance  is 
sometimes  given  to  such  trifles.  With  regard  to  the  old  spelling  of  the  word, 
both  Spenser  and  Hakluyt,  as  Richardson  proves,  have  it  *'  gilliflowers,"  and  in 
our  own  day  such  has  been  the  universal  orthography.  We  profess  to  reprint 
Shakespeare  in  modem  spelling ;  and  there  is  no  more  reason  for  going  back  to 
the  old  and  corrupt  spelling  of  gillyvort,  or  giliy-vortt  or  gilly*vor$  (upon  whidi 
Mr.  Dyce  is  so  emphatic)  than  for  going  back  to  the  spelling  of  any  other  word, 
such  as  vild  for  ''  vile,"  or  twound  for  "  swoon,"  &c.  Every  body  knows  that  in 
Shakespeare's  time  there  was  no  fixed  rule  of  orthography,  and  in  the  very  case  in 
hand  the  old  printer  observed  no  uniformity.  We  find  it  "  gilliflowers  "  in  all  our 
best  dictionaries,  and  we  cannot  consent  to  restore  the  obsolete  forms  of  our  an- 
cestors. Our  edition  is  as  nearly  as  possible,  in  point  of  spelling  at  least,  what 
Shakespeare  would  have  written  if  he  had  lived  in  our  day. 
'  There  is  an  art  which,  in  their  piedness,  shares 
With  great  creating  nature.]  i.  e.  "  There  is  an  art,"  says  T.  Warton, 
'*  which  can  produce  flowers  with  as  great  a  variety  of  colours  as  nature  herself." 
Steevens  denies  the  existence  of  the  art,  and  certain  it  is  that  Shakespeare  only 
means,  that  in  the  piedness  and  colours  of  gilliflowers  there  is  an  art  that  in  some 
■ort  rivals  nature. 
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Desire  to  breed  by  me. — ^Here's  flowers  for  you  ; 
Hot  lavender,  mints,  savory,  marjoram ; 
The  marigold,  that  goes  to  bed  wi'  the  sun, 
And  with  him  rises  weeping :  these  are  flowers 
Of  middle  summer,  and,  I  think,  they  are  given 
To  men  of  middle  age.     You  are  very  welcome. 

Cam.  I  should  leave  grazing,  were  I  of  your  flock, 
And  only  live  by  gazing. 

Per.  Out,  alas ! 

You'd  be  so  lean,  that  blasts  of  January 
Would  blow  you  through  and  through. — ^Now,  my  fair'st 

friend, 
I  would,  I  had  some  flowers  o'the  spring,  that  might 
Become  your  time  of  day ;  and  your's,  and  your's, 
That  wear  upon  your  virgin  branches  yet 
Your  maidenheads  growing. — O  Proserpina ! 
For  the  flowers  now,  that,  frighted,  thou  let'st  fall 
From  Dis's  waggon  * !  daffodils. 
That  come  before  the  swallow  dares,  and  take 
The  winds  of  March  with  beauty ;  violets  dim, 
But  sweeter  than  the  lids  of  Juno's  eyes, 
Or  Cytherea's  breath ;  pale  primroses, 
That  die  immarried  ere  they  can  behold 
Bright  Phoebus  in  his  strength,  a  malady 
Most  incident  to  maids ;  bold  oxlips,  and 
The  crown-imperial ;  lilies  of  all  kinds. 
The  flower-de-luce  being  one.     0  !  these  I  lack. 
To  make  you  garlands  of,  and,  my  sweet  friend, 
To  strew  him  o'er  and  o'er. 

Flo.  What !  like  a  corse  P 

.   Per.  No,  like  a  bank,  for  love  to  lie  and  play  on. 
Not  like  a  corse ;  or  if, — not  to  be  buried. 
But  quick,  and  in  mine  arms.     Come,  take  your  flowers. 
Methinks,  I  play  as  I  have  seen  them  do 
In  Whitsun-pastorals :  sure,  this  robe  of  mine 
Does  change  my  disposition. 

*  that,  frighted,  thou  let'st  fall 


From  Dis's  waggon !]     See  Ovid,  Metam.  lib.  v.     The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce,  in  his  A 

**  Few  Notes,''  p.  70,  here  famishes  one  which  shows  that  another  poet  (B.  Barnes)  \ 

had  spoken  of  '\the  waggon  of  black  Dis."  It  would  be  easy  to  cite  other  in- 
stances, but  we  do  not  see  how  they  illustrate  Shakespeare,  nor  why  it  was  neces- 
sary to  explain  that  by  "  Dis's  waggon,"  in  the  text,  our  poet  meant  "  Dis's 
diariot:"  we  are  not  at  all  aware  that  any  body  ever  disputed  what  was  so 
palpable.    We  have  not  space  for  such  matters. 
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Flo.  What  you  do 

Still  betters  what  is  done.     When  you  speak,  sweet, 
I'd  have  you  do  it  ever :  when  you  sing, 
I'd  have  you  buy  and  sell  so ;  so  give  ahns ; 
Pray  so ;  and,  for  the  ordering  your  affairs, 
To  sing  them  too.     When  you  do  dance,  I  wish  you 
A  wave  o'  the  sea,  that  you  might  ever  do 
Nothing  but  that ;  move  still,  still  so, 
And  own  no  other  function :  each  your  doing. 
So  singular  in  each  particular. 
Crowns  what  you  are  doing  in  the  present  deeds. 
That  all  your  acts  are  queens. 

Per.  0  Doricles  I 

Your  praises  are  too  large :  but  that  your  youth. 
And  the  true  blood,  which  peeps  so  fairly  through  it  *, 
Do  plainly  give  you  out  an  unstain'd  shepherd, 
With  wisdom  I  might  fear,  my  Doricles, 
You  woo'd  me  the  false  way. 

Flo,  I  think,  you  have 

As  little  skill  to  fear  *,  as  I  have  purpose 
To  put  you  to't. — ^But,  come ;  our  dance,  I  pray. 
Your  hand,  my  Perdita :  so  turtles  pair, 
That  never  mean  to  part. 

Per.  I'U  swear  for  'em. 

Pol.  This  is  the  prettiest  low-bom  lass,  that  ever 
Ran  on  the  green-sward :  nothing  she  does,  or  says  *, 
But  smacks  of  something  greater  than  herself; 
Too  noble  for  this  place. 

Catn.  He  tells  her  something, 


*  —  which  peeps  so  fairly  through  it,]  '*  So  "  is  from  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  is 
necessary  to  the  measure,  and  had  probably  dropped  out. 

'  As  little  sldll  to  fear,]  When  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  here  adds  a  note  (see  hb 
**  Remarks,"  p.  83)  to  show  that  "  skill  **  means  reason,  he  ought  to  have  said 
that  I  never  for  a  moment  questioned  it :  he  might  find  various  proofis  of  it  in 
Richardson's  Diet.,  without  taking  the  trouble  to  search  in  Warner.  I  was  so 
confident  that  the  passage  would  be  well  understood,  that  I  did  not  think  any 
information  of  the  kind  necessary.  Some  notes  are  written  to  illustrate  an  author, 
others  to  illustrate  a  commentator :  the  latter  may  usually  be  omitted. 

<  —  nothing  she  does,  or  says,]  It  is  **  nothing  she  does  or  teem*  **  in  the 
old  copies ;  but  the  corrector  of  the  fo.  1632  tells  us  to  read  **  says  "  for  teems, 
and  we  readily  believe  him.  When,  in  a  previous  part  of  the  line,  Mr.  Dyce 
insists  (**  Few  Notes,"  p.  80)  that  we  ought  to  print  "  sward,"  tword  or  sord,  we 
would  readily  comply,  if  **  sward  "  were  not  the  present  mode  of  spelling  the  word 
in  all  our  best  dictionaries,  and  nearer  to  the  etymology.  Such  discussions  savour 
a  little  too  much  of  Shenstone's  old  heroine. 


SCENE   m.]  THE   WINTER'S   TALE.  75 

That  wakes  her  blood :  look  on't '.     Good  Booth,  she  is 
The  queen  of  curds  and  cream. 

Clo.  Come  on,  strike  up. 

Dor.  Mopsa  must  be  your  mistress :  marry,  garlick, 
To  mend  her  kissing  with.— 

Mop.  Now,  in  good  time — 

Clo.  Not  a  word,  a  word :  we  stand  upon  our  manners. — 
Come,  strike  up.  [Music. 

[Here  a  dance  of  Shepherds  and  Sh^herdesses. 

Pol.  Pray,  good  shepherd,  what  fair  swain  is  this, 
Which  dances  with  your  daughter  P 

Sh^.  They  call  him  Doricles,  and  boasts  himself 
To  have  a  worthy  feeding  * ;  but  I  have  it 
Upon  his  own  report,  and  I  believe  it : 
He  looks  like  sooth.     He  says,  he  loves  my  daughter : 
I  think  so  too  ;  for  never  gaz'd  the  moon 
Upon  the  water,  as  he'll  stand,  and  read, 
As  'twere,  my  daughter's  eyes ;  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  think,  there  is  not  half  a  kiss  to  choose, 
Who  loves  another  best. 

Pol.  She  dances  featly. 

Shep.  So  she  does  any  thing,  though  I  report  it, 
That  should  be  silent.     If  young  Doricles 


'  He  tells  her  something, 

Thftt  WAKB8  her  blood :  look  on't]  It  was  a  not  uncommon  error  for  onr  old 
printers  to  use  m  for  w  and  vice  vend.  Such,  according  to  the  corr.  fo.  1633, 
was  the  case  here,  makee  having  always  been  inserted  for  '*  wakes.''  Camillo  calls 
the  attention  of  PoKxenes  to  the  innocent  blush  Florizel  has  raised  npoi^  the  cheek 
of  Perdita,  and  he  beantifully  speaks  of  it  as  having  "  waked  her  blood/'  and  called 
it  op  into  her  face.  Theobald,  not  being  *aware  of  this  error,  in  order  to  give 
wnse  to  the  passage,  altered  "  on't"  to  ou/,  altogether  disregarding  the  apostrophe. 
Our  lection  is  a  most  charming  restoration ;  and  the  colon  after  blood,  and  before 
*'  look  on't,"  was  also  inserted  by  the  old  annotator.  In  Marlowe's  "  Tambnr- 
lame,"  Pt,  II.  A.  ▼.  sc.  1,  the  very  same  blander  is  committed  by  the  printer  of 
the  4to,  who  has  given  the  text, 

"  And  make  black  Jove  to  crouch  and  kneel  to  me," 
when  it  ought  unquestionably  to  be 

*•  And  wake  black  Jove,"  &c., 
as.  indeed,  the  text  stands  in  the  early  8vo.  edition.     Professor  Mommsen,  in  his 
edit,  of  Da»  Winterm&hrchenf  has  seen  the  improvement,  and  puts  the  passage, 

"  Er  sagt  ihr  etwas, 
Es  weckt  ihr  Blut— sieh  nur." 
■  To  have  a  worthy  febding  ;]  Breeding  is  the  word  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632, 
but,  although  a  not  improbable  misprint,  we  do  not  see  the  necessity  of  an  altera- 
tion of  what  has  been  always  the  received  text.  We  apprehend  that  some  old 
actor,  in  the  hearing  of  the  annotator,  substituted  breeding  for  "  feeding,"  and  he 
therefore  recorded  it. 
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Do  Kght  upon  her,  she  shall  bring  him  that 
"Which  he  not  dreams  of. 

Enter  a  Servant 

Serv.  0  master !  if  you  did  but  hear  the  pedler  at  the  door, 
you  would  never  dance  again  after  a  tabor  and  pipe  ;  no,  the 
bagpipe  could  not  move  you.  He  sings  several  times  faster 
thfioi  you'll  tell  money  ;  he  utters  them  as  he  had  eaten  ballads, 
and  all  men^s  ears  grew  to  his  tunes. 

Clo,  He  could  never  come  better :  he  shall  come  in.  I  love 
a  ballad  but  even  too  well ;  if  it  be  doleful  matter,  merrily  set 
down,  or  a  very  pleasant  thing  indeed,  and  simg  lamentably. 

Serv.  He  hath  song^,  for  man,  or  woman,  of  all  sizes  :  no 
milliner  can  so  fit  his  customers  with  gloves.  He  has  the 
prettiest  love-songs  for  maids ;  so  without  bawdry,  which  is 
strange  ;  with  such  delicate  burdens  of  "dildos"  and  "fadings," 
"jump  her  and  thump  her';*'  and  where  some  stretch'd- 
mouth'd  rascal  would,  as  it  were,  mean  mischief,  and  break  a 
foul  jape  into  the  matter  \  he  makes  the  maid  to  answer, 
"  Whoop,  do  me  no  harm,  good  man ;"  puts  him  oflF,  slights 
him  with  "  Whoop,  do  me  no  harm,  good  man  *." 

Pol.  This  is  a  brave  fellow. 

Clo.  Believe  me,  thou  talkest  of  an  admirable-conceited 
fellow.     Has  he  anv  embroided  wares '  P 

Serv.  He  hath  ribands  of  all  the  colours  i'  the  rainbow; 
points,  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learnedly 
handle  *,  though  they  come  to  him  by  the  gross ;  inkles,  cad- 
disses ',  cambrics,  lawns :  why,  he  sings  them  over,  as  they 

9  —  of  "  dildos  "  and  "  fadings/'  "  jump  her  and  thump  her ;"]  The  burdens 
of  old  songs  and  ballads,  mentioned  in  writers  of  the  time,  and  employed  long 
before  and  afterwards. 

»  —  and  break  a  foul  japb  into  the  matter,]  **  A  foul  gap  "  in  the  folios :  a 
"jape  "  is  Ajettf  and  is  the  word  in  the  corr.  fo.  lf»32 :  the  emendation  is  so  un- 
deniable, that  Mr.  Singer  is  compelled  to  borrow  it 

*  —  **  Whoop,  do  me  no  harm,  good  man."]  A  balUd  to  this  tune  is  contained 
in  the  old  romance  of  "  Friar  Bacon,"  printed  before  1694.  See  Thoms's  "  Ro- 
mances," 8vo,  1828 :  and  Ritson  informs  us  that  the  tune  is  preserved  in  Corbine's 
'*  Ayres  to  sing  and  play  to  the  Lute  and  Basse  Violl,"  fo.  1610. 

'  Has  he  any  bm broideo  wares  ?  J  t.  e.  Embroidered  wares :  such  is  the  altera- 
tion in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  putting,  we  think,  an  end  to  the  question,  so  debated 
by  Toilet,  Mason,  Johnson,  Steevens,  Malone,  and  Boswell,  upon  the  meaning  of 
**  unbraided  wares,"  as  the  word  is  given  in  the  original  editions. 

*  —  POINTS,  more  than  all  the  lawyers  in  Bohemia  can  learnedly  handle,] 
"  Points,"  as  has  been  before  mentioned,  were  tags  (usually  of  metal)  to  laces  and 
strings,  for  fastening  or  sustaining  dress. 

*  —  inkles,  caddisses,]     Bialone  states  that  inkle  is  "  a  kind  of  tape,''  and 
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were  gods  or  goddesses.  You  would  think  a  smock  were  a 
she-angel,  he  so  chants  to  the  sleeve-band*,  and  the  work 
about  the  square  on't. 

Clo.  Pr'ythee,  bring  him  in,  and  let  him  approach  singing. 

Per,  Forewarn  him,  that  he  use  no  scurrilous  words  in's 
tunes. 

Clo.  You  have  of  these  pedlers,  that  have  more  in  them 
than  you^d  think,  sister. 

Per.  Ay,  good  brother,  or  go  about  io  think. 

Enter  Autolycus,  singing. 

• 

Lawn,  (w  white  as  driven  snow ; 

Cirrus,  black  as  e*er  was  crow; 

Oloves,  as  sweet  as  damusk  roses ; 

Masks  forfacesy  and  for  noses; 

Bugle-bracelet,  necklace  amber. 

Perfume  for  a  lady^s  chamber  : 

Golden  quoifs,  and  stomachers. 

For  my  lads  to  give  their  dears; 

Pins  and poking-sticks  ofsteel^. 

What  maids  lack  from  head  to  heel : 

Come,  buy  of  me,  come  ;  come  buy,  come  buy  ! 

Buy,  lads,  or  else  your  lasses  cry  : 

Come  buy  ! 

Clo.  If  I  were  not  in  love  with  Mopsa,  thou  should'st  take 
no  money  of  me ;  but  being  enthrall'd  as  I  am,  it  will  also  be 
the  bondage  of  certain  ribands  and  gloves. 

cttddh  **  a  narrow  worsted  galloon."  "  Inkle"  is  spoken  of  by  Costard  in  **  Love's 
Labour's  Lost/'  A.  iii.  sc.  1.  We  have  to  thank  Mr.  Djoe  for  an  authority  for 
**  caddis  "  or  caddat  ("  Remarks/*  p.  83),  but  we  may  remind  him  that  when  he 
quotes  *'  cruel  caddas/'  he  himself  errs  by  making  it  appear  as  if  they  were  two 
distinct  commodities,  when  in  fact  "  cruel  caddas  "  is  worsted  riband. 

*  —  he  so  chants  to  the  sleeve-BAND,]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  it  is  very 
intelligible:  not  so  the  old  lection,  sleeve-Aaiuf.  The  sleeve-band  of  a  smock 
was  the  band  of  the  sleeve. 

'  —  P0KING-8TICK8  of  steel,]  PoHng-tUckt  were  heated  in  the  fire,  and  made 
use  of  to  set  the  plaits  of  ruffs.  Stowe  informs  us,  that  "  about  the  sixteenth 
yeare  of  the  queene  [Elizabeth]  began  the  making  of  Steele  poking-ttickt,  and 
untill  that  time  all  lawndresses  used  setting  stickes  made  of  wood  or  bone."  Mr. 
W.  B.  D.  D.  Tumbull,  of  Edinburgh,  in  1836,  edited  a  re-impression  of  "The 
Anatomie  of  Abuses/'  by  Philip  Stubbes,  from  the  edition  of  1585 :  here  much 
curious  matter  may  be  found  respecting  dress  of  the  time,  and  especially  about 
ruffs  and  "  poking-sticks."  The  work  was  first  printed  in  May,  1583,  and  it  was 
to  popular  that  it  went  through  two  editions  in  that  year :  they  vary  considerably. 
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Map.  I  was  promised  them  against  the  feast,  but  they  come 
not  too  late  now. 

Dor.  He  hath  promised  you  more  than  that,  or  there  be 
liars. 

Map.  He  hath  paid  you  all  he  promised  you :  may  be,  he 
has  paid  you  more,  which  will  shame  you  to  give  him  again. 

Clo.  Is  there  no  manners  left  among  maids  P  will  they  wear 
their  plackets,  where  they  should  bear  their  faces  P  Is  there 
not  milking-time,  when  you  are  going  to  bed,  or  kiln-hole,  to 
whistle  off  these  secrets,  but  you  must  be  tittle-tattling  before 
all  our  guests  P  'Tis  well  they  are  whispering.  Charm  your 
tongues  •,  and  not  a  word  more.  / 

Mop.  I  have  done.  Come,  you  promised  me  a  tawdry  lace  *, 
and  a  pair  of  sweet  gloves. 

Clo.  Have  I  not  told  thee,  how  I  was  cozened  by  the  way, 
and  lost  all  my  money  P 

Aut.  And,  indeed,  sir,  there  are  cozeners  abroad ;  therefore, 
ii  behoves  men  to  be  wary. 

Clo.  Fear  not  thou,  man,  thou  shalt  lose  nothing  here. 

Aut.  I  hope  so,  sir ;  for  I  have  about  me  many  parcels  of 
charge. 

Clo.  What  hast  here  P  ballads  ? 

Mop.  Pray  now,  buy  some :  I  love  a  ballad  in  print  o'-life, 
for  then  we  are  sure  they  are  true. 

Aut.  Here's  one  to  a  very  doleful  time.  How  a  usurer's  wife 
was  brought  to  bed  of  twenty  money-bags  at  a  burden ;  and 
how  she  longed  to  eat  adders'  heads,  and  toads  carbonadoed. 

'  Charm  your  tongaes,  and  not  a  word  more.]  There  can  now  surely  be  no 
doubt  about  the  expression  "  Charm  your  tongues  "  instead  of  "  Clamour  your 
tongues/'  as  it  has  hitherto  been  misprinted.  Clamour  is  erased  in  the  oorr.  fo. 
1682»  and  "  Charm  "  written  in  the  margin  instead  of  it.  No  expression  can  be 
much  more  common,  eren  in  Shakespeare,  than  **  Charm  your  tongue  "  to  enforce 
nlenoe :  we  have  it  in  "  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew/'  A.  iv.  sc.  2;  in  *'  Henry  VI. 
Ft  III."  A.  y.  sc  6 ;  and  in  "  Othello/'  A.  t.  sc  2.  Instances  in  other  dramatists 
■re  very  frequent,  but  it  is  unnecessary  to  quote  them,  excepting  one  from  **  The 
London  Prodigal,"  a  comedy  formerly  imputed  to  our  great  dramatist,  where  a 
character  exdaims,  "  Away,  sirrah !  charm  your  tongue."  Malone's  Suppl.  ii.  466. 
With  such  clear  evidence,  ingenuity  in  supporting  the  old  reading  is  thrown  away. 
Two  lines  above  we  are  instructed,  on  the  authority  of  the  coir.  fo.  1632,  to  read 
whitper  for  *<  whistle  "  very  plausibly,  but  the  change  not  being  distinctly  called 
fior,  we  do  not  adopt  it. 

>  —  a  TAWo&T  lace,]  It  was  sometimes  only  called  a  tawdry,  and  it  was  not 
used  for  lacing,  but  worn  as  an  ornament  for  the  head  or  neck,  as  many  exfimples 
might  be  adduced  to  establish.  The  origin  of  it  is  said  to  have  been  from  St. 
Awdrey,  so  that  tawdry  has  nothing  necessarily  to  do  with  finery,  although  it  had 
the  same  source. 
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Mop.  Is  it  true,  think  you  P 

AuU  Very  true ;  and  but  a  month  old. 

Dor.  Bless  me  &om  marrying  a  usurer  !  " 

Aut.  Here's  the  midwife's  name  to't,  one  mistress  Tale- 
porter,  and  five  or  six  honest  wives'  that  were  present.  Why 
should  I  carry  lies  abroad  P 

Mop.  'Pray  you  now,  buy  it. 

Ch.  Come  on,  lay  it  by :  and  let's  first  see  more  ballads ; 
we'll  buy  the  other  things  anon. 

Aut.  Here's  another  ballad,  of  a  fish  ^  that  appeared  upon 
the  coast,  on  Wednesday  the  fourscore  of  April,  forty  thou- 
sand fathom  above  water,  and  simg  this  ballad  against  the 
hard  hearts  of  maids  :  it  was  thought  she  was  a  woman,  and 
was  turned  into  a  cold  fish,  for  she  would  not  exchange  flesh 
with  one  that  loved  her.  The  ballad  'is  very  pitiM,  and  as 
true. 

Dor.  Is  it  true  too,  think  you  ? 

Aut.  Five  justices'  hands  at  it,  and  witnesses  more  than 
my  pack  will  hold. 

Clo.  Lay  it  by  too  :  another. 

Aut.  This  is  a  merry  ballad,  but  a  very  pretty  one. 

Mop.  Let's  have  some  merry  ones. 

Aut.  Why  this  is  a  passing  merry  one,  and  goes  to  the 
tune  of,  "  Two  maids  wooing  a  man."  There's  scarce  a  maid 
westward  but  she  sings  it :  'tis  in  request,  I  can  tell  you. 

Mop.  We  can  both  sing  it ;  if  ihou'lt  bear  a  part,  thou 
shalt  hear :  'tis  in  three  parts. 

Dor.  We  had  the  time  on't  a  month  ago. 

Aut.  I  can  bear  my  part ;  you  must  know,  'tis  my  occu- 
pation :  have  at  it  with  you. 

SONG. 


Aut.  Get  you  hence,  for  I  must  go, 
Wliitlicr  fits  not  you  to  know  *. 


>  Here's  soother  ballad,  of  a  fish,]  Malone  would  make  out  an  allusion  here 
to  a  particular  publication,  entered  in  1604  on  the  books  of  the  Stationers'  Com- 
pany under  the  following  title : — "  A  strange  reporte  of  a  monstrous  fish  that  ap- 
peared in  the  form  of  a  woman  from  her  waist  upward,  seene  in  the  sea."  In  the 
ftrat  place,  it  does  not  appear  that  this  '<  strange  reporte''  was  a  ballad,  probably 
not,  because  it  ia  not,  as  was  usual  in  the  registers,  so  called ;  and  in  the  next 
place,  it  it  out  of  the  question  to  suppose  that  Shakespeare  meant  to  refer  to  any 
one  of  the  many  productions  of  the  kind,  but  to  the  whole  class. 

'  Whitbir  fits  not  you  to  know.]  It  is  '*  Where  it  fits  not  you  to  know  "  in 
th«  folios,  but  amended  in  the  corrected  copy  of  that  of  1032.    That  the  emenda- 
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Dor.   Whitlier? 

Mop.  0!  whither? 

Dor.   Whither? 

Mop.  It  becomes  thy  oath  fall  welly 

Thou  to  me  thy  secrets  telL 
Dor.  Me  too :  let  me  go  thither. 

Mop.  Or  thou  go^st  to  th^  grange^  or  mill : 

Dor.  If  to  either,  thou  dost  ill. 

Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.   Whaty  neither  ? 

Aut.  Neither. 

Dor.  Thou  hast  sworn  my  love  to  be; 

Mop.  Thou  hast  sworn  it  tnore  to  m^  : 

Theny  whitlier  go'st  ?  say,  whither  ? 

Clo.  We'll  have  this  song  out  anon  by  ourselves. — ^My 
father  and  the  gentlemen  are  in  sad  talk',  and  we'll  not 
trouble  them :  come,  bring  away  thy  pack  after  me. — ^Wenches, 
I'll  buy  for  you  both. — ^Pedler,  let's  have  the  first  choice. — 
Follow  me,  girls  *. 

Aut.  And  you  shall  pay  well  for  'em.  {Asid^. 

Will  you  buy  any  tape, 

Or  lace  for  your  capcy 
My  dainty  duck,  my  dear-a  ? 

Any  silky  any  thread. 

Any  toys  for  your  heady 
Of  the  f lew' sty  and  Jin' sty  fin'st  wear-a  ? 

Come  to  the  pedler; 

Monty's  a  medlery 
That  doth  utter  all  men's  ware-a. 

[Exeunt  Chwny  Autolycus,  Dorcas,  and 

MOPSA. 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  Master,  there  is  three  carters,  three  shepherds,  three 

tion  U  right  the  echoes  of  "  whither  "  three  times  orer,  hesides  the  repetition  in 
the  last  line,  seem  to  establish. 

*  —  in  SAD  talk,]  t.  e.  Seriotu  or  grave  talk,  as  in  "  Twelfth  Night,"  A.  iii. 
sc  4,  Vol.  ii.  p.  692,  and  in  various  other  places. 

*  Follow  me,  girls.]  We  may  notice,  as  a  piece  of  ancient  stage-management, 
that  the  corr.  fo.  1632  informs  us,  tliat  the  practice  was  for  the  Clown,  Dorcas, 
and  Mopsa  here  to  go  out,  and  for  Autolycus  to  follow  them  as  soon  as  he  had 
sung,  or,  rather,  while  he  was  singing  "Will  you  buy  any  tape,"  &c  :  esit  after 
them  is  there  placed  in  the  margin. 
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neat-herds,  three  swine-herds,  that  have  made  themselves  all 
men  of  hair  :  they  call  themselves  saltiers ' ;  and  they  have  a 
dance  which  the  wenches  say  is  a  gallimaufry  of  gambols,  be- 
cause they  are  not  in't ;  but  they  themselves  are  o'  the  mind, 
(if  it  be  not  too  rough  for  some,  that  know  little  but  bowling) 
it  will  please  plentifiilly. 

Shep.  Away !  we'll  none  on't :  here  has  been  too  much 
homely  foolery  already. — I  know,  sir,  we  weary  you. 

Pol.  You  weary  those  that  refresh  us.  Pray,  let's  see 
these  four  threes  of  herdsmen. 

Serv.  One  three  of  them,  by  their  own  report,  sir,  hath 
danced  before  the  king  ;  and  not  the  worst  of  the  three,  but 
jumps  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by  the  squire  *. 

Shep.  Leave  your  prating.  Since  these  good  men  are 
pleased,  let  them  come  in  :  but  quickly  now. 

Serv.  Why,  they  stay  at  door,  sir.  [Exit 

Re-enter  Servant^  with  Twelve  Rustics  habited  like  Satyrs. 

TJiey  dance,  and  then  exeunt. 

Pol  0  father !  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter  \ — 
Is  it  not  too  far  gone  ? — 'Tis  time  to  part  them. — 
He's  simple,  and  tells  much. — How  now,  fair  shepherd  P 
Your  heart  is  full  of  something,  that  does  take 
Your  mind  from  feasting.     Sooth,  when  I  was  young. 
And  handed  love  as  you  do  *,  I  was  wont 
To  load  my  she  with  knacks  :  I  would  have  ransack'd 
The  pedler's  silken  treasury,  and  have  pour'd  it 
To  her  acceptance ;  you  have  let  him  go. 
And  nothing  marted  with  him.     If  your  lass 
Interpretation  should  abuse,  and  call  this 
Your  lack  of  love,  or  bounty,  you  were  straited 

»  —  they  call  themselves  saltiers  ;]  i.  e.  Satyrs,  says  Malooe ;  men  covered 
with  hairy  skins,  to  give  them  the  appearance  of  satyrs ;  but  the  true  explana- 
tion may  be  tauUiert^  i.  e,  vaulters :  the  servant  says  afterwards,  that  the  worst 
of  one  of  the  tkreet  "jumps  twelve  foot  and  a  half  by  the  squire."  The  stage- 
direi-tion  in  the  old  copies  after  they  enter  is,  "  Here  a  dance  of  twelve  satyrs/' 
and  perhaps  "  saltiers  "  is  only  the  servant's  blunder. 

•  —  by  the  squire.]  i.  e.  By  the  rule,  Fr.  etquierre.  The  same  word  is  used 
in  "  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  v.  sc.  2.  Vol.  ii.  p.  IC«. 

'  O  father!  you'll  know  more  of  that  hereafter.]  This  is  apparently  the  con- 
tinuation of  a  conversation  which  Polixenes  has  carried  on  with  the  old  shepherd, 
while  the  satyrs  were  dancing. 

•  And  HANDED  love  as  you  do,]  "  And  handled  love  as  you  do,"  corr.  fo. 
1633 ;  but  **  handed  "  is  very  likely  right. 

VOL.  III.  ^ 
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For  a  reply,  at  least,  if  you  make  a  care 
Of  happy  holding  her. 

Flo.  Old  sir,  I  know 

She  prizes  not  such  trifles  as  these  are. 
The  gifts  she  looks  from  me  are  pack'd  and  lock'd 
Up  in  my  heart,  which  I  have  given  already, 
But  not  delivered. — 0  !  hear  me  breathe  my  life 
Before  this  ancient  sir,  who,  it  should  seem. 
Hath  sometime  lov'd :  I  take  thy  hand ;  this  hand, 
As  soft  as  dove's  down,  and  as  white  as  it. 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  snow,  that's  bolted  • 
By  the  northern  blasts  twice  o'er. 

Pol  What  follows  this  P— 

How  prettily  the  yoimg  swain  seems  to  wash 
The  hand,  was  fair  before ! — I  have  put  you  out. — 
But,  to  your  protestation  :  let  me  hear 
What  you  profess. 

Flo.  Do,  and  be  witness  to't. 

Pol.  And  this  my  neighbour  too  ? 

Flo.  And  he,  and  more 

Than  he,  and  men ;  the  earth,  the  heavens,  and  all ; 
That  were  I  crown'd  the  most  imperial  monarch. 
Thereof  most  worthy ;  were  I  the  fairest  youth 
That  ever  made  eye  swerve ;  had  force,  and  knowledge  *, 
More  than  was  ever  man's,  I  would  not  prize  them, 
Without  her  love :  for  her  employ  them  all. 
Commend  them,  and  condemn  them  to  her  service, 
Or  to  their  own  perdition. 

Pol.  Fairly  offer'd. 

Cam.  This  shows  a  soimd  affection. 

8hep.  But,  my  daughter. 

Say  you  the  like  to  him  P 

Per.  I  cannot  speak 

So  well,  nothing  so  well ;  no,  nor  mean  better : 
By  the  pattern  of  mine  own  thoughts  I  cut  out 
The  purity  of  his. 

Shep.  Take  hands ;  a  bargain : — 

And,  fiiends  unknown,  you  shall  bear  witness  to't. 

•  —  that's  bolted]  i .  e.  Sifted,  or  ihroum  out  by  the  northern  blasts. 

1  —  had  roRCV,  and  knowledge,]  This  is  the  expression  in  all  the  early 
editions,  but  in  the  corr.  fo.  1 632  tente  is  put  for  •*  force."  It  is  not  unlikely  that 
the  printer  blundered  between  the  long  «  and/;  but  we  do  not  here  feel  authorised 
to  disturb  the  old  text. 
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I  give  my  daughter  to  him,  and  will  make 
Her  portion  equal  his. 

Flo.  0  !  that  must  be 

I'  the  virtue  of  your  daughter :  one  being  dead, 
I  shall  have  more  than  you  can  dream  of  yet ; 
Enough  then  for  your  wonder.     But,  come  on ; 
Contract  us  'fore  these  witnesses. 

Shep,  Come,  your  hand ; 

And,  daughter,  your's.  {^Taldng  their  hands. 

PoL  Soft,  swain,  awhile,  beseech  you. 
Have  you  a  father  P 

Flo.  I  have ;  but  what  of  him  P 

Pol.  Knows  he  of  this  P 

Flo.  He  neither  does,  nor  shall. 

Pol.  Methinks,  a  father 
Is  at  thcnuptial  of  his  son  a  jguest 
That  best  becomes  the  table.     Pray  you,  once  more : 
Is  not  your  father  grown  incapable 
Of  reasonable  affairs  P  is  he  not  stupid 
With  age,  and  altering  rheums  P     Can  he  speak  P  hear  P 
Eoiow  man  from  man  P  dispute  his  own  estate '  P 
Lies  he  not  bed-rid  P  and  again,  does  nothing. 
But  what  he  did  being  childish  P 

Flo.  No,  good  sir : 

He  has  his  health,  and  ampler  strength,  indeed. 
Than  most  have  of  his  age. 

PoL  By  my  white  beard, 

You  offer  him,  if  this  be  so,  a  wrong 
Something  unfilial.     Reason,  my  son 
Should  choose  himself  a  wife  ;  but  as  good  reason, 
The  father,  (all  whose  joy  is  nothing  else 
But  £Eiir  posterity)  should  hold  some  counsel 
In  such  a  business. 

Flo.  I  yield  all  this ; 

But  for  some  other  reasons,  my  grave  sir. 
Which  'tis  not  fit  you  know,  I  not  acquaint 
My  father  of  this  business. 

PoL  Let  him  know't. 

Flo.  He  shall  not. 

•  —  dispute  hia  own  estate  ?]  "  Dispote  his  own  estate,"  says  the  old  corrector 
of  the  foKo,  1«I2,  but  we  leave  the  passage  unaltered.  Here  we  may  readily 
imagine  that  he  was  recording  the  variation  introduced  by  some  particuhur  actor  of 
his  day,  but ''  dispote  his  own  estate"  may  be  right. 

o2 
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Pol,  Pr*ythee,  let  him. 

Flo.  No,  he  must  not. 

8hep,  Let  him,  my  son  :  he  shall  not  need  to  grieve 
At  knowing  of  thy  choice. 

Flo.  Come,  come,  he  must  not. — 

Mark  our  contract. 

Pol.  .    Mark  your  divorce,  young  sir, 

[^Separating  tliem,  and  discovering  himself. 
Whom  son  I  dare  not  call :  thou  art  too  base 
To  be  acknowledged.     Thou  a  sceptre's  heir. 
That  thus  affect'st  a  sheep-hook  P — Thou  old  traitor, 
I  am  sorry,  that  by  hanging  thee  I  can 
But  shorten  thy  life  one  week. — ^And  thou  fresh  piece 
Of  excellent  witchcraft,  who  of  force  must  know  * 
The  royal  fool  thou  cop'st  with — 

Shep.  0,  my  heart ! 

Pol.  I'll  have  thy  beauty  scratched  with  briars,  and  made 
More  homely  than  thy  state. — For  thee,  fond  boy, 
If  I  may  ever  know,  thou  dost  but  sigh 
That  thou  no  more  shalt  never  see  this  knack  *,  (as  never 
I  mean  thou  shalt)  we'll  bar  thee  from  succession ; 
Not  hold  thee  of  our  blood,  no  not  our  kin, 
Far  than  Deucalion  oflF: — ^mark  thou  my  words, 
Follow  us  to  the  court. — ^Thou,  churl,  for  this  time. 
Though  full  of  our  displeasure,  yet  we  free  thee 
From  the  dead  blow  of  it. — ^And  you,  enchantment, — 
Worthy  enough  a  herdsman ;  yea,  him  too, 
That  makes  himself,  but  for  our  honour  therein. 
Unworthy  thee, — ^if  ever  henceforth  thou 
These  rural  latches  to  his  entrance  open. 
Or  hoop  his  body  *  more  with  thy  embraces, 
I  will  devise  a  death  as  cruel  for  thee. 
As  thou  art  tender  to't.  [JErtY. 

Per.  Even  here  undone  ! 

I  was  not  much  afeard ;  for  once,  or  twice, 

*  —  who  OP  PORCB  must  know]  The  common  expression  "  of  force  "  is  equi- 
valent to  ofnecetfity.   See  **  The  Merchant  of  Venice,"  A.  iv.  sc.  I.  Vol.  ii.  p.  334. 

^  That  thou  no  more  shalt  never  see  this  knack.]  **  Never"  is  surplusage  in 
this  line  as  regards  the  metre,  but  the  reduplication  of  negatives  was  a  common 
mode  of  writing  at  the  time,  and  the  word  is  found  in  all  the  old  copies. 

*  Or  HOOP  his  body]  It  is  ••  hope  his  body  "  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  it  is  so 
reprinted  in  lfi32,  1664,  and  I  (165.  The  modem  text  has  always  been  hoop^  and 
such  is  the  change  made  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632 :  there  could  be  no  doubt  about  the 
right  word. 
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I  was  about  to  speak,  and  tell  him  plainly, 
The  selfsame  sim  that  shines  upon  his  court, 
Hides  not  his  visage  from  our  cottage,  but 
Looks  on  alike. — Will*t  please  you,  sir,  be  gone  P 

\_To  Florizel. 
I  told  you,  what  would  come  of  this.     Beseech  you. 
Of  your  own  state  take  care  :  this  dream  of  mine. 
Being  now  awake,  I'll  queen  it  no  inch  farther. 
But  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep  *. 

Cam.  Why,  how  now,  father  P 

Speak,  ere  thou  diest. 

Shep.  I  cannot  speak,  nor  thinks 

Nor  dare  to  know  that  which  I  know. — 0,  sir ! 

[To  Florizel. 
You  have  undone  a  man  of  fourscore  three. 
That  thought  to  fill  his  grave  in  quiet ;  yea. 
To  die  upon  the  bed  my  father  died. 
To  lie  close  by  his  honest  bones :  but  now. 
Some  hangman  must  put  on  my  shroud,  and  lay  me 
Where  no  priest  shovels  in  dust. — 0,  cursed  wretch ! 

[_To  Perdita. 
That  knew'st  this  was  the  prince,  and  wouldst  adventure 
To  mingle  faith  with  him. — Undone  1  imdone  ! 
If  I  might  die  within  this  hour,  I  have  liv'd 
To  die  when  I  desire.  [JEwY. 

ITo.  Why  look  you  so  upon  me  P 

I  am  but  sorry,  not  afeard ;  delay'd. 
But  nothing  alter'd.     What  I  was,  I  am  : 
More  straining  on  for  plucking  back ;  not  following 
My  leash  unwillingly. 

Cam.  Gracious  my  lord. 

You  know  your  father's  temper ' :  at  this  time 
He  will  allow  no  speech,  (which,  I  do  guess. 
You  do  not  purpose  to  him)  and  as  hardly 
Will  he  endure  your  sight  as  yet,  I  fear  ; 
Then,  till  the  fury  of  his  highness  settle. 
Come  not  before  him. 

*  But  milk  my  ewes,  and  weep.]  We  cannot  refrain  from  qnoting  Coleridge's 
burst  of  admiration  on  this  speech :  "  O  !  how  more  than  ezqui^te  is  this  whole 
speedi :  and  that  profound  nature  of  noble  pride  and  grief,  renting  themselves  in 
a  momentary  peevishness  of  resentment  towards  Florixel."  Literary  Remains, 
ii.  254.    The  pastoral  tenderness  of  the  conclusion  is  not  less  natural  and  graceful. 

'  You  know  TOUR  father's  temper :]  The  copy  of  1623  reads,  *'  my  father's  t" 
oorrectad  in  the  second  folio. 


8G  THE  winter's  TALE.         [ACT  IV. 

Flo.  I  not  purpose  it. 

I  think,  Camillo  P 

Cam.  Even  he,  my  lord. 

Per.  How  often  have  I  told  you  'twould  be  thus  ! 
How  often  said  my  dignity  would  last 
But  till  'twere  known  ! 

Flo.  It  cannot  fiiil,  but  by 

The  violation  of  my  faith  ;  and  then, 
Let  nature  crush  the  sides  o'  the  earth  together. 
And  mar  the  seeds  within ! — Lift  up  thy  looks. — 
From  my  succession  wipe  me,  father ;  I 
Atti  heir  to  my  affection. 

Cam.  Be  advis'd. 

Flo.  I  am ;  and  by  my  fancy  * :  if  my  reason 
Will  thereto  be  obedient,  I  have  reason ; 
If  not,  my  senses,  better  pleased  with  madness, 
Do  bid  it  welcome. 

Cam.  This  is  desperate,  sir. 

Flo.  So  call  it ;  but  it  does  fulfil  my  vow  : 
I  needs  must  think  it  honesty.     CamUlo, 
Not  for  Bohemia,  nor  the  pomp  that  may 
Be  thereat  glean'd  ;  for  all  the  sun  sees,  or 
The  close  earth  wombs,  or  the  profound  seas  hide 
In  unknown  fathoms,  will  I  break  my  oath 
To  this  my  fair  belov'd.     Therefore,  I  pray  you. 
As  you  have  ever  been  my  father's  honour'd  friend, 
When  he  shall  miss  me,  (as,  in  faith,  I  mean  not 
To  see  him  any  more)  cast  your  good  coimsels 
Upon  his  passion :  let  mysdf  and  fortune. 
Tug  for  the  time  to  come.     This  you  may  know, 
And  so  deliver. — I  am  put  to  sea 
With  her,  whom  here  I  cannot  hold  on  shore ; 
And,  most  opportune  to  our  need  •,  I  have 
A  vessel  rides  fast  by,  but  not  prepared 
For  this  design.     What  course  I  mean  to  hold 
Shall  nothing  benefit  your  knowledge,  nor 
Concern  mc  the  reporting. 

•  I  am ;  and  by  my  fanct  :]  i.  f.  By  my  love:  we  need  hardly  «y  that  the 
ttae  of  the  word  «*  fency,"  in  this  sense,  is  perpetual  in  Shakespeare,  and  not  un- 
Ireqaent  in  authors  of  his  age. 

»  And,  most  opportune  to  our  need,]  **  To  her  need  "  in  the  folios,  but  we 
may  unhesitatingly  accept  the  alteration  to  "  our  need  "  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1832 :  it 
was  his  need  as  well  as  hers.     Theobald  has  "  our  need." 
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Cam.  0,  my  lord  1 

I  would  your  spirit  were  easier  for  advice, 
Or  stronger  for  your  need. 

Flo.  Hark,  Perdita.— 

[To  Camillo.]   I'll  hear  you  by  and  by. 

[They  talk  apart. 

Cam.  He*8  irremovable ; 

Resolv'd  for  flight.     Now  were  I  happy,  if 
His  going  I  could  frame  to  serve  my  turn ; 
Save  him  from  danger,  do  him  love  and  honour, 
Purchase  the  sight  again  of  dear  Sicilia, 
And  that  imhappy  king,  my  master,  whom 
I  so  much  thirst  to  see. 

fh.  Now,  good  Camillo, 

I  am  so  fraught  with  curious  business  *,  that 
I  leave  out  ceremony.  [Ching. 

Cam.  Sir,  I  think. 

You  have  heard  of  my  poor  services,  i*  the  love 
That  I  have  borne  your  fether  P 

Fh.  Very  nobly 

Have  you  deserved :  it  is  my  father's  music. 
To  speak  your  deeds  ;  not  little  of  his  care 
To  have  them  recompensed,  as  thought  on. 

Cam.  Well,  my  lord. 

If  you  may  please  to  think  I  love  the  king, 
And,  through  him,  what's  nearest  to  him,  which  is 
Your  gracious  self,  embrace  but  my  direction, 
(If  your  more  ponderous  and  settled  project 
May  suflbr  alteration)  on  mine  honour, 
m  point  you  where  you  shall  have  such  receiving 
As  shall  become  your  highness  ;  where  you  may 
Enjoy  your  mistress ;  (from  the  whom,  I  see 
There's  no  disjunction  to  be  made,  but  by. 
As  heavens  forefend,  your  ruin)  marry  her ; 
And,  (with  my  best  endeavours  in  your  absence) 
Your  discontenting  father  strive  to  qualify. 
And  bring  him  up  to  liking. 

Flo.  How,  Camillo, 

May  this,  almost  a  miracle,  be  done, 

1  I  am  so  fnaght  with  curious  business,]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  substitutes 
jfTtoiiff  for  *'  curious ;"  and  although  we  apprehend  that  the  former  is  the  true 
and  more  applicable  word,  we  are  hardly  so  confident  of  it  as  to  warrant  the  in- 
sertion of  Beriovs  in  our  text. 
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That  I  may  call  thee  something  more  than  man^ 
And,  after  that,  trust  to  thee. 

Cam.  Have  you  thought  on 

A  place  whereto  you'll  go  ? 

Flo,  Not  any  yet ; 

But  as  th'  unthought-on  accident  is  guilty 
To  what  we  wildly  do,  so  we  profess 
Ourselves  to  be  the  slaves  of  chance,  and  flies 
Of  every  wind  that  blows. 

Cam.  Then  list  to  me  ; 

This  follows : — if  you  will  not  change  your  purpose, 
But  undergo  this  flight,  make  for  Sicilia, 
And  there  present  yourself,  and  your  fair  princess, 
(For  so,  I  see,  she  must  be)  'fore  Leontes  : 
She  shall  be  habited  as  it  becomes 
The  partner  of  your  bed.     Methinks,  I  see 
Leontes,  opening  his  free  arms,  and  weeping 
His  welcomes  forth  ;  asks  thee,  the  son,  forgiveness  *, 
As  'twere  i'  the  father's  person ;  kisses  the  hands 
Of  your  fresh  princess ;  o'er  and  o'er  divides  him 
'Twixt  his  unkindncss  and  his  kindness :  th'  one 
He  chides  to  hell,  and  bids  the  other  grow 
Faster  than  thought,  or  time. 

Flo.  Worthy  Camillo, 

What  colour  for  my  visitation  shall  I 
Hold  up  before  him  P 

Cam.  Sent  by  the  king,  your  father, 

To  greet  him,  and  to  give  him  comforts.     Sir, 
The  manner  of  your  bearing  towards  him,  with 
What  you,  as  from  your  father,  shall  deliver. 
Things  known  betwixt  us  three,  I'll  write  you  down : 
The  which  shall  point  you  forth  at  every  sitting 
What  you  must  say,  that  he  shall  not  perceive, 
But  that  you  have  your  father's  bosom  there. 
And  speak  his  very  heart. 

Flo.  I  am  boimd  to  you. — 

There  is  some  sap  in  this. 

Cam.  A  course  more  promising 

Than  a  wild  dedication  of  yourselves 
To  unpath'd  waters,  imdream'd  shores ;  most  certain, 

'  —  asks  THEB,  THE  soii,  forgiveness,]  The  old  copies  of  1023  and  16.32  liaTe 
this  passage,  "  asks  thee  there  son  forgifeness.''  The  folio  of  1064  reads  as  in  our 
text,  which  is  no  doubt  correct 
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To  miseries  enough :  no  hope  to  help  you, 
But,  as  you  shake  oS  one,  to  take  another  : 
Nothing  so  certain  as  your  anchors,  who 
Do  their  best  office,  if  they  can  but  stay  you 
Where  you'll  be  loth  to  be.     Besides,  you  know, 
Prosperity's  the  very  bond  of  love. 
Whose  fresh  complexion,  and  whose  heart  together, 
Affliction  alters. 

Per,  One  of  these  is  true  : 

I  think,  affliction  may  subdue  the  cheek. 
But  not  take  in  the  mind. 

Cam.  Yea,  say  you  so  P 

There  shall  not,  at  your  father's  house,  these  seven  years. 
Be  bom  another  such. 

Flo.  My  good  Camillo, 

She  is  as  forward  of  her  breeding,  as 
She  is  i'  the  rear  o'  our  birth '. 

Cam.  I  cannot  say,  'tis  pity 

She  lacks  instructions,  for  she  seems  a  mistress 
To  most  that  teach. 

Per.  Your  pardon,  sir ;  for  this 

I'll  blush  you  thanks. 

Flo.  My  prettiest  Perdita. — 

But,  0,  the  thorns  we  stand  upon ! — Camillo, 
Preserver  of  my  father,  now  of  me. 
The  medicine  of  our  house,  how  shall  we  do  P 
We  are  not  fumish'd  like  Bohemia's  son. 
Nor  shall  appear' t  in  Sicilia  *. 

Cam.  My  lord, 

Fear  none  of  this.     I  think,  you  know,  my  fortunes 
Do  all  lie  there  :  it  shall  be  so  my  care 
To  have  you  royally  appointed,  as  if 
The  scene  you  play  were  mine  *.     For  instance,  sir, 
That  you  may  know  you  shall  not  want, — one  word. 

[Tlie^  retire  and  talk. 

'  Bbe  is  i*  the  rear  o'  our  birth.]  In  the  folio,  1623,  **  our  "  is  printed  with  an 
apostrophe  before  it  thus  *our,  and  this  fact  sufficiently  proves  that  o',  rety  com- 
monly used  for  of,  had  dropped  out  before  it 

*  Nor  shall  appbar't  in  Sicilia]  t.  e.  Nor  shall  appear  "  like  Bohemia's  son  "  in 
Sidlia.  In  the  old  copies  '/  dropped  out,  making  the  sentence  appear  as  if  un- 
finished, and  so  it  has  been  commonly  printed.  This  small  addition  (from  the 
oorr.  fo.  1632)  seems  to  set  all  right  and  to  complete  the  speech  of  Florizel.  In 
his  preceding  speech  o'  was  omitted  by  a  similar  accident. 

*  The  scene  you  play  were  if  ins.]    True  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  perhaps  rightly. 
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Unter  Adtolycus. 

Aut.  Ha,  ha  !  what  a  fool  honesty  is !  and  trust,  his  sworn 
brother,  a  very  simple  gentleman !  I  have  sold  all  my 
trumpery:  not  a  counterfeit  stone,  not  a  riband,  glass, 
pomander*,  brooch,  table-book,  ballad,  knife,  tape,  glove, 
shoe-tie,  bracelet,  horn-ring,  to  keep  my  pack  fix)m  fasting : 
they  thronged  who  should  buy  first ' ;  as  if  my  trinkets  had 
been  hallowed,  and  brought  a  benediction  to  the  buyer :  by 
which  means,  I  saw  whose  purse  was  best  in  picture,  and 
what  I  saw,  to  my  good  use  I  remembered.  My  clown  (who 
wants  but  something  to  be  a  reasonable  man)  grew  so  in  love 
with  the  wenches'  song,  that  he  would  not  stir  his  pettitoes, 
till  he  had  both  tune  and  words ;  which  so  drew  the  rest  of 
the  herd  to  me,  that  all  their  other  senses  stuck  in  ears :  you 
might  have  pinched  a  placket,  it  was  senseless ;  'twas  nothing 
to  geld  a  codpiece  of  a  purse.  I  would  have  filed  keys  off", 
that  hung  in  chains :  no  hearing,  no  feeling,  but  my  sir's 
song,  and  admiring  the  nothing  of  it ;  so  that,  in  this  tune  of 
lethargy,  I  picked  and  cut  most  of  their  festival  purses,  and 
had  not  the  old  man  come  in  with  a  whoo-bub '  against  his 
daughter  and  the  king's  son,  and  scared  my  choughs  from  the 
chaff,  I  had  not  left  a  purse  alive  in  the  whole  army. 

[Camillo,  Florizel,  and  Perdita,  come  forward. 

Cam.  Nay,  but  my  letters,  by  this  means  being  there 
So  soon  as  you  arrive,  shall  clear  that  doubt. 

Fh.  And  those  that  you'll  procure  from  king  Leontes  P 

Cam.  Shall  satisfy  your  father. 

Per.  Happy  be  you ! 

AU  that  you  speak  shows  fair. 

Cam.  Whom  have  we  here  P — 

[Seeing  Autolycus. 

•  —  pomander,]  K  pomander  was  a  ball  of  perfomefl,  worn  in  the  pocket,  or 
about  the  neck.     *•  Pomme  d'ambre,  an  apple  of  amber."     Richardson. 

'  —  they  THRONGED  who  should  buy  first ;]  The  past  tense  b  required,  but 
in  the  old  copies  "  throng  "  is  in  the  present :  the  change  is  from  the  corr.  fo. 
1632,  but  it  is  of  comparatively  little  moment. 

■  —  I  would  have  filed  keys  off,]  *•  I  would  have/Zfrf  keys  (j/""  in  the  old 
copies  of  1G23  and  1632,  but  corrected  in  the  third  folio  of  1664. 

•  —  with  a  whoobub]  So  spelt  in  the  original,  supporting  the  etymology  of 
whoop-up  given  by  some  lexicographers.  The  meaning,  of  course,  is  what  we  now 
call  a  hubbub ;  and  in  this  form  we  meet  with  it  in  several  writers  of  the  time  of 
Shakespeare.  In  1619,  Bamabe  Rich  (regarding  whom  see  the  Introduction  to 
"  Twelfth-Night,"  Vol.  ii.  p.  632)  published  a  tract,  which  he  calls  "  The  Irish 
Hubbub,  or  English  Hue  and  Cry,"  which  fortifies  Todd's  opinion,  that  "it  seems 
clearly  to  have  implied  '  the  whoop  is  upf*  the  hue  and  cry  is  making." 
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We'll  make  an  instrument  of  this  :  omit 
Nothing  may  give  us  aid. 

AtU.  J£  they  have  overheard  me  now, — ^why  hanging. 

Cam.  How  now,  good  fellow!  Why  shakest  thou  soP 
Fear  not,  man ;  here's  no  harm  intended  to  thee. 

Aut.  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  sir. 

Ca^.  Why,  be  so  still ;  here's  nobody  will  steal  that  from 
thee :  yet,  for  the  outside  of  thy  poverty,  we  must  make  an 
exchange :  therefore,  disease  thee  instantly,  (thou  must  think 
there's  a  necessity  in't)  and  change  garments  with  this 
gentleman.  Though  the  peimy-worth  on  his  side  be  the 
worst,  yet  hold  thee,  there's  some  boot. 

Aut  I  am  a  poor  fellow,  sir. — [Aside.']  I  know  ye  well 
enough. 

Cam.  Nay,  pr^ythee,  dispatch  :  the  gentleman  is  half  flayed 
already. 

Aut  Axe  you  in  earnest,  sir  P — [Aside.']  I  smell  the  trick 
of  it. 

Ih.  Dispatch,  I  pr'ythee. 

Aut  Indeed,  I  have  had  earnest ;  but  I  cannot  with 
conscience  take  it. 

Cam.  Unbuckle,  imbuckle. — 

[Flo.  and  Autol.  exchange  garments. 

Fortunate  mistress,  (let  my  prophecy 

Come  home  to  you !)  you  must  retire  yourself 

Into  some  covert :  take  your  sweetheart's  hat, 

And  pluck  it  o'er  your  brows  ** ;  muffle  your  face ; 

Dismantle  you,  and  as  you  can,  disliken 

The  truth  of  your  own  seeming,  that  you  may, 

(For  I  do  fear  eyes  ever)  *  to  ship-board 

Get  undescried. 

Per.  I  see,  the  play  so  lies. 

That  I  must  bear  a  part. 

Cam.  No  remedy. — 

Have  you  done  there  P 


*'  And  pluck  it  o'er  tour  brows ;]  Malone  reads  **  thy  brows/'  and  higher  in 
the  page  he  omits  the  indefinite  article. 

»  (For  I  do  fear  eyes  ever)]  The  old  reading  is,  "  For  I  do  fear  eyes  over," 
which  the  MS.  corrector  of  Lord  Ellesmere's  copy  of  the  folio  of  1623  altered  to 
"  For  I  do  fear  eyes  ever:**  the  sense  of  which  is  clear,  and  the  change  inconsidet- 
able.  Howe  added  you  after  '*  over/'  and  in  this  reading  he  has  been  almost 
VBirenally  followed.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  confirms  the  emendation  of  over  to 
"  ever/'  so  that  we  have  two  authorities  for  the  change. 


92  THE  winter's  TALE.         [aCT  IV. 

Flo.  Should  I  now  meet  my  father, 

He  would  not  call  me  son. 

Cam.  Nay,  you  shall  have  no  hat. — 

Come,  lady,  come. — ^Farewell,  my  friend. 

Aut.  Adieu,  sir. 

Flo.  0,  Perdita  !  what  have  we  twain  forgot  ? 
Pray  you,  a  word.  [^Thcy  converse  apart. 

Cam.  What  I  do  next  shall  be  to  tell  the  king 
Of  this  escape,  and  whither  they  are  bound ; 
Wherein,  my  hope  is,  I  shall  so  prevail, 
To  force  him  after  :  in  whose  company 
I  shall  review  Sicilia,  for  whose  sight 
I  have  a  woman's  longing. 

Flo.  Fortune  speed  us  ! — 

Thus  we  set  on,  Gamillo,  to  the  sea-side. 

Cam.  The  swifter  speed,  the  better.    • 

[Exeunt  Florizel,  Perdiia,  and  Camillo. 

Aut.  I  understand  the  business ;  I  hear  it.  To  have  an 
open  ear,  a  quick  eye,  and  a  nimble  hand,  is  necessary  for  a 
cut-purse :  a  good  nose  is  requisite  also,  to  smell  out  work  for 
the  other  senses.  I  see,  this  is  the  time  that  the  unjust  man 
doth  thrive.  What  an  exchange  had  this  been  without 
boot !  what  a  boot  is  here  with  this  exchange  !  Sure,  the 
gods  do  this  year  connive  at  us,  and  we  may  do  any  thing 
extempore.  The  prince  himself  is  about  a  piece  of  iniquity ; 
stealing  away  from  his  father,  with  his  clog  at  his  heels.  If 
I  thought  it  were  a  piece  of  honesty  to  acquaint  the  king 
withal,  I  would  not  do't ' :  I  hold  it  the  more  knavery  to 
conceal  it,  and  therein  am  I  constant  to  my  profession. 

Enter  Cloicn  and  Shepherd. 

Aside,  aside. — ^Ilcre  is  more  mattor  for  a  hot  brain :  every 
lane's  end,  every  shop,  church,  session,  hanging,  yields  a 
careful  man  work. 

Clo.  See,  see,  what  a  man  you  are  now  !  There  is  no  other 
way,  but  to  tell  the  king  she's  a  changeling,  and  none  of  your 
flesh  and  blood. 

Shep.  Nay,  but  hear'me. 

Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  me. 

>  —  I  would  not  do't :]  The  meaning  seems  very  evident,  though  Malone  and 
Steevens  differed  about  it  Autolycus  says,  "  I  would  not  acquaint  the  king  with 
what  I  know,  because  it  would  be  a  piece  of  honesty,  and  inoonsisteat  with  my 
profession :  I  hold  it  the  more  knavery  to  conceal  it." 
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Shep.  Go  to,  then. 

Clo.  She  being  none  of  your  flesh  and  blood,  your  flesh  and 
Uood  has  not  offended  the  king ;  and  so  your  flesh  and  blood 
is  not  to  be  pilnished  by  him.  Show  those  thiags  you  found 
about  her ;  those  secret  things,  all  but  what  she  has  with  her. 
This  being  done,  let  the  law  go  whistle ;  I  warrant  you. 

Shep.  I  will  tell  the  king  all,  every  word,  yea,  and  his 
son's  pranks  too ;  who,  I  may  say,  is  no  honest  man,  neither 
to  his  father,  nor  to  me,  to  go  about  to  make  me  the  king's 
brother-in-law. 

Clo.  Indeed,  brother-in-law  was  the  fiirthest  off  you  coidd 
have  been  to  him ;  and  then  your  blood  had  been  the  dearer, 
by  I  know  how  much  an  ounce. 

AuL  \_Afiide.']  Very  wisely,  puppies  ! 

Shep,  Well,  let  us  to  the  king  :  there  is  that  in  this  fardel 
will  make  him  scratch  his  beard. 

Aut,  \_Asid€,'\  I  know  not  what  impediment  this  complaint 
may  be  to  the  flight  of  my  master. 

Clo.  Pray  heartily  he  be  at  palace. 

Aut.  [u4«iV/^.]  Though  I  am  not  naturally  honest,  I  am 
so  sometimes  by  chance : — let  me  pocket  up  my  pedler's  ex- 
crement*.— [^Takes  off  his  fahe  beard.^  How  now,  rustics! 
whither  are  you  bound  ? 

Shep.  To  the  palace,  an  it  like  your  worship. 

Aut.  Tour  affairs  there?  what?  with  whom?  the  con- 
dition of  that  fardel,  the  place  of  your  dwelling,  your  names, 
your  ages,  of  what  having,  breeding,  and  any  thing  that  is 
fitting  to  be  known,  discover. 

Clo.  We  are  but  plain  fellows,  sir. 

Aut.  A  lie:  you  are  rough  and  hairy.  Let  me  have 
no  lying :  it  becomes  none  but  tradesmen,  and  they  often 
give  us  soldiers  the  lie  ;  but  we  pay  them  for  it  with  stamped 
coin,  not  stabbing  steel :  therefore,  they  do  not  give  us  the  lie. 

Clo.  Your  worship  had  like  to  have  given  us  one,  if  you 
had  not  taken  yourself  with  the  manner. 

Shep.  Are  you  a  courtier,  an't  like  you,  sir  ? 

Aut.  Whether  it  like  me  or  no,  I  am  a  courtier.  Seest 
thou  not  the  air  of  the  court  in  these  enfoldings  ?  hath  not 
my  gait  in  it  the  measure  of  the  court  ?  receives  not  thy  nose 
court-odour  from  me?  reflect  I  not  on  thy  baseness  court- 


s  —  pedler's  excrbment.]  t.  e.  His  beard.    In  **  Love's  Labour's  Lost/'  Vol. 
iL  p.  150,  Annado  calls  his  beard  "  excrement." 
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contempt  ?  Think'st  thou,  for  that  I  insinuate,  or  touze  *  from 
thee  thy  business,  I  am  therefore  no  courtier  ?  I  am  courtier, 
oap-a-pie  ;  and  one  that  will  either  push  on,  or  pluck  back  thy 
business  there :  whereupon,  I  command  thee  to  open  thy  a£Bur. 

Shep.  My  business,  sir,  is  to  the  king. 

Aut.  What  advocate  hast  thou  to  him  p 

Shep.  I  know  not,  an't  like  you. 

Clo.  Advocate's  the  court-word  for  a  pheasant  * :  say,  you 
have  none. 

Sh^p.  None,  sir :  I  have  no  pheasant,  cock,  nor  hen. 

Aut,  How  bless'd  are  we  that  are  not  simple  men ! 
Yet  nature  might  have  made  me  as  these  are, 
Therefore  I'll  not  disdain. 

Clo.  This  cannot  be  but  a  great  courtier. 

Shep,  His  garments  are  rich,  but  he  wears  them  not  hand- 
somely. 

Clo.  He  seems  to  be  the  more  noble  in  being  fantastical :  a 
great  man,  I'll  warrant ;  I  know,  by  the  picking  on's  teeth. 

Aut.  The  fardel  there  ?  what's  i'  the  fardel  ?  Wherefore 
that  box  P 

8liep.  Sir,  there  lies  such  secrets  in  this  femlel,  and  box, 
which  none  must  know  but  the  king;  and  which  he  shall 
know  within  this  hour,  if  I  may  come  to  the  speech  of  him. 

Aut.  Age,  thou  hast  lost  thy  labour. 

Shep.  Why,  sir  P 

Aut.  The  king  is  not  at  the  palace :  he  is  gone  aboard  a 
new  ship  to  purge  melancholy,  and  air  himself :  for,  if  thou 
be'st  capable  of  things  serious,  thou  must  know,  the  king  is 
full  of  grief. 

Shep.  So  'tis  said,  sir ;  about  his  son,  that  should  have  mar- 
ried a  shepherd's  daughter. 

Aut.  If  that  shepherd  be  not  in  hand-fast,  let  him  fly :  the 
curses  he  shall  have,  the  tortures  he  shall  feel  will  break  the 
back  of  man,  the  heart  of  monster. 

Clo.  Think  you  so,  sir  P 

Aut.  Not  he  alone  shall  suffer  what  wit  can  make  heavy, 

^  —  OR  TOUZE  from  thee  thy  business,]  The  first  folio  has  at  least  two  mis- 
prints in  the  two  words,  '<or  touze/'  which  stand  there  at  toaze :  the  second 
folio  corrects  "at''  into  ort  but  leaves  toaze,  sometimes  spelt  toze.  Malone 
quotes  Minsheu  to  show  that  to  touze  is  to  pull  or  tuff,  and  in  this  sense  it  is 
used  in  "  Measure  for  Measure/'  A.  v.  sc.  1, — 

"  We'll  touze  you  joint  by  joint/'  &c. 

»  —  court-word  for  a  pheasant :]  A  pheasant  was  a  very  common  present  from 
country  tenants  to  great  people. 
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and  vengeance  bitter,  but  those  that  are  germane  to  him, 
though  removed  fifty  times,  shall  all  come  under  the  hangman : 
which,  tliough  it  be  great  pity,  yet  it  is  necessary.  An  old 
sheep-whistling  rogue,  a  ram-tender,  to  offer  to  have  his 
daughter  come  into  grace !  Some  say,  he  shall  be  stoned ;  but 
that  death  is  too  soft  for  him,  say  I.  Draw  our  throne  into  a 
sheep-cote !  all  deaths  are  too  few,  the  sharpest  too  easy. 

Clo,  Has  the  old  man  e'er  a  son,  sir,  do  you  hear,  an't  like 
you,  sir  ? 

AuL  He  has  a  son,  who  shall  be  flayed  alive,  then,  'nointed 
over  with  honey,  set  on  the  head  of  a  wasp's  nest ;  then  stand, 
till  he  be  three  quarters  and  a  dram  dead;  then  recovered 
again  with  aqua-vitae,  or  some  other  hot-infusion ;  then,  raw 
as  he  is,  and  in  the  hottest  day  prognostication  proclaims, 
shall  he  be  set  against  a  brick-wall,  the  sun  looking  with  a 
southward  eye  upon  him,  where  he  is  to  behold  him  with  flies 
blown  to  death.  But  what  talk  we  of  these  traitorly  rascals, 
whose  miseries  are  to  be  smiled  at,  their  offences  being  so 
capital?  Tell  me,  (for  you  seem  to  be  honest  plain  men) 
what  you  have  to  the  king?  being  something  gently  con- 
sidered, I'll  bring  you  where  he  is  aboard,  tender  your  persons 
to  his  presence,  whisper  him  in  your  behalfs ;  and,  if  it  be  in 
man,  besides  the  king,  to  effect  your  suits,  here  is  man  shall 
do  it. 

Clo.  He  seems  to  be  of  great  authority:  close  with  him, 
give  him  gold ;  and  though  authority  be  a  stubborn  bear,  yet 
he  is  oft  1^  by  the  nose  with  gold.  Show  the  inside  of  your 
purse  to  the  outside  of  his  hand,  and  no  more  ado.  Remember, 
stoned,  and  flayed  alive ! 

SJiep.  An't  please  you,  sir,  to  undertake  the  business  for 
us,  here  is  that  gold  I  have :  I'll  make  it  as  much  more,  and 
leave  this  young  man  in  pawn,  till  I  bring  it  you. 

AuL  After  I  have  done  what  I  have  promised  P 

8hep,  Ay,  sir. 

Aut,  Well,  give  me  the  moiety. — ^Are  you  a  party  in  this 
business? 

Clo.  In  some  sort,  sir :  but  though  my  case  •  be  a  pitiful  one, 
I  hope  I  shall  not  be  flayed  out  of  it. 

Aut.  0  !  that's  the  case  of  the  shepherd's  son.  Hang  him, 
he'll  be  made  an  example. 

Clo,  Comfort,  good  comfort !     We  must  to  the  king,  and 

•  »  though  my  cabs]     '*  Case ''  is  also  thin :  so  used  repeatedly. 
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show  our  strange  sights :  he  must  know,  'tis  none  of  your 
daughter  nor  my  sister ;  we  are  gone  else. — Sir,  I  will  give 
you  as  much  as  this  old  man  does,  when  the  business  is  per- 
formed ;  and  remain,  as  he  says,  your  pawn,  till  it  be  brought 
you. 

AuL  I  will  trust  you.  Walk  before  toward  the  sea-side  ; 
go  on  the  right  hand :  I  will  but  look  upon  the  hedge,  and 
follow  you- 

Clo.  We  are  blessed  in  this  man,  as  I  may  say;  even 
blessed. 

Shep.  Let's  before,  as  he  bids  us.  He  was  provided  to  do 
us  good.  [^Exeunt  Shepherd  and  Chtcn, 

Aut,  If  I  had  a  mind  to  be  honest,  I  see,  fortune  woidd 
not  suffer  me  :  she  drops  booties  in  my  mouth.  I  am  courted 
now  with  a  double  occasion — gold,  and  a  means  to  do  the 
prince  my  master  good;  which,  who  knows  how  that  may 
turn  luck  to  my  advancement '  P  I  will  bring  these  two  moles, 
these  blind  ones,  aboard  him:  if  he  think  it  fit  to  shore 
them  again,  and  that  the  complaint  they  have  to  the  king 
concerns  him  nothing,  let  him  call  me  rogue  for  being  so 
far  officious ;  for  I  am  proof  against  that  title,  and  what  shame 
else  belongs  to't.  To  him  will  I  present  them :  there  may  be 
matter  in  it.  [Ilxit. 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

Sicilia.     A  Room  in  the  Palace  of  Leontes. 
JSnter  Leontes,  Cleombnes,  Dion,  Paulina,  and  Others, 

Cleo.  Sir,  you  have  done  enough,  and  have  perform'd 
A  saint-like  sorrow :  no  fault  could  you  make, 
Which  you  have  not  redeem'd ;  indeed,  paid  down 
More  penitence  than  done  trespass.     At  the  last, 
Do,  as  the  heavens  have  done,  forget  your  evil ; 

'  —  who  knows  how  that  may  turn  luck  to  my  advancement  ?]  All  editors 
have  been  in  the  habit  of  repeating  and  reprinting  nonsense  here.  To  tarn  '*  luck" 
ia  a  very  common  and  intelligible  expression,  and  Autolycus  uses  it,  according  to 
the  corr.  fo.  1632;  but  the  text  has  invariably  been  that  of  the  old  copies,  **  who 
knows  how  that  may  turn  back  to  my  advancement?"  There  is  no  meaning  in 
turning  "  bad  to  my  advancement,"  whatever  efforts  may  be  made  to  extract 
one,  and  back  for  "  lock  "  was  a  very  likely  misprint. 
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With  them,  forgive  yourself. 

Leon.  Whilst  I  remember 

Her,  and  her  virtues,  I  cannot  forget 
My  blemishes  in  them,  and  so  still  think  of 
The  wrong  I  did  myself;  which  was  so  much, 
That  heirless  it  hath  made  my  kingdom,  and 
Destroyed  the  sweet'st  companion  that  e'er  man 
Bred  his  hopes  out  of:  true ". 

Paul,  Too  true,  my  lord : 

If  one  by  one  you  wedded  all  the  world. 
Or  from  the  all  that  are  took  something  good, 
To  make  a  perfect  woman,  she  you  kill'd 
Woidd  be  unparaUel'd. 

Leon.  I  think  so.     Killed! 

She  I  killed  ?  I  did  so ;  but  thou  strik'st  me 
Sorely,  to  say  I  did :  it  is  as  bitter 
Upon  thy  tongue,  as  in  my  thought.     Now,  good  now, 
Say  so  but  seldom. 

Cleo.  Not  at  all,  good  lady : 

You  might  have  spoken  a  thousand  things  that  would 
Have  done  the  time  more  benefit,  and  grac'd 
Your  kindness  better. 

Paul.  You  are  one  of  those, 

Would  have  him  wed  again. 

Dion.  K  you  woidd  not  so. 

You  pity  not  the  state,  nor  the  remembrance 
Of  his  most  sovereign  name  * ;  consider  little. 
What  dangers,  by  his  highness'  fail  of  issue, 
May  drop  upon  his  kingdom,  and  devour 
Incertain  lookers-on.     What  were  more  holy. 
Than  to  rejoice  the  former  queen  is  well  ? 

'  Bred  his  hopes  out  of:  true.]  We  restore  here  the  reading  of  the  old 
editions.  Leontes,  in  grief  and  remorse,  states  a  fact,  and  adds  mournfullj 
*'  true ;"  to  which  Paulina  naturally  subjoins  that  it  is  "  too  true."  Nearly  all 
editors,  from  the  time  of  Theobald  to  our  own  day,  have  disturbed  the  authentic 
text,  and  have  made  Paulina  say,  *'  True,  tod  true,  my  lord,"  to  which  there  might 
be  little  objection,  if  it  had  been  what  Shakespeare  probably  wrote.  The  word 
**true,"  printed,  as  it  is,  without  a  capital  in  the  folio,  1623,  could  hardly  have 
found  its  way  into  the  preceding  line  by  a  mere  error  of  the  press. 

'  Of  his  most  sovereign  name  ;]  Several  modem  editions,  in  opposition  to  all 
Uie  old  copies,  have  dame  instead  of  '<  name  ;*'  as  if  the  reference  were  to  Hermione, 
and  not  the  preservation  of  the  name  of  Leontes,  by  marrying  again,  and  having 
issue  to  succeed  to  the  throne.  Not  the  slightest  notice  is  taken  of  this  important 
and  injurious  change;  and  in  the  folios  "  name  "  is  printed  with  a  capital  letter, 
almost  as  if  to  avoid  the  possibility  of  error. 

VOL.  ni,  .  H 
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What  hoKer  than,  for  royalty's  repair, 
For  present  comfort,  and  for  future  good, 
To  bless  the  bed  of  majesty  again 
With  a  sweet  fellow  to't  P 

Paul.  There  is  none  worthy, 

Respecting  her  that's  gone.    Besides,  ilie  gods 
Will  have  fufill'd  their  secret  purposes ; 
For  has  not  the  divine  Apollo  said, 
Is't  not  the  tenour  of  his  oracle. 
That  king  Leontes  shall  not  have  an  heir, 
Till  his  lost  child  be  found  P  which,  that  it  shall. 
Is  all  as  monstrous  to  our  himian  reason, 
As  my  Antigonus  to  break  his  grave. 
And  come  again  to  me ;  who,  on  my  life. 
Did  perish  with  the  infant.     'Tis  your  coimsel, 
My  lord  should  to  the  heavens  be  contrary. 
Oppose  against  their  wills. — Care  not  for  issue ; 
The  crown  will  find  an  heir :  Great  Alexander 
Left  his  to  the  worthiest^  so  his  successor 
Was  like  to  be  the  best. 

Leon.  Good  Paulina, — 

Who  hast  the  memory  of  Hermione, 
I  know,  in  honour, — O,  that  ever  I 
Had  squar'd  me  to  thy  counsel ! — then,  even  now, 
I  might  have  look'd  upon  my  queen's  full  eyes, 
Have  taken  treasure  from  her  Ups,— 

Paul  And  left  t^em 

More  rich  fop  what  they  yielded. 

Leon.  Thou  speak'st  truth. 

No  more  such  wives ;  therefore,  no  wife :  one  worse, 
And  better  us'd,  woidd  make  her  sainted  spirit 
Again  possess  her  corpse ;  and,  on  this  stage, 
(Where  we  offenders  now  appear)  soid-vex'd, 
Begin,  "  And  why  to  me  *•  P" 


'*  Begio,  "  And  why  to  me  ?  "]    The  old  copies  give  this  psssige  thus : — 

"  and  on  this  stage 

(Where  we  offenders  now  appear)  sool-vflix'd, 
And  begin,  why  to  me ?" 

It  has  been  the  sonroe  of  much  conflict  and  oonjectoie,  in  wfaidi  Heath,  Mason, 
Henley,  Malone,  and  Boswell  took  different  sides ;  but  all  that  seems  necessary 
is  to  transpose  the  words  "And  begin,"  and  then  the  sense  is  dear.  **And 
why  to  me?"  means  "And  why  sach  treatment  to  me,  who  deserved  so  much 
better,  than  one  worse  and  better  used  ? "  Steerens  made  tiie  JMUdoas  transpo- 
sition. 
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Paul.  Had  she  such  power, 

She  had  just  cause  \ 

Lean.  She  had ;  and  would  incense  me 

To  murder  her  I  married. 

Paul.  I  should  so : 

Were  I  the  ghost  that  walked,  I'd  bid  you  mark 
Her  eye,  and  tell  me  for  what  dull  part  in't 
You  chose  her  P  then  I'd  shriek,  that  even  your  ears 
Should  rift  to  hear  me,  and  the  words  that  followed 
Should  be,  "  Remember  mine." 

Leon.  Stars,  stars ! 

And  all  eyes  else  dead  coals. — ^Fear  thou  no  wife ; 
I'll  have  no  wife,  I^auHna. 

Paul.  Will  you  swear 

Never  to  marry,  but  by  my  .free  leave  ? 

Leon.  Never,  Paulina ;  so  be  bless'd  my  spirit ! 

Paul.  Then,  good  my  lords,  bear  witness  to  his  oath. 

Cleo.  You  tempt  him  over-much. 

Paul.  Unless  another. 

As  like  Hermione  as  is  her  picture, 
Affix>nt  his  eye. 

Cleo.  Good  madam, — ^I  have  done  *. 

Paul.  Yet,  if  my  lord  will  marry, — ^if  you  will,  air. 
No  remedy,  but  you  will — give  me  the  office 
To  choose  you  a  queen.     She  shall  not  be  so  young 
As  was  your  former ;  but  she  shall  be  such 
As,  walk'd  your  first  queen's  ghost,  it  should  take  joy 
'To  see  her  in  your  arms. 

Leon.  My  true  Paulina, 

We  shall  not  marry,  till  thou  bidd'st  us. 

Paul.  That 

Shall  be  when  your  first  queen's  again  in  breath : 
Never  till  then. 

1  Sbe  had  jott  oniM.]  The  two  oldest  editions  insert  tueh  after  **  just/'  which 
it  prejudicial  to  the  sense  and  to  the  metre :  the  correction  was  made  in  the  third 
Ibiio.  We  had  another  laudable  emendation  from  the  same  impression  (which 
often  merits  consultation)  on  p.  90. 

>  Good  madam, — I  have  done.]  Steerens  proposed  to  transfer  **  I  have  done  " 
to  FanHna,  who  has  any  thing  but  concluded.  Malone  adopted  the  change,  which 
seems  on  e?erj  ground  objectionable.  Cleomenes  endeavours  to  interpose,  hut 
finding  it  T«in,  he  gives  over  the  attempt  with  **  I  have  done,"  and  then  Paulina 
omtmues.  Her  expression  just  above  of  "  affront  his  eye/'  for  "  come  before  his 
eye/'  requires  no  explanation ;  **  affront  *'  was  constantly  used  in  this  manner  by 
th.  the  writen  of  Shakespeare's  day. 

h2 
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JSnter  a  Gentleman  *. 

Gent.  One  that  gives  out  himself  prince  Florizel, 
Son  of  Polixenes,  with  his  princess,  (she 
The  fairest  I  have  yet  beheld)  desires  access 
To  your  high  presence. 

Lean.  What  with  him  P  he  comes  not 

Like  to  his  father's  greatness :  his  approach^ 
So  out  of  circumstance  and  sudden,  tells  us 
'Tis  not  a  visitation  fram'd,  but  forc'd 
By  need  and  accident.     What  train  P 

Getit.  But  few, 

And  those  but  mean. 

Lean.  His  princess,  say  you,  with  him  P 

Gent.  Ay ;  the  most  peerless  piece  of  earth,  I  think. 
That  e'er  the  sun  shone  bright  on. 

Paul.  0  Hermione  I 

As  every  present  time  doth  boast  itself 
Above  a  better,  gone,  so  must  thy  grace  * 
Give  way  to  what's  seen  now. — Sir,  you  yourself 
Have  said  and  writ  so,  but  your  writing  now 
Is  colder  than  that  theme— She  had  not  been, 
Nor  was  not  to  be  equalled ; — ^thus  your  verse 
Flow'd  with  her  beauty  once  :  'tis  shrewdly  ebb'd. 
To  say  you  have  seen  a  better. 

Gent.  Pardon,  madam : 

The  one  I  have  almost  forgot,  (your  pardon) 
The  other,  when  she  has  obtain'd  your  eye. 
Will  have  your  tongue  too.     This  is  a  creature, 
Would  she  begin  a  sect,  might  quench  the  zeal 
Of  all  professors  else,  make  proselytes 
Of  whom  she  but  bid  follow*. 

*  Enter  a  Gentleman.]  In  the  old  copies,  the  stage-direction  is,  "Enter  a 
Servant;"  but  it  is  obvious  from  what  he  says,  and  is  said  to  him,  that  he  is 
above  the  rank  of  *'  a  servant."  In  the  corr.  fo.  1632  a  singular,  and  perhaps  un- 
precedented, title  is  given  to  him,  in  the  words  "  Enter  a  StrvanUpoet"  as  if  he 
were  a  poet  retained  in  the  service  and  pay  of  Leontes :  such,  indeed,  appears  to 
have  been  his  capacity. 

*  —  so  must  thy  oracb]  The  MS.  corrector  of  Lord  Ellesmere's  folio,  1623, 
has  altered  "  grave  "  to  yrace^  which  seems  the  true  reading,  although  Edwards 
says,  "Thy  grove  here  means  thy  beauties,  which  are  buried  in  the  grave  :  the 
continent  for  the  contents."  "  Grace  "  is  synonymous  with  beauty ^  as  could  easily 
be  shown  by  a  hundred  instances.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  introduces  no  change  here, 
where  it  certainly  seems  required. 

*  Of  whom  she  but  bio  follow.]  In  our  former  edition  *'  bid"  is  misprinted  did, 
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Paul.  How  1  not  women  P 

Gent.  Women  will  love  her,  that  she  is  a  woman 
More  worth  than  any  man ;  men,  that  she  is 
The  rarest  of  all  women. 

Lean.  Go,  Cleomenes ; 

Yourself,  assisted  with  your  honoured  friends, 
Bring  them  to  our  embracement. — Still  'tis.strange, 

[^Exeunt  Cleomenes,  Lords,  and  Gentleman. 
He  thus  should  steal  upon  us. 

Paul.  Had  our  Prince, 

(Jewel  of  children)  seen  this  hour,  he  had  pair'd 
Well  with  this  lord :  there  was  not  full  a  month 
Between  their  births. 

Leon.  Pr'ythee,  no  more :  cease !  thou  know'st, 
He  dies  to  me  again,  when  talk'd  of:  sure. 
When  I  shall  see  this  gentleman,  thy  speeches 
Will  bring  me  to  consider  that,  which  may 
Unfumish  me  of  reason.— They  are  come.— 

Re-enter  Cleomenes,  with  Florizel,  Perdita,  and  Others. 

Tour  mother  was  most  trufe  to  wedlock,  prince, 
For  she  did  print  your  royal  father  off. 
Conceiving  you-     Were  I  but  twenty-one, 
Tour  father's  image  is  so  hit  in  you. 
His  very  air,  that  I  should  call  you  brother. 
As  I  did  him ;  and  speak  of  something,  wildly 
By  us  performed  before.     Most  dearly  welcome ! 
And  your  fair  princess  *,  goddess ! — 0,  alas ! 
I  lost  a  couple,  that  'twixt  heaven  and  earth 
Might  thus  have  stood,  begetting  wonder  as 
Tou,  gracious  couple,  do.     And  then  I  lost 
(All  mine  own  folly)  the  society. 
Amity  too,  of  your  brave  father ;  whom. 
Though  bearing  misery,  I  desire  my  life 
Once  more  to  look  on  him. 

Flo.  By  his  command 

Have  I  here  touch'd  Sicilia ;  and  from  him 

and  we  thank  Mr.  Singer  for  pointing  out  the  error,  though  we  were  not  guilty  of 
his  bad  grammar.  We  have  elsewhere  (rol.  ii.  p.  480)  shown  that  he  (of  course 
accidentally)  has  omitted  a  speech  found  in  every  old  copy. 

•  And  YOUR  lair  princess,]    Malone»  Shakespeare  by  Boswell,  reads  "  And  yon 
ftSat  prinofiMb" 
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Give  you  all  greetings,  that  a  king,  as  friend', 

Can  send  his  brother :  and,  but  infirmity 

(Which  waits  upon  worn  times)  hath  something  seiz'd 

His  wish'd  ability,  he  had  himself 

The  lands  and  waters  'twixt  your  throne  and  his 

Measured  to  look  ujMn  you,  whom  he  loves 

(He  bade  me  say  fio)  more  than  all  the  sceptres, 

And  those  that  bear  them,  living. 

Lean.  0,  my  brother ! 

Good  gentleman,  the  wrongs  I  have  done  thee  stir 
Afresh  within  me ;  and  these  thy  offices, 
So  rarely  kind,  are  as  interpreters 
Of  my  behind-hand  slackness. — Welcome  hither. 
As  is  the  spring  to  th'  earth.    And  hath  he,  too, 
Expos'd  this  paragon  to  the  fearM  usage 
(At  least  ungentle)  of  the  dreadful  Neptune, 
To  greet  a  man  not  worth  her  pains,  muoh  less 
Th'  adventure  of  her  person  ? 

Flo.  Good  my  lord. 

She  came  &om  Libya. 

Leon.  Where  the  warlike  Smalus, 

That  noble,  honoured  lord,  is  fear'd,  and  lov'd  ? 

Flo.  Most  royal  sir,  from  thence ;  from  him,  whose  daughter 
His  tears  proclaim'd  his,  parting  with  her :  thence 
(A  prosperous  south-wind  friendly)  we  have  oross'd. 
To  execute  the  charge  my  father  gave  me. 
For  visiting  your  highness.     My  best  train 
I  have  from  your  Sicilian  shores  dismissed, 
Who  for  Bohemia  bend,  to  signify. 
Not  only  my  success  in  Libya,  sir. 
But  my  arrival,  and  my  wife's,  in  safety 
Here,  where  we  are. 

Leon.  The  blessed  gods 

Purge  all  infection  from  our  air,  whilst  you 
Do  climate  here !     You  have  a  holy  father ', 

'  —  that  a  king,  as  fiiend,]  The  old  folios  read  *«  at  friend  ;*'  but  Lord  EUes- 
mere's  copy  is  corrected  in  MS.  to  "  at  friend,"  which  was  a  Terj  easj  miaprint: 
otherwise  we  might  have  been  disposed  to  read  **  a  king  and  friend." 

•  You  have  a  holy  father,]  "  Holy  "  is  the  word  in  all  editions,  and  it  may 
not  improperly  be  applied  by  Leontes  to  Polizenes,  atthough  noble,  the  epithet  in 
the  corr.  fo.  1632,  may  appear  somewhat  better  adapted  to  the  person  spoken  of. 
We  cannot  venture,  however,  to  displace  "  holy,"  although  the  German  editor 
rapports  noble  by  rendering  the  passage  euer  edler  Vater.  The  same  change  b 
made  in  "The  Tempest,"  A.  v.  sc.  1,  but  under  different  circumstances. 
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A  graceful  gentleman,  against  whose  peison. 
So  sacred  as  it  is,  I  have  done  sin ; 
For  which  the  heavenSy  taking  angry  note, 
Have  left  me  issueless ;  and  your  fsither's  bless'd, 
(As  he  from  heaven  merits  it)  with  you, 
Worthy  his  goodness.     What  might  I  have  been, 
Might  I  a  son  and  daughter  now  have  look'd  on, 
Such  goodly  things  as  you ! 

Enter  a  Lard. 

Lord.  Most  noble  sir. 

That  which  I  shall  report  will  bear  no  credit. 
Were  not  the  proof  so  nigh.     Please  you,  great  sir, 
Bohemia  greets  you  from  himself  by  me ; 
Desires  you  to  attach  his  son,  who  has 
(His  dignity  and  duty  both  cast  off) 
Fled  from  his  father,  from  his  hopes,  and  with 
A  shepherd's  daughter. 

Leon.  Where's  Bohemia  ?  speak. 

Lord.  Here  in  your  city  * ;  I  now  came  from  him : 
I  speak  amazedly,  and  it  becomes 
My  marvel,  and  my  message.     To  your  court 
Whiles  he  was  hastening  (in  the  chase,  it  seems, 
Of  this  fair  couple)  meets  he  on  the  way 
The  father  of  this  seeming  lady,  and 
Her  brother,  having  both  their  coimtry  qidtted 
With  this  young  prince. 

Flo.  Camillo  has  betray'd  me. 

Whose  honour,  and  whose  honesty,  till  now, 
Endur'd  all  weathers. 

Lord.  Lay't  so  to  his  charge : 

He's  with  the  king  your  father. 

Leon.  Whop  CamiUo? 

Lord.  Camillo,  sir :  I  spake  with  him,  who  now 
Has  these  poor  men  in  question.     Never  saw  I 
Wretches  so  quake :  they  kneel,  they  kiss  the  earth. 
Forswear  themselves  as  often  as  they  speak : 
Bohemia  stops  his  ears,  and  threatens  them 
With  divers  deaths  in  death. 

Per.  0,  my  poor  father ! — 

•  Hcr«  in  your  city ;]  Malone,  and  various  others  after  him,  read  "  in  the  dty," 
oontrary  to  all  authority. 
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The  heaven  jsets  spies  upon  us,  will  not  have 
Our  contract  celebrated. 

Leon.  You  are  married  P 

Flo.  We  are  not,  sir,  nor  are  we  like  to  be ; 
The  stars,  I  see,  will  kiss  the  valleys  first : 
The  odds  for  high  and  low's  alike. 

Leon.  My  lord, 

Is  this  the  daughter  of  a  king  P 

Flo.  She  is, 

When  once  she  is  my  wife. 

Leon.  That  once,  I  see,  by  your  good  father's  speed, 
Will  come  on  very  slowly.     I  am  sorry, 
Most  sorry,  you  have  broken  from  his  liking, 
Where  you  were  tied  in  duty ;  and  as  sorry. 
Your  choice  is  not  so  rich  in  worth  as  beauty. 
That  you  might  well  enjoy  her. 

Flo.  Dear,  look  up : 

Though  fortune,  visible  an  enemy. 
Should  chase  us  with  my  father,  power  no  jot 
Hath  she  to  change  our  loves. — ^Beseech  you,  sir, 
Bemember  since  you  ow'd  no  more  to  time 
Than  I  do  now ;  with  thought  of  such  affections. 
Step  forth  mine  advocate :  at  your  request. 
My  father  will  grant  precious  things  as  trifles. 

Leon.  Would  he  do  so,  I'd  beg  your  precious  mistress. 
Which  he  counts  but  a  trifle. 

Paul.  Sir,  my  liege. 

Your  eye  hath  too  much  youth  in't :  not  a  month 
'Fore  your  queen  died,  she  was  more  worth  such  gazes 
Than  what  you  look  on  now. 

Leon.  I  thought  of  her. 

Even  in  these  looks  I  made. — ^But  your  petition 

\To  Florizel. 
Is  yet  unanswer'd.     I  will  to  your  father : 
Your  honour  not  o'erthrown  by  your  desires, 
I  am  a  friend  to  them,  and  you ;  upon  .which  errand 
I  now  go  toward  him.     Therefore,  follow  me. 
And  mark  what  way  I  make. — Come,  good  my  lord. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE  11. 

The  Same.    Before  the  Palace. 

Ent^  AuTOLYCirs  and  a  Gentleman. 

Aut  Beseech  you,  sir,  were  you  present  at  this  relation  P 
1  Oent.  I  was  by  at  the  opening  of  the  fardel,  heard  the 
old  shepherd  deliver  the  manner  how  he  found  it :  whereupon, 
after  a  little  amazedness,  we  were  all  commanded  out  of  the 
chamber ;  only  this,  methought  I  heard  the  shepherd  say,  he 
found  the  child. 

Aut.  I  would  most  gladly  know  the  issue  of  it. 

1  Gent.  I  make  a  broken  delivery  of  the  business ;  but  the 
changes  I  perceived  in  the  king,  and  Camillo,  were  very  notes 
of  admiration:  they  seemed  almost,  with  staring  on  one 
another,  to  tear  the  cases  of  their  eyes ;  there  was  speech  in 
their  dumbness,  language  in  their  very  gesture ;  they  looked, 
as  they  had  heard  of  a  world  ransomed,  or  one  destroyed.  A 
notable  passion  of  wonder  appeared  in  them ;  but  the  wisest 
beholder,  that  knew  no  more  but  seeing,  could  not  say,  if  the 
importance  were  joy,  or  sorrow  \  but  in  the  extremi^  of  the 
one  it  must  needs  be. 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  a  gentleman,  that,  haply,  knows  more.  The  news, 
EogeroP 

2  Gent.  Nothing  but  bonfires.  The  oracle  is  fulfilled ;  the 
king's  daughter  is  found :  such  a  deal  of  wonder  is  broken 
out  within  this  hour,  that  ballad-makers  cannot  be  able  to 
express  it. 

Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

Here  comes  the  lady  Paulina's  steward :  he  can  deliver  you 
more. — ^How  goes  it  now,  sir  P  this  news,  which  is  called  true, 
is  so  like  an  old  tale,  that  the  verity  of  it  is  in  strong  sus- 
picion.    Has  the  king  found  his  heir  P 

'  —  if  the  IMPORTANCB  were  joy  or  sorrow,]  Malone  says  that  "  importance  " 
here  means  merely  import ;  hut  the  word  is  rather  to  he  taken  in  its  etymological 
sense,  from  the  Fr.  emporter.     Spenser  uses  *' important "  in  a  kindred  manner: 

"  He  fiercely  at  him  flew, 

And  with  important  outrage  him  assail'd." 
The  meaning  of  the  text  seems  to  be,  that  a  mere  beholder  could  not  have  said 
whether  they  were  carried  away  by  joy  or  sorrow. 
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3  Oent  Most  true,  if  ever  truth  were  pregnant  by  circum- 
stance :  that  which  you  hear,  you'll  swear  you  see,  there  is 
such  unity  in  the  proofs.  The  mantle  of  queen  Hermione ; — 
her  jewel  about  the  neck  of  it; — ^the  letters  of  Antigonus 
found  with  it,  which  they  know  to  be  his  character; — ^the 
majesty  of  the  creature  in  resemblance  of  the  mother ; — ^the 
a£Eectiaa  of  nobleness,  which  nature  shows  above  her  breeding, 
and  many  other  evidences  proclaim  her  with  all  certainty  to 
be  the  kmg's  daughter.  Did  you  see  the  meeting  of  the  two 
kings  P 

2  Gent.  No. 

3  Oent.  Then  you  have  lost  a  sight,  which  was  to  be  seen^ 
cannot  be  spoken  of.  There  might  you  have  beheld  one  joy 
crown  another;  so,  and  in  such  manner,  that,  it  seemed, 
sorrow  wept  to  take  leave  of  them,  for  their  joy  waded  in 
tears.  There  was  casting  up  of  eyes,  holding  up  of  hands, 
with  countenance  of  such  distraction,  that  they  were  to  be 
known  by  garment,  not  by  fiavour '.  Our  king,  being  ready 
to  leap  out  of  himself  for  joy  of  his  found  daughter,  as  if  that 
joy  were  now  become  a  loss,  cries,  ''  0,  thy  mother,  thy  mo- 
ther!" then  asks  Bohemia  forgiveness;  then  embraces  his 
flon-in-law ;  then  again  worries  he  his  daughter  with  clipping 
her':  now  he  thanks  the  old  shepherd,  which  stands  by 
like  a  weather-beaten  conduit*  of  many  king's  reigns.  I 
never  heard  of  such  another  encounter,  which  lames  report 
to  follow  it,  and  imdoes  description  to  show  it '. 

2  CrenL  What,  pray  you,  became  of  Antigonus,  that  carried 
hence  the  child  P 

8  Oent.  Like  an  old  tale  still,  which  will  have  matter  to 
rehearse,  though  credit  be  asleep,  and  not  an  ear  open.  He 
was  torn  to  pieces  with  a  bear :  this  avouches  the  shepherd's 
son,  who  has  not  only  his  innocence  (which  seems  much)  to 

'  —  fitTonr.]  t.  f.  By  fiuw  or  feature  <>olteii  employMl  in  tihis  seme. 

'  —  with  CLIPPING  her :]  t.  e.  Embracing  her.    A  word  in  voy  constant  ate. 

*  —  like  a  weather-BiATEN  conduit]  It  if  weather>6t7/ai  in  the  two  earliest 
folios,  and  changed  to  **  weather-beaten  "  in  the  folio,  16G4 :  it  is  also  amended  to 
"  weather-beaten  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1032,  which  tndooes  ns  to  change  an  epithet 
we  formerly  presenred. 

*  —  and  undoes  description  to  show  it.]  The  old  compositor  blundered 
between  do,  which  he  printed,  and  ''  show  "  whidi  must  have  stood  in  the  MS. 
under  his  eyes :  the  word  "  undoes,"  just  before,  probably  added  to  his  confusion, 
and  the  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  erased  do  and  placed  "  show "  in  his 
margin :  the  last  is,  in  all  probability,  right.  This  small  emendation  renders  it 
quite  needless  to  suppose  words  omitted,  or  understood.  Die  tie  xeiehnen  wiU  k 
the  Grerman  translation. 


SCENE  n.]  THE  WINTER'S  TALE.  107 

justify  him,  but  a  handkerchief  and  rings  of  his  that  Paulina 
knows. 

1  Gent.  What  became  of  his  bark,  and  his  followers  P 

8  Oent  Wrecked,  the  same  instant  of  their  master's  death, 
and  in  the  view  of  the  shepherd  ;  so  that  all  the  instruments, 
which  aided  to  expose  the  child,  were  even  then  lost,  when  it 
was  found.  But,  0,  the  noble  combat  that,  'twixt  joy  and 
sorrow  was  fought  in  Paulina !  She  had  one  eye  decUned 
for  the  loss  of  her  husband,  another  eleyated  that  the  oracle 
was  fulfilled :  she  lifted  the  princess  from  the  earth,  and  so 
locks  her  in  embracing,  as  if  she  would  pin  her  to  her  heart, 
that  she  might  no  more  be  in  danger  of  losing  her '. 

1  Otnt.  The  dignity  of  this  act  was  worth  the  audience  of 
kings  and  princes,  for  by  such  was  it  acted. 

3  Oent  One  of  the  prettiest  touches  of  all,  and  that  which 
angled  tor  mine  eyes  (caught  the  water,  though  not  the  fish) 
was,  when  at  the  relation  of  the  queen's  death,  (with  the 
manner  how  she  came  to't,  heayily  confessed,  and  lamented 
by  the  king')  how  attentiveness  woimded  his  daughter; 
tOl,  from  one  sign  of  dolour  to  another,  she  did,  with  an  alas ! 
I  would  fain  say,  bleed  tears,  for,  I  am  sure,  my  heart  wept 
blood.  Who  was  most  marble  there  changed  colour ;  some 
swooned*,  all  sorrowed ;  if  all  the  world  could  have  seen  it,  the 
woe  had  been  universal  •. 

1  Oent.  Are  they  returned  to  the  court  P 

3  Oent  No :  the  princess  hearing  of  her  mother's  statue, 
which  is  in  the  keeping  of  Paulina, — a  piece  many  years  in 
doing,  and  now  newly  performed  by  that  rare  Italian  master, 
Julio  Romano  ** ;  who,  had  he  himself  eternity  and  could  put 

'  —  ihe  migbt  no  more  be  in  danger  of  losing  hbr.]  ''  Her  **  is  from  the  con. 
fo.  16%,  and  is  absolntely  necessary  to  the  completion  of  the  sentence:  it  bad  no 
doabt  escaped  at  the  end  of  the  speech. 

'  —  HEAVILY  confessed,  and  lamented  by  the  king)]  According  to  the  old 
editions,  the  King  brav9fy  confessed  and  lamented  the  manner  of  the  death  of 
Hermione.  May  we  not  be  sure  that  the  word  bravely  was  a  misprint,  and  that 
the  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  was  well  warranted  when  be  dianged  bravely 
to  "  heavily  ?"  the  two  words  were  easily  confounded. 

*  —  some  BWOONBD,]  It  is  twounded  in  the  folio,  1623,  a  form  which,  strange 
to  say,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  would  presenre. 

'  —  the  woe  had  been  universal.]  It  may  deserve  a  note  that  the  whole  of  this 
description,  from  **  did  you  see  the  meeting  of  the  two  kings,"  is  struck  out  in  the 
oorr.  fo.  1632.  as  if  not  formerly  acted. 

>*  —  a  piece  many  years  in  doing,  and  now  newly  performed  by  that  rare  Italian 
master,  Julio  Romano ;]  Perhaps  we  are  to  take  **  performed  "  in  the  sense  of  com- 
pleted or  finished ;  but  it  may,  possibly,  only  mean  that  he  had  painted  the  statue 
which  another  had  carved.  In  the.time  of  Shakespeare  *'  picture''  and  *'  statue"  were 
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breatli  into  his  work,  would  beguile  nature  of  her  custoniy  so 
perfectly  he'  is  her  ape  :  he  so  near  to  Hermione  hath  done 
Hermione,  that,  they  say,  one  would  speak  to  her,  and  stand 
in  hope  of  answer ; — ^thither,  with  all  greediness  of  affection, 
are  they  gone,  and  there  they  intend  to  sup. 

2  Oent.  I  thought,  she  had  some  great  matter  there  in 
hand,  for  she  hath  privately,  twice  or  thrice  a  day,  ever  since 
the  death  of  Hermione,  visited  that  removed  house.  Shall 
we  thither,  and  with  our  company  piece  the  rejoicing  P 

1  Oent.  Who  would  be  thence,  that  has  the  benefit  of 
access  P  every  wink  of  an  eye,  some  new  grace  will  be  bom : 
our  absence  makes  us  unthrifty  to  our  knowledge.  Let's 
along.  [Exeunt  Oentlemen, 

Aut.  Now,  had  I  not  the  dash  of  my  former  life  in  me, 
would  preferment  drop  on  my  head.  I  brought  the  old  man 
and  his  son  aboard  the  prince  ;  told  him  I  heard  them  talk 
of  a  fardel,  and  I  know  not  what ;  but  he  at  that  time,  over- 
fond  of  the  shepherd's  daughter,  (so  he  then  took  her  to  be) 
who  began  to  be  much  sea-sick,,  and  himself  little  better, 
extremity  of  weather  continuing,  this  mystery  remained  un- 
discovered. But  'tis  all  one  to  me ;  for  had  I  been  the  finder 
out  of  this  secret,  it  would  not  have  relished  among  my  other 
discredits. 

Enter  Shepherd  and  Cloum  in  new  appareV. 

Here  come  those  I  have  done  good  to  against  my  will,  and 
already  appearing  in  the  blossoms  of  their  fortune. 

Shep.  Come  boy :  I  am  past  more  children,  but  thy  sons 
and  daughters  will  be  all  gentlemen  bom. 

Clo,  You  are  well  met,  sir.  You  denied  to  fight  with  me 
this  other  day,  because  I  was  no  gentleman  bom :  see  you 
these  clothes  P  say,  you  see  them  not,  and  think  me  still  no 
gentleman  bom:  you  were  best  say,  these  robes  are  not 
gentlemen  bom.  Give  me  the  lie,  do,  and  try  whether  I  am 
not  now  a  gentleman  bom. 

Aut.  I  know,  you  are  now,  sir,  a  gentleman  bom. 

used  almost  sjmonymoualy ;  and  not  mmatnrally  when,  according  to  a  very  apposite 
passage  quoted  by  Toilet  from  Ben  Jonson's  **  Magnetic  Lady/'  statues,  especially 
in  the  city  of  London,  were  so  often  painted.  Shakespeare  was  writing  for  a 
London  audience,  and  it  was  obviously  necessary  for  his  purpose  that  the  statue  of 
Hermione  should  be  coloured  after  the  life.  In  what  is  called  "  the  statue  scene," 
Paulina  pretends  that  the  paint  upon  the  lip  of  the  Queen  was  still  wet. 

'  —  in  new  appareL]     This  descriptive  addition  to  the  old  stage-direction  is 
from  the  ooiT.  fo.  1632,  and  though  not  neoeaiaiy  may  be  ooniidered  pertinent. 
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Clo,  Ay,  and  have  been  so  any  time  these  four  hours. 

Shep.  And  so  have  I,  boy. 

Clo.  So  you  have ; — ^but  I  was  a  gentleman  bom  before  my 
father,  for  the  king's  son  took  me  by  the  hand^  and  called 
me  brother ;  and  then  the  two  kings  called  my  father  bro- 
ther ;  and  then  the  prince,  my  brother,  and  the  princess,  my 
sister,  called  my  father  father ;  and  so  we  wept :  and  there 
was  the  first  gentleman-like  tears  that  ever  we  shed. 

Shep.  We  may  live,  son,  to  shed  many  more. 

Ch.  Ay ;  or  else  'twere  hard  luck,  being  in  so  preposterous 
estate  as  we  are. 

Aut.  I  humbly  beseech  you,  sir,  to  pardon  me  all  the 
faults  I  have  committed  to  your  worship,  and  to  give  me 
your  good  report  to  the  prince  my  master. 

8hep.  Pr'ythee,  son,  do ;  for  we  must  be  gentle,  now  we  are 
gentlemen. 

Clo.  Thou  wilt  amend  thy  life  P 

Aut.  Ay,  an  it  like  your  good  worship. 

Clo.  GKve  me  thy  hand :  I  will  swear  to  the  prince,  thou 
art  as  honest  a  true  fellow  as  any  is  in  Bohemia. 

Shep.  You  may  say  it,  but  not  swear  it. 

Clo.  Not  swear  it,  now  I  am  a  gentleman  P  Let  boors  and 
franklins  say  it,  I'll  swear  it. 

Shep.  How  if  it  be  false,  son  P 

Clo.  K  it  be  ne'er  so  false,  a  true  gentleman  may  swear  it 
in  the  behalf  of  his  friend : — ^And  I'll  swear  to  the  prince, 
thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands ',  and  that  thou  wilt  not 
be  drunk ;  but  I  know,  thou  art  no  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands, 
and  that  thou  wilt  be  drunk ;  but  I'll  swear  it,  and  I  would 
thou  wouldst  be  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands. 

Aut.  1  will  prove  so,  sir,  to  my  power. 

Clo.  Ay,  by  any  means  prove  a  tall  fellow :  if  I  do  not 
wonder  how  thou  darest  venture  to  be  drunk,  not  being*  a 
tall  fellow,  trust  me  not. — [^Trumpets.']  Hark !  the  kings  and 
the  princes,  our  kindred,  are  going  to  see  the  queen's  picture. 
Come,  follow  us :  we'll  be  thy  good  masters.  [^Exeunt. 

» 

1  —  thou  art  a  tall  fellow  of  thy  hands,]  i.  t,  A  eourageout  fellow  of  thy 
size.  We  have  ah«ady  had  **  tall "  for  courageous,  bold,  lusty,  &c.  in  "  Twelfth 
Night,"  A.  i.  8C.  3 ;  in  "  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,"  A.  iv.  sc.  4,  See.  We  shaU 
find  it  often  repeated  in  the  same  sense. 
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SCENE  m. 

The  Same.    A  Chapel  in  Paulina's  House. 

Snter  Lbontes,  Polixenes,  Florizbl,  Perdita,  Camillo, 

Paulina,  Lords  and  Attendants. 

Leon.  0 !  grave  and  good  Paulina^  the  great  comfort 
That  I  have  had  of  thee  ! 

Paul.  What,  sovereign  sir, 

I  did  not  well,  I  meant  welL     All  my  services. 
You  have  paid  home  ;  but  that  you  have  vouchsaf  d. 
With  your  crown'd  brother,  and  these  your  contracted 
Heirs  of  your  kingdoms,  my  poor  house  to  visit. 
It  is  a  surplus  of  your  grace,  which  never 
My  life  \nay  last  to  answer. 

Leon.  0  Paulina! 

We  honour  you  with  trouble.     But  we  came 
To  see  the  statue  of  our  queen :  your  gallery 
Have  we  pass'd  through,  not  without  much  content 
In  many  singularities,  but  we  saw  not 
That  which  my  daughter  came  to  look  upon, 
The  statue  of  her  mother. 

Paul.  As  she  KVd  peerless. 

So  her  dead  likeness,  I  do  well  believe, 
Excels  whatever  yet  you  look'd  upon. 
Or  hand  of  man  hath  done ;  therefore  I  keep  it 
Lonely,  apart '.     But  here  it  is :  prepare 
To  see  the  life  as  lively  mock'd,  as  ever 
Still  sleep  mock'd  death.    Behold !  and  say,  'tis  well. 

[Paulina  undraws  a  curtain,  and  discovers  a  statue  *. 
I  like  your  silence  :  it  the  more  shows  off 
Your  wonder ;  but  yet  speak : — ^first  you,  my  liege ; 
Comes  it  not  something  near  P 

Lean.  Her  natural  posture. — 

*  Lonely,  apart]  llisprinted  lovely  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  in  the  other  folios, 
but  the  matter  is  put  right  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  This  fact  may  settle  a  point 
much  disputed  among  the  commentators. 

*  Paulina  undraws  a  curtain,  and  discovers  a  statue.]  In  the  old  editions  there 
u  no  stage-direction,  excepting  that  at  the  beginning  of  the  scene  '*  Hermione 
(like  a  statue)  *'  is  inserted  among  the  characters :  Hermione  was  concealed  bj  a 
curtain.  The  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  adds  these  important  woi^  to  the 
■tage-direction,  Muaic  playing. — A  paute.    Sndi  was  the  mode  in  his  time. 
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Chide  me,  dear  stone,  that  I  may  say,  indeed, 
Thou  art  Hermione ;  or,  rather,  thou  art  she 
In  thy  not  chiding,  for  she  was  as  tender 
As  infancy,  and  grace. — ^But  yet,  Paulina, 
Hermione  was  not  so  much  wrinkled ;  nothing 
So  aged,  as  this  seems. 

Pol.  0  !  not  by  much. 

Paul.  So  much  the  more  our  carver's  excellence ; 
Which  lets  go  by  some  sixteen  years,  and  makes  her 
As  she  liv'd  now. 

Leon,  As  now  she  might  have  done, 

So  much  to  my  good  comfort,  as  it  is 
Now  piercing  to  my  soul.     0 !  thus  she  stood. 
Even  with  such  life  of  majesty,  (warm  life. 
As  now  it  coldly  stands)  when  first  I  woo'd  her. 
I  am  asham'd :  does  not  the  stone  rebuke  me. 
For  being  more  stone  than  it  P — 0,  royal  piece  I 
There's  magic  in  thy  majesty,  which  has 
My  evils  conjur'd  to  remembrance ;  and 
From  thy  admiring  daughter  took  the  spirits. 
Standing  like  stone  with  thee. 

Per.  And  give  me  leave. 

And  do  not  say  'tis  superstition,  that 
I  kneel,  and  thus  implore  her  blessing  *. — ^Lady, 
Dear  queen,  that  ended  when  I  but  began, 
Give  me  that  hand  of  your's  to  kiss. 

Paul.  0,  patience ! 

The  statue  is  but  newly  fix'd,  the  colour's 
Not  dry. 

Cam.  Mj  lord,  your  sorrow  was  too  sore  laid  on. 
Which  sixteen  winters  cannot  blow  away. 
So  many  summers  dry :  scarce  any  joy 
Did  ever  so  long  live ;  no  sorrow. 
But  kill'd  itself  much  sooner. 

Pol.  Dear  my  brother. 

Let  him  that  was  the  cause  of  this  have  power 
To  take  off  so  much  grief  from  you,  as  he 
Will  piece  up  in  himself. 

*  I  kneel,  and  thus  implore  her  bletiing.]     *'  I  kneel,  and  then  implore  her 
kblening  "  has  alwa^  been  the  text,  and  it  may  be  right ;  bnt  it  seema  much  more 
natval  that  PerdiU  shonld  say  <<  I  kneel,  and  thw  implore  yoor  blessing,''  seeing 
that  she  instantly  addresses  the  supposed  statue.    "  Thus  "  might  hattUy  be  mis- 
read then. 
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Paxil.  Indeed,  my  lord, 

If  I  had  thought,  the  eight  of  my  poor  image 
Would  thus  have  wrought  you,  (for  the  stone  is  mine) 
I'd  not  have  show'd  it.  \_0ffer8  to  draw  the  curtain. 

Leon.  Do  not  draw  the  curtain. 

Paul.  No  longer  shall  you  gaze  on't,  lest  your  fancy 
May  think  anon  it  moves. 

Leon.  Let  be,  let  be ! 

Would  I  were  dead,  but  that,  methinks,  already 
I  am  but  dead,  stone  looking  upon  stone  *. 
What  was  he  that  did  make  it  ? — See,  my  lord. 
Would  you  not  deem  it  breath'd,  and  that  those  veins 
Did  verily  bear  blood  P 

Pol.  Masterly  done  I 

The  very  life  seems  warm  upon  her  lip. 

Leon,  The  fixure  of  her  eye  has  motion  in't. 
As  we  are  mock'd  with  art. 

Paul.  I'll  draw  the  curtain. 

My  lord's  almost  so  far  transported,  that 
He'U  think  anon  it  lives.  [Offera  again  to  draw. 

Leon.  0,  sweet  Paulina  ! 

Make  me  to  think  So  twenty  years  together  : 
No  settled  senses  of  the  world  can  match 


'  Would  I  were  dead,  but  that,  methinks,  alreidj 
I  AM  Birr  DEAD,  8T0NB  LOOKING  UPON  8T0NE.]  This  iDOst  beantiful  and  lost 
line  is  recovered  from  the  oorr.  fo.  1632.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  in  his  '*  Few  Notes/' 
p.  81,  takes  the  singular  objection  that  although  the  new  line  at  first  "  appeared  to 
him  so  exactly  in  the  style  of  Shakespeare  that,  like  Mr.  Collier,  he  felt  thankful 
that  it  had  been  furnished ;"  yet  presently  afterwards  he  found  that  it  was  "  too 
Sbakesperian  ;"  that  is  to  say,  that  the  poet  could  not  have  written  it,  because  it 
was  so  very  much  in  his  style.  This  is  strange  logic,  even  for  a  commentator.  Mr. 
Singer  (who  introduces  his  own  absurd  punctuation)  complains  with  Mr.  Dyce  that 
Shakespeare  would  '*  not  so  soon  have  repeated  himself,"  and  then  a  passage  is 
quoted,  and  marked  with  Italic  type,  in  which  Shakespeare  repeats  himself  not,  as 
here  at  a  distance,  but  wUhin  four  linea.  So  much  for  fact,  as  well  as  logic. 
Mr.  Dyce  at  last  is  obliged  to  admit  that  the  line  is  ''ingeniously  constructed,'' 
having  before  said  that  it  is  '*  exactly  in  the  style  of  Shakespeare."  Let  others 
try  their  hands  at  lines  "  exactly  in  the  style  of  Shakespeare,"  where  it  is  allowed 
on  all  sides  that  something  is  wanted ;  and  if  tbey  succeed,  we  will  venture  to  say, 
they  will  not  give  us  lines  in  the  least  degree  resembling  that  which  Mr.  Singer  has 
in  this  place  furnished.  Docs  Mr.  Dyce  (and  we  fearlessly  appeal  to  him  as  a  man 
of  taste  and  experience)  think  Mr.  Singer's  line  *'  exactly  in  the  style  of  Shake- 
speare," either  in  measure  or  meaning  ?  As  to  the  line  supplying  the  hiatus  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  we  are  more  than  content  to  have  recovered  it,  and  it  roust  now  ever 
stand  as  part  of  the  text  of  our  great  dramatist :  in  the  German  edition,  to  which 
we  have  so  often  with  pleasure  referred,  it  is  thus  well  rendered : — 

"  Bin  ich  schon  todt,  schon  Stein,  den  Stein  anscfaanend." 
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The  pleasure  of  that  madness.     Let 't  alone. 

Paul.  I  am  sorry,  sir,  I  have  thus  far  stirr'd  you ;  but 
I  could  afflict  you  farther. 

Leon.  Do,  Paulina, 

For  this  affliction  has  a  taste  as  sweet 
As  any  cordial  comfort. — Still,  methinks. 
There  is  an  air  comes  from  her  :  what  fine  chisel 
Could  ever  yet  cut  breath  ?    Let  no  man  mock  me, 
For  I  will  kiss  her. 

Paul.  Good  my  lord,  forbear. 

l^She  stays  him. 
The  ruddiness  upon  her  lip  is  wet : 
You'll  mar  it,  if  you  kiss  it ;  stain  your  own 
With  oily  painting.     Shall  I  draw  the  curtain  ? 

Leon.  No,  not  these  twenty  years. 

Per.  •  So  long  could  I 

Stand  by,  a  looker  on. 

Paul.  Either  forbear. 

Quit  presently  the  chapel,  or  resolve  you 
For  more  amazement.     If  you  can  behold  it, 
I'll  make  the  statue  move  indeed ;  descend. 
And  take  you  by  the  hand ;  but  then  you'll  think, 
(Which  I  protest  against)  I  am  assist^ 
By  wicked  powers. 

Leon.  What  you  can  make  her  do, 

I  am  content  to  look  on  :  what  to  speak, 
I  am  content  to  hear ;  for  'tis  as  easy 
To  make  her  speak,  as  move. 

Paul.  It  is  requir'd. 

You  do  awake  your  faith. — ^Then,  all  stand  still ; 
Or,  those  that  think  ^  it  is  unlawful  business 
I  am  about,  let  them  depart. 

Leon.  Proceed : 

No  foot  shall  stir. 

Paul.  Music  awake  her.     Strike ! —         [Mtmc. 

'Tis  time ;  descend  ;  be  stone  no  more :  approach ; 
Strike  all  that  look  upon  with  marvel.     Come  ; 
I'll  fill  your  grave  up :  stir  ;  nay,  come  away ; 

^  Or,  those  that  think,  &c.]  An  anxious  adherence  to  the  ancient  im- 
presnions  induced  us  formerly  to  think  that  On  for  "  Or  ^*  in  this  line  ought  to  be 
preserved.  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer  changed  the  word  ;  and  on  reconsideration,  we  are 
inclined  to  think,  with  Mr.  Dyce,  that  he  was  right.  The  case  is  doubtful,  because 
**  On ''  affords  so  clear  a  meaning,  that  it  may  have  been  the  poet's  word. 

VOL.  III.  I 
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Bequeatli  to  death  your  numbness,  for  from  liim 
Dear  life  redeems  you. — ^You  perceive,  she  stirs. 

[Hermione  descends  slowly  from  thepede^al. 
Start  not :  her  actions  shall  be  holy,  as 
You  hear  my  spell  is  lawful :  do  not  shun  her 
Until  you  see  her  die  again,  for  then 
You  loll  her  double.     Nay,  present  your  hand : 
When  she  was  young  you  woo'd  her ;  now,  in  age. 
Is  she  become  the  suitor '. 

Leon,  0  !  she's  warm.    [Embracing  her. 

If  this  be  magic,  let  it  be  an  art 
LawM  as  eating. 

PoL  She  embraces  him. 

Cam.  She  hangs  about  his  neck. 
If  she  pertain  to  life,  let  her  speak  too. 

Pol.  Ay  ;  and  make  it  manifest  where  she  hatf  liv'd, 
Or  how  stol'n  from  the  dead  P 

Paul.  That  she  is  living, 

Were  it  but  told  you,  should  be  hooted  at 
Like  an  old  tale ;  but  it  appears  she  lives. 
Though  yet  she  speak  not.     Mark  a  little  while. — 
Please  you  to  interpose,  fair  madam :  kneel. 
And  pray  your  mother's  blessing. — Turn,  good  lady. 
Our  Perdita  is  found.  [Perdita  hwels  to  Hermione. 

Her.  You  gods,  look  down. 

And  from  your  sacred  vials  pour  your  graces 
Upon  my  daughter's  head ! — ^Tell  me,  mine  own. 
Where  hast  thou  been  preserv'd  P  where  liv'd  P  how  found 
Thy  father's  court  P  for  thou  shalt  hear,  that  I, 
Knowing  by  Paulina  that  the  oracle 
(Jave  hope'  thou  wast  in  being,  have  preserv'd 
Myself  to  see  the  issue. 

Paul.  There's  time  enough  for  that. 

Lest  they  desire  upon  this  push  to  trouble 
Your  joys  with  like  relation. — Go  together, 
You  precious  winners  all :  your  exultation 
Partake  to  every  one.     I,  an  old  turtle, 
Will  wing  me  to  some  wither'd  bough,  and  there 

*  Is  she  become  the  suitor.]  The  Rey.  Mr.  Dyoe  bestows  nearly  a  page  of 
his  "  Remarks  "  (85)  to  show  that  there  should  be  no  note  of  interrogation  here. 
Such  points  are  the  very  "  small  deer  **  of  criticism,  and  should  be  reserved  for 
the  ''small  beer  "  of  poetry.  It  was,  as  in  '*  Richard  III./'  a  mere  error  of  the 
press,  worth  correcting,  bat  sorely  not  with  such  pomp. 
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IC7  mate,  that's  never  to  be  found  again, 
Lament  till  I  am  lost. 

Le(m.  0  peace,  Paulina  I  ^ 

Thoa  shonldst  a  husband  tf^  by  my  consent. 
As  I  by  thine,  a  wife :  this  is  a  match. 
And  made  between's  by  vows.    Thou  hast  found  mine ; 
But  how  is  to  be  question'd,  for  I  saw  her. 
As  I  thought,  dead;  and  have  in  vain  said  many 
A  prayer  upon  her  grave :  I'll  not  seek  far 
(For  him,  I  partly  know  his  mind)  to  find  thee 
An  honourable  husband. — Come,  Camillo, 
And  take  her  hand,  whose  worth,  and  honesty', 
Is  richly  noted,  and  here  justified 
By  us,  a  pair  of  kings. — ^Let's  from  this  place. — 
What  I — ^Lobk  upon  my  brother : — both  your  pardons, 
That  e'er  I  put  between  your  holy  looks 
My  ill  suspicion. — ^This  your  son-in-law. 
And  son  unto  the  king,  (whom  heavens  directing) 
Is  troth-plight  to  your  daughter. — Gk)od  Paulina, 
Lead  us  from  hence,  where  we  may  leisurely 
Eadh  one  demand,  and  answer  to  his  part 
PerAmn'd  in  this  wide  gap  of  time,  since  first 
We  were  disserv'd.    Haiatily  lead  away.  [Exeunt. 

*  And  tdw  hflr  hand,  whofe  worth,  and  hoiiMtj,]    The  usual  mdiiig  ii  Am 
Mria  of  1^0  fine  b^  the  needles  intertion  of  two  particlefl, 

**  AbmI  take  har  ly  tke  hand,  whoie  worth,  and  honesty." 
WeoMgrheeonfldsntthattheyhadfaisome  way  been  foisted  into  the  teii,  almost 
irfawt  tJMi  Msuraacs  of  the  corrector  of  the  folk),  ISSa,  who  pats  his  pen  thioagh 
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KING   JOHN. 


"  The  Life  and  Deatb  of  King  Jobn  *'  was  first  printed  in  tbe 
folio  of  1623,  wbere  it  occupies  twenty-two  pages ;  viz.  from  p.  1  to 
p.  22  inclusive,  a  new  pagination  beginning  witb  tbe  "  Histories." 
It  occupies  the  same  place  and  the  same  space  in  tbe  re-impressions 
of  1632,  1664,  and  1685. 
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"  Ktsb  John,"  the  earliest  of  Shakespeare's  "  Histories  "  in  the 
folio  of  1623  (where  they  are  arranged  according  to  the  reigns  of 
the  different  monarchs),  first  appeared  in  that  volume  ^  and  the 
Begisters  of  the  Stationers*  Company  have  been  searched  in  vain 
for  any  entry  regarding  it.  It  was  not  enumerated  by  Blount  and 
Jaggard  on  the  8th  November,  1623,  when  they  inserted  a  list  of 
the  pieces,  "  not  formerly  entered  to  other  men,"  about  to  be  in- 
cluded in  their  folio :  hence  an  inference  might  be  drawn,  that  there 
had  been  some  previous  entry  of  "  King  John  "  "  to  other  men," 
and,  perhaps,  even  that  the  play  had  been  already  published '. 

It  seems  indisputable  that  Shakespeare's  "  King  John "  waa 
founded  upon  an  older  play,  three  times  printed  anterior  to  the 
publication  of  the  folio  of  1623 :  "  The  first  and  second  part  of  the 
troublesome  Eeign  of  John,  King  of  England,"  came  from  the  press 
in  1591,  1611,  and  1622  ^.  Malone,  and  others  who  have  adverted 
to  this  production,  have  obviously  not  had  the  several  impressions 
before  them.  The  earliest  copy,  that  of  1501,  has  no  name  on  the 
title-page :  that  of  1611  has  "  W.  Sh."  to  indicate  the  author,  and 
that  of  1622,  "  W.  Shakespeare,"  the  sur-name  only  at  length*. 

>  It  purports  to  be  divided  into  acts  and  scenes,  but  very  irregalariy  :  tbus,  wbat 
b  called  Aeiut  Secundvg  fills  no  more  than  about  half  a  page,  and  Actus  Quariug 
is  twice  repeated.  The  later  folios  adopt  this  defective  arrangement,  excepting 
that  in  those  of  1632  and  1664  Aciug  Quintua  is  made  to  precede  Actut  Quartm, 

*  On  the  29th  Nov.  1614,  "  a  booke  called  the  Historie  of  George  Lord  Paul- 
conbridge,  bastard  son  of  Richard  Cordelion/'  was  entered  on  the  Stationers' 
Registers,  but  this  was  evidently  the  prose  romance  of  which  an  edition  in  1616, 
4to,  is  extant.  Going  back  to  1568,  it  appears  that  a  book  called  "  Kynge 
Rychard  Curdelyon  "  was  entered  on  the  Stationers'  Register  of  that  year  by 
Thomas  Pnrfoote :  see  "  Extracts  from  the  Registers  of  the  Stationers'  Company," 
printed  by  the  Shakespeare  Society,  i.  199. 

»  **  It  was  written,  I  believe  (says  Malone),  by  Robert  Greene,  or  George  Peele," 
but  he  produces  nothing  in  support  of  his  opinion.  The  mention  of  "  the  Scythian 
Tamburlaine,"  in  the  Prologue  to  the  edition  of  the  old  "  King  John,"  in  1591, 
might  lead  us  to  suppose  that  it  was  the  production  of  Marlowe,  who  did  not  die 
until  1593;  but  the  style  of  the  two  parts  is  evidently  different :  rhyming  couplets 
are  much  more  abundant  in  the  first  than  in  the  second,  and  there  is  reason  to 
believe,  according  to  the  frequent  custom  of  that  age,  that  more  than  one  dramatist 
was  ooDcemed  in  the  composition  of  the  play. 

*  Nevertheless,  Mr.  Singer  tells  us  that  both  names  are  **  at  length  :"  he  pro- 
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Steevens  once  thought  that  the  ascription  of  it  to  Shakespeare  by 
the  fraudulent  booksellers,  who  wished  it  to  be  taken  for  his 
popular  work,  was  correct,  but  he  subsequently  abandoned  this 
untenable  opinion.  Pope  attributed  it  jointly  to  Shakespeare  and 
William  Eowley ;  and  Farmer  "  made  no  doubt  that  Rowley  wrote 
the  first  King  John."  There  is,  however,  reason  to  believe  that 
Bowley  was  not  an  author  at  so  early  a  date :  his  first  extant 
printed  work  was  a  play,  in  writing  which  he  aided  John  Day  and 
George  Wilkins,  called  •*  The  Travels  of  three  English  Brothers," 
1607.  In  1691,  he  must  have  been  very  young ;  but  we  are  not 
therefore  to  conclude  decisively  that  his  name  is  not,  at  any  period 
and  in  any  way,  to  be  connected  with  a  drama  on  the  incidents  of 
the  reign  of  King  John ;  for  the  tradition  of  Pope's  time  may  have 
been  founded  upon  the  fact  that,  at  some  later  date,  he  was  in- 
strumental in  a  revival,  and,  possibly,  alteration,  of  the  old  '*  King 
John." 

How  long  the  old  "  King  John  "  had  been  in  possession  of  the 
stage  prior  to  1591,  when  it  was  originally  printed,  we  have  no 
precise  information  * ;  but  Shakespeare  found  it  there,  and  took  the 
course  usual  with  dramatists  of  the  time ',  by  applying  to  his  own 
purposes  as  much  of  it  as  he  thought  would  be  advantageous.  He 
converted  the  "  two  parts "  into  one  drama,  and  in  many  of  its 
main  features  followed  the  etory,  not  as  he  knew  it  in  history,  but 
as  it  was  fixed  in  popular  belief.  In  some  particulars  he  much  im- 
proved upon  the  conduct  of  the  incidents :  for  instance,  in  the  first 
act  of  the  old  "  King  John,"  Lady  Faulconbridge  is,  needlessly  and 
objectionably,  made  a  spectator  of  the  scene  in  which  the  bastardy 
of  her  son  Philip  is  discussed  before  King  John  and  his  mother. 
Another  amendment  of  the  original  is  the  absence  of  Constance 
from  the  stage  when  the  marriage  between  Lewis  and  Blanch  is 
debated  and  determined.     A  third  material  variation  ought  not  to 

bably  never  saw  the  piece  itself:  the  only  copy  of  the  edit.  1591  with  which  we 
are  acquainted,  is  among  Capel's  books  at  Cambridge,  llie  edition  of  1591  was 
printed  for  Sampson  Clarke ;  that  of  IGl  1,  by  Valentine  Simmes,  for  John  Ilelme ; 
and  that  of  1622,  by  Aug.  Mathews,  for  Thomas  Dewe. 

*  The  edition  of  1591  is  preceded  by  a  Prologue,  omitted  in  the  two  later 
impressions,  which  makes  it  quite  clear  that  the  old  "  King  John,"  was  posterior 
to  Marlowe's  "  Tamburlaine  :'*  it  begins, 

"  You  that  with  friendly  grace  of  smoothed  brow 
Have  entertained  the  Scythian  Tamburlaine/'  &c. 
In  the  Hist,  of  Engl.  Dram.  Poetry  and  the  Stage,  vol.  iii.  p.  112,  reasons  are 
assigned  for  believing  that  Marlowe's  "  Tamburlaine  "  was  acted  about  1587. 

*  In  Henslowe*8  MS.  Diary,  under  the  date  of  May,  159U,  wo  meet  with  an 
entry  of  a  play  by  Robert  Wilson,  Henry  Chettle,  Anthony  Munday,  and 
Michael  Drayton,  entitled  '*  The  Funerals  of  Richard  Cordelion."  (Edit.  Shakesp. 
Soc.  p.  124,  &c.)  It  possibly  had  no  connexion  with  the  portion  of  history  to 
which  Shake(pearc'«  play  and  the  old  "  King  John  "  relate. 
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be  passed  over  without  remark.  Although  Shakespeare,  like  the 
author  or  authors  of  the  old  "  King  John,"  employs  the  Bastard 
forcibly  to  raise  money  from  the  monasteries  in  England,  he  avoids 
the  scenes  of  extortion  and  ribaldry  of  the  elder  play,  in  which  the 
monks  and  nuns  are  turned  into  ridicule,  and  the  indecency  and 
licentiousness  of  their  lives  exposed.  Supposing  the  old  "  King 
John  '*  to  have  been  brought  upon  the  stage  not  long  after  the 
defeat  of  the  Spanish  Armada  in  1588,  when  the  hatred  of  Eoman 
Catholics  was  at'  its  height,  such  an  exhibition  must  have  been  ex- 
tremely gratifying  to  the  taste  of  vulgar  audiences. 

Some  of  the  principal  incidents  of  the  reign  of  John  had  been 
converted  into  a  drama,  with  the  purpose  of  promoting  the  Se- 
formation,  very  early  in  the  reign  of  Elizabeth,  if  not  in  that  of 
Edward  VI.  We  refer  to  the  play  of  "  Kynge  Johan,"  by  Bishop 
Bale,  which,  like  the  old  "  King  John,"  is  in  two  parts,  though  we 
can  trace  no  other  particular  resemblance.  It  was  printed  by  the 
Camden  Society,  from  the  author's  original  MS.  (in  the  library  of 
the  duke  of  Devonshire)  in  1838,  and  is  a  specimen  of  the  mixture 
of  allegory  and  history  in  the  same  play,  perhaps,  unexampled.  As 
it  was,  doubtless,  unknown  both  to  the  author  or  authors  of  the 
old  "  King  John,"  as  well  as  to  Shakespeare,  it  requires  no  farther 
notice  here,  than  to  show  at  how  early  a  date  that  portion  of  our 
annals  had  been  brought  upon  the  stage. 

Upon  the  question,  when  "  King  John  "  was  written  by  Shake- 
speare, we  have  no  knowledge  beyond  the  fact  that  Francis  Meres 
introduces  it  into  his  list  in  1598.  Malone  speculated  that  it  was 
composed  in  1596,  but  he  does  not  place  reliance  upon  the  internal 
evidence  he  himself  adduces,  which  certainly  is  of  a  more  than 
usually  vague  character.  Chalmers,  on  the  other  hand,  would 
assign  the  play  to  1598,  but  the  chance  seems  to  be,  that  it  was 
written  a  short  time  before  it  was  spoken  of  by  Meres :  we  should 
be  disposed  to  assign  it  to  a  date  between  1596  and  1598,  when 
the  old  "King  John,"  which  was  probably  in  a  course  of  repre- 
sentation in  1591,  had  gone  a  little  out  of  recollection,  and  when 
Meres  would  have  had  time  to  become  acquainted  with  Shake- 
speare's drama,  from  its  many  repetitions  either  at  the  Globe  or 
Blackfriars'  Theatres. 

How  the  popular  belief  was  kept  alive,  respecting  the  death  of 
King  John  by  poison  from  the  hands  of  a  monk,  may  be  seen 
by  the  following  production,  which  we  copy  from  an  undated 
broadside,  evidently  anterior  to  Shakespeare's  tragedy,  and  pro- 
bably earlier  than  1591,  the  year  when  the  old  "  King  John  "  was 
first  published.  There  can  be  no  hesitation  in  imputing  it  to 
Thomas  Deloney,  the  celebrated  ballad-writer,  and  his  initials  are 
at  the  end  of  it :  it  was  reprinted  in  1607  in  "  Strange  Histories, 
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or  Songs  and  Sonnets  of  Kings,  Princes,"  <&€.,  bat  clearlj  from  a 
corrupted  copj,  and  the  verbal  and  literal  variations  are  not  gene- 
rally worth  notice.  In  the  broadside  it  is  entitled  **  The  Lamentable 
Death  of  King  John,  pojsoned  bj  a  Monk  at  Swinstead,"  and  it 
was  to  be  sung  "  to  the  tune  of  Fortune." 

'*  A  treacherous  deede  forthwith  I  will  jou  tell 
Which  on  King  John  all  unexpected  felL 
To  Lincolnshire  proceeding  on  his  way, 
At  Swinstead  Abbey  for  the  night  he  lay. 

**  There  did  the  King  suppose  his  welcome  good 
But  much  deceit  doth  lye  beneath  a  hood  : 
There  did  the  King  bimselfe  in  safety  thinke, 
But  there  was  poysond  by  a  deadly  drinke. 

**  Great  cheere  they  made  unto  his  royal  grace 
When  he  set  foot  a  guest  within  that  place ; 
But  whiles  they  smylde  and  laughed  in  his  sight, 
They  wrought  their  treason,  shadow'd  with  delight. 

'*  A  fat-fac'd  Monkc  comes  with  a  glosing  tale 
To  give  the  King  a  cup  of  spyced  Ale : 
A  deadlier  drinke  was  never  offered  man, 
Yet  this  false  Monke  was  without  conscience  than. 

**  Which  when  the  King  without  mistrust  did  see, 
He  tooke  the  cup  of  him  right  courtcouslie ; 
But  while  he  held  the  poyson'd  cup  in  hand. 
Our  noble  King  amazed  much  did  stand. 

*'  For  casting  downe  by  channce  his  princely  eye 
Upon  some  jewels  which  he  had  full  nye, 
He  saw  the  colour  of  each  precious  stone 
Most  strangely  tume,  and  alter  one  by  one. 

**  Their  orient  brightnesse  to  a  pale  dead  hue 
Was  changed  quite :  the  cause  the  King  not  knew ; 
And  such  a  sweat  did  overspread  them  all 
As  when  the  dew  doth  on  sweet  flowrets  fidl. 

"  And  hereby  was  their  precious  nature  tryde, 
For  precious  stones  foule  poyson  not  abide : 
But  though  our  King  beheld  their  colours  pale, 
He  nere  mistrusted  poyson  in  the  Ale. 

**  For  why,  the  Monke  the  taste  before  him  tooke. 
Nor  saw  the  King  how  ill  it  made  him  looke ; 
And  therefore  he  a  harty  draught  did  take. 
Which  of  his  royal  life  dispatch  did  make. 

"  The  infectious  drnke  soone  fum'd  into  his  head. 
And  through  the  vaines  unto  the  hart  it  spread. 
Distempering  then  the  pure  unspotted  braine, 
That  doth  in  man  his  memorie  maintaine. 
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**  Then  felt  the  King  an  eztreame  griefe  to  growe 
Through  all  hU  entrails,  poyson  wrought  it  so : 
Whereby  he  knew,  through  anguish  he  then  felt. 
The  Monks  with  him  had  treacherously  delt. 

"  His  grievous  grones  made  all  his  courtiers  wonder : 
He  cast  as  if  his  hart  would  rent  in  sunder ; 
And  then  he  callde,  yet  unneathes  could  he  thinke, 
For  that  same  Monke  which  brought  the  deadly  drinke. 

**  His  lords  and  knights  went  searching  all  about 
In  every  place  to  finde  the  traitor  out : 
At  last  they  found  him,  dead  as  any  stone, 
In  a  dark  comer,  where  he  laide  alone. 

**  No  sooner  tasted  he  the  poysoned  cup, 
Whereof  our  King  the  residue  did  sup, 
Than  the  black  Monke  himselfe  to  death  did  bring, 
All  to  destroy  the  lyfe  of  England's  King. 

*'  And  when  the  King  with  wonder  heard  them  tell 
How  the  dead  body  did  with  poyson  swell, 
Why  then,  my  lords,  full  quickly  now,  quod  hee, 
A  breathlesse  King  you  shall  amongst  you  see. 

"  Behold  !  he  cried,  my  veines  in  pieces  cracke, 
A  grievous  torment  feele  I  in  my  backe, 
And  by  this  poyson,  hateful  and  accurst, 
I  feele  my  hartstrings  readie  nigh  to  burst. 

**  With  that  his  eyes  did  tume  within  his  head : 
A  deathlike  palenes  ore  his  face  did  spread. 
And  lying  gasping  for  a  while  for  breath. 
At  length  his  agony  had  end  by  death. 

"  Thus  was  our  realme  forlome  of  King  and  hope 
By  treason  of  a  Monke,  who  serv'd  the  Pope. 
May  never  more  such  treason  here  be  scene, 
To  spoyle  our  land  of  our  most  noble  queene. 

"  The  mournful  lords  which  were  assembled  then 
With  heavy  cheere  and  troopes  of  warlike  men, 
To  Worcester  town  the  body  did  oonvty. 
With  drummes  and  trompets  marching  all  the  way. 

"  And  in  the  great  cathedral  church  so  fityre 
They  buryed  him  with  all  obsequious  care, 
Most  pompously,  befitting  well  a  King, 
And  dayly  there  their  requiems  they  did  sing.'' 

For  the  last  line,  the  ballad,  as  reprinted  in  1607,  has  "Who 
were  applauded  greatly  for  this  thing,"  which  is  tame  and  flat 
almost  to  imbecility :  the  18th  stanza,  referring  to  Queen  Elizabeth, 
waa  then  omitted.  We  apprehend  that  the  original,  reprinted  above, 
belongs  to  a  period  shortly  after  the  defeat  of  the  Armada. 
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WILLIAM  MAEESHALL,  Earl  of  Pembroke. 
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JAMES  GUENEY,  Servant  to  Ladj  Faulconbridge. 
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PHILIP,  King  of  France. 
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Archduke  of  Austria. 
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ELINOE,  Widow  of  King  Henry  11. 
CONSTANCE,  Mother  to  Arthur. 
BLANCH,  Daughter  to  Alphonso,  King  of  Castile. 
LADY  FAULCONBEIDGE. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Citizens  of  Angiers,  Sheriff,  Heralds,  Officers, 
Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,  sometimes  in  England,  and  sometimes  in  France. 

*  A  list  of  characters  was  first  added  by  Rowe. 


KING    JOHN. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Northampton.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Unter  King  John,  Queen  Elinor,  Pembroke,  Essex, 
Salisbury,  and  Others,  mth  Chatillon. 

K.  John.  Now,  say,  Chatillon,  what  would  France  with  us  P 

Chat.  Thus,  after  greeting,  speaks  the  king  of  France, 
In  my  behaviour,  to  the  majesty, 
The  borrowed  majesty,  of  England  here. 

Eli.  A  strange  beginning  ! — borrowed  majesty  P 

K.  John.  Silence,  good  mother :  hear  the  embassy. 

Chat.  Philip  of  France,  in  right  and  true  behalf 
Of  thy  deceased  brother  Geflfrey's  son, 
Arthur  Plantagenet,  lays  most  lawful  claim 
To  this  fair  island,  and  the  territories, 
To  Ireland,  Poictiers,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine ; 
Desiring  thee  to  lay  aside  the  sword 
Which  sways  usurpingly  these  several  titles, 
And  put  the  same  into  young  Arthur's  hand. 
Thy  nephew,  and  right  royal  sovereign. 

Jr.  John.  What  follows,  if  we  disallow  of  this  ? 

CJuit.  The  proud  control  of  fierce  and  bloody  war, 
To  enforce  these  rights  so  forcibly  withheld. 

K.  John.  Here  have  we  war  for  war,  and  blood  for  blood, 
Controlment  for  controlment :  so  answer  France. 

Chat.  Then  take  my  king's  defiance  from  my  mouth, 
The  farthest  limit  of  my  embassy. 

K,  John.  Bear  mine  to  him,  and  so  depart  in  peace. 
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Be  thou  as  lightning  in  the  eyes  of  France  ; 
For  ere  thou  canst  report  I  will  be  there, 
The  thunder  of  my  cannon  shall  be  heard. 
So,  hence  1     Be  thou  the  trumpet  of  our  wrath, 
And  sullen  presage  of  your  own  dceay '. — 
An  honourable  conduct  let  him  have : 
Pembroke,  look  to't. — ^Farewell,  Chatillon. 

\_£xeunt  Chatillon,  and  Pembroke. 

Eli.  What  now,  my  son  ?  have  I  not  ever  said. 
How  that  ambitious  Constance  would  not  cease, 
Till  she  had  kindled  France,  and  aU  the  world, 
Upon  the  right  and  party  of  her  son  P 
This  might  have  been  prevented,  and  made  whole. 
With  very  easy  arguments  of  love. 
Which  now  the  manage  of  two  kingdoms  must 
With  fearful  bloody  issue  arbitrate. 

JT.  John,  Our  strong  possession,  and  our  right  for  us. 

JEIL  Your  strong  possession,  much  more  than  your  right, 
Or  else  it  must  go  wrong  with  you,  and  me : 
So  much  my  conscience  whispers  in  your  ear, 
Which  none  but  heaven,  and  you,  and  I,  shall  hear. 

Enter  the  Sheriff  of  Northamptonshire,  who  whispers  Essex  *. 

Essex.  My  liege,  here  is  the  strangest  controversy, 
Come  from  the  country  to  be  judg'd  by  you. 
That  e'er  I  heard :  shall  I  produce  the  men  P 


>  And  SULLEN  presage  of  your  own  deejay.]     It  seems  difficult  to  imagine  how 
the  sound  of  a  trumpet  could  be  a  "  sullen  presage/'  although  it  might  giire  a 
mdden  warning  of  the  approach  of  the  English.     Nevertheless,  we  leave  **  sullen  " 
in  the  text,  as  the  word  in  all  early  authorities,  and  as  an  epithet  not  wholly  in- 
applicable, although  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  instructs  us  to  read  tudden.  One  word  might 
be  misheard  for  the  other ;  and  "  sullen  *'  is  actually  misprinted  mdden  in  the 
folio,  1623,  in  "  Richard  II."  A.  i.  sc.  3.    The  small  diflTerenoe  between  "  sullen  " 
and  sudden  in  sound  is  played  upon  in  Fletcher's  "  Woman's  Prize,"  A.  iv.  so.  4, 
where  a  servant  brings  news  of  the  illness  of  Livia : — 
**  Serv.  Is  fallen  sick  o'  the  sudden. 
Rowl.  How,  o'  the  tulleni  f 
Serv.  O*  the  sudden,  sir,  I  say :  very  sick." 
See  also  '*  Bonduca,"  A.  v.  sc.  2,  where  Suetonius  wishes  **  some  snllen  plague  " 
to  fidl  on  Petillius,  and  where  the  epithet  certainly  ought  to  be  tudden — some 
ifuiant  plague.    The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  overlooked  this  obvious  error. 

*  Enter  the  Sheriff  of  Northamptonshire,  who  whispers  Essex.]  The  stage- 
direction  in  the  folio,  1623,  is  only  "  Enter  a  Sheriff;"  but  it  is  evident  that  be 
was  Sheriff  of  Northamptonshire.  In  the  old  play  of  **  King  John,"  be  it  said  to 
'*  whisper  Salisbury,"  who  stands  in  the  place  of  Esmsl 
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K,  John.  Let  them  approach. —  [.Eri^  Sheriff. 

Our  abbeys,  and  our  priories,  shall  pay 

Re-enter  Sheriffs  with  Robert  Fauloonbridge,  and  Philip, 

his  bastard  Brother, 

This  expedition's  charge. — ^What  men  are  you  P 

Bast.  Your  faithful  subject  I ;  a  gentleman 
Bom  in  Northamptonshire,  and  eldest  son. 
As  I  suppose,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge  *, 
A  soldier,  by  the  honour-giving  hand 
Of  CoDur-de-lion  knighted  in  the  field. 

K.  John.  What  art  thou  P 

Rob.  The  son  and  heir  to  that  same  Faulconbridge. 

K.  John.  Is  that  the  elder,  and  art  thou  the  heir  P 
Tou  came  not  of  one  mother,  then,  it  seems. 

Bast.  Most  certain  of  one  mother,  mighty  king ; 
That  is  well  known,  and,  as  I  think,  one  father : 
But,  for  the  certain  knowledge  of  that  truth, 
I  put  you  o'er  to  heaven,  and  to  my  mother  * : 
Of  that  I  doubt,  as  all  men's  children  may. 

Eli.  Out  on  thee,  rude  man !  thou  dost  shame  thy  mother. 
And  wound  her  honour  with  this  diffidence. 

Bast.  I,  madam  ?  no,  I  have  no  reason  for  it : 
That  is  my  brother's  plea,  and  none  of  mine  ; 
The  which  if  he  can  prove,  'a  pops  me  out 
At  least  from  fair  five  hundred  pound  a  year. 
Heaven  guard  my  mother's  honour,  and  my  land ! 

K.  John.    A   good  blunt    fellow. — Why,   being  younger 
bom. 
Doth  he  lay  claim  to  thine  inheritance  P 

Bast.  I  know  not  why,  except  to  get  the  land. 
But  once  he  slander'd  me  with  bastardy  : 
But  whe'r  I  be  as  true  begot,  or  no. 
That  still  1  lay  upon  my  mother's  head ; 

'  As  I  suppose,  to  Robert  Faulconbridge,]  The  folio,  1632,  omits  "  Robert/' 
but  it  is  inserted  in  the  margin  by  the  old  corrector,  perhaps  from  the  folio,  1623, 
for  it  is  in  none  of  the  subsequent  impressions  in  that  form.  We  may  presume 
that  "  Robert "  was  not  left  out  in  recitation  on  the  stage. 

*  I  put  you  o'er  to  heaven,  and  to  my  mother :]  In  the  old  **  King  John  "  the 
mother  of  Philip  and  Robert  being  present  while  the  legitimacy  of  the  former  is 
eniTiised,  Robert  says, 

'*  And  here  my  mother  stands  to  prove  him  so ;" 
i.  f.  not  the  legitimate  son  of  sir  Robert  Faulconbridge.  Lady  Faulconbridge  affects 
lo  be  yery  indignant  at  the  accusation. 
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But,  that  I  am  as  well  begot,  my  liege, 

(Fair  fall  the  bones  that  took  4;he  pains  for  me !) 

Compare  our  faces,  and  be  judge  yourself. 

If  old  sir  Robert  did  beget  us  both, 

And  were  our  father,  and  this  son  like  him, 

0  !  old  sir  Robert,  father,  on  my  knee  [Kneeling, 

1  give  heaven  thanks,  I  was  not  like  to  thee. 

K.  John.  Why,  what  a  mad-cap  hath  heaven  lent  us  here  ! 

Eli.  He  hath  a  trick  of  Coeur-de-lion's  face  ; 
The  accent  of  his  tongue  affecteth  him. 
Do  you  not  read  some  tokens  of  my  son 
In  the  large  composition  of  this  man  ? 

K.  John.  Mine  eye  hath  well  examined  his  parts. 
And  finds  them  perfect  Richard. — Sirrah,  speak ; 
What  doth  move  you  to  claim  your  brother's  land  P 

Bast.  Because  he  hath  a  half-face  like  my  father. 
With  that  half-face  would  he  have  all  my  land  * : 
A  half-fac'd  groat  five  hundred  poimd  a  year ! 

Rob.  My  gracious  liege,  when  that  my  father  liv'd. 
Your  brother  did  employ  my  father  much. — 

Bast.  Well,  sir ;  by  this  you  cannot  get  my  land : 
Your  tale  must  be,  how  he  employed  my  mother. 

Rob.  And  once  despatched  him  in  an  embassy 
To  Germany,  there,  with  the  emperor. 
To  treat  of  high  affairs  touching  that  time. 
The  advantage  of  his  absence  took  the  king. 
And  in  the  mean  time  sojoum'd  at  my  father's ; 
Where  how  he  did  prevail  I  shame  to  speak. 
But  truth  is  truth  :  large  lengths  of  seas  and  shores 
Between  my  father  and  my  mother  lay, 
As  I  have  £eard  My  fatheJ  speak  hiJelf, 
When  this  same  lusty  gentleman  was  got. 
Upon  his  death-bed  he  by  will  bequeathed 
His  lands  to  me ;  and  took  it  on  his  death. 
That  this,  my  mother's  son,  was  none  of  his  : 
And,  if  he  were,  he  came  into  the  world 

*  With  that  HALF-PACE  would  he  hare  all  my  land  :]  We  somewhat  Kluctantly 
▼ary  from  the  old  text  here,  because  we  are  not  sure  that  the  change  expresses  the 
precise  meaning  of  the  poet :  the  folios  all  read, 

"  With  half  that  face  would  he  have  all  my  Und/' 
but  the  corr.  fo.  1632  shows  that  for  "half  that  face"  we  ought  to  substitute 
"that  half-face,"  the  words  having  been  accidentally  transposed.     We  yield  to 
this  authority,  supported  as  it  is  by  Theobald's  conjecture,  and  it  is  easy  to  see 
how  the  words  became  misplaced. 
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Full  fourteen  weeks  before  the  course  of  time. 
Then,  good  my  liege,  let  me  have  what  is  mine, 
My  fiither's  land,  as  was  my  father's  will. 

K,  John,  Sirrah,  your  brother  is  legitimate : 
Your  father's  wife  did  after  wedlock  bear  him ; 
And  if  she  did  play  false,  the  fault  was  her's, 
Which  fault  lies  on  the  hazards  of  all  husbands 
That  marry  wives.     Tell  me,  how  if  my  brother. 
Who,  as  you  say,  took  pains  to  get  this  son. 
Had  of  your  father  claim'd  this  son  for  his  P 
In  sooth,  good  friend,  your  father  might  have  kept 
This  calf,  bred  firom  his  cow,  fix>m  all  the  world ; 
In  sooth,  he  might :  then,  if  he  were  my  brother's, 
My  brother  might  not  claim  him,  nor  your  father, 
Being  none  of  his,  refuse  him.     This  concludes, — 
My  mother's  son  did  get  your  father's  heir ; 
Your  father's  heir  must  have  your  father's  land. 

Rob,  Shall,  then,  my  father's  will  be  of  no  force 
To  dispossess  that  child  which  is  not  his  P  • 

Bast.  Of  no  more  force  to  dispossess  me,  sir, 
Than  was  his  will  to  get  me,  as  I  think. 

Eli.  Whether  hadst  thou  rather  be  a  Faulconbridge, 
And  like  thy  brother  to  enjoy  thy  land, 
Or  the  reputed  son  of  Coeur-de-lion, 
Lord  of  thy  presence,  and  no  land  beside  P 

Bast.  Madam,  an  if  my  brother  had  my  shape, 
And  I  had  his,  sir  Robert  his,  like  him ; 
And  if  my  legs  were  two  such  riding-rods, 
My  arms  such  eel-skins  stuff'd ;  my  face  so  thin, 
That  in  mine  ear  I  durst  not  stick  a  rose. 
Lest  men  should  say,  "  Look,  where  three-farthings  goes  *," 
And,  to  his  shape,  were  heir  to  all  this  land. 
Would  I  might  never  stir  from  off  this  place, 
I'd  give  it  every  foot  to  have  this  face : 
I  would  not  be  sir  Nob '  in  any  case. 

Eli.  I  like  thee  well.     Wilt  thou  forsake  thy  fortune, 

<  —  "  Looki  where  three-farthings  goes/']  Philip  here  again  jokes  on  the 
thJnn^a  of  Robert's  face.  Elizabeth  coined  thin  silver  pieces,  of  the  value  of 
three  farthings,  on  which,  at  the  back  of  the  ear  of  the  Queen's  head,  was  a  rose, 
and  to  this  Philip  alludes.  Costard  in  '<  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  Vol.  ii.  p.  120, 
mentions  pieces  of  *'  three  farthings  "  as  then  current. 

'  I  would  not  be  sir  Nob]  The  old  copy  reads,  *'  //  would  not  be,  &c."  The 
correction  was  made  by  the  editor  of  the  second  folio.  In  both  it  is  printed  tir 
nobbe,  without  a  capital  letter. 

VOL.  IIL  K 
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Bequeath  thy  land  to  him,  and  follow  me  P 
I  am  a  soldier,  and  now  boimd  to  France. 

Bast  Brother,  take  you  my  land,  I'll  take  my  chance. 
Your  face  hath  got  five  hundred  poimds  a  year, 
Yet  sell  your  face  for  five  pence,  and  'tis  dear. — 
Madam,  I'll  follow  you  unto  the  death. 

Hit.  Nay,  I  woidd  have  you  go  before  me  thither. 

Bast,  Our  country  manners  give  our  betters  way. 

JT.  John,  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Bast,  Philip,  my  liege ;  so  is  my  name  begun ; 
Philip,  good  old  sir  Robert's  wife's  eldest  son. 

K,  John,  From  henceforth  bear  his  name  whose  form  thou 
bearest: 
Kneel  thou  down  Philip,  but  arise  more  great ' ; 
Arise  sir  Richard,  and  Flantagenet. 

Bast.  Brother,  by  the  mother's  side,  give  me  your  hand : 
My  father  gave  me  honour,  your's  gave  land. — 
Now  blessed  be  the  hour,  by  night  or  day. 
When  I  was  got  sii»  Robert  was  away. 

£li.  The  very  spirit  of  Flantagenet ! — 
I  am  thy  grandame,  Richard :  call  me  so. 

Bast,  Madam,  by  chance,  but  not  by  truth :  what  though  ? 
Something  about,  a  Uttle  from  the  right. 

In  at  the  window,  or  else  o'er  the  hatch : 
Who  dares  not  stir  by  day,  must  walk  by  night, 

And  have  is  have,  however  men  do  catch. 
Near  or  far  off,  well  won  is  still  well  shot, 
And  I  am  I,  howe'er  I  was  begot. 

JT.  John.  Go,  Faulconbridge :  now  hast  thou  thy  desire ; 
A  landless  knight  makes  thee  a  landed  'squire. — 
Come,  madam,  and  come,  Richard  :  we  must  speed 
For  France,  for  France,  for  it  is  more  than  need. 

Bast,  Brother,  adieu :  good  fortune  come  to  thee. 
For  thou  wast  got  i'  the  way  of  honesty  *. 

[^Exeunt  all  but  the  Bastard, 
A  foot  of  honour  better  than  I  was, 

*  Kned  thou  down  Philip,  but  arise  more  greet;]  So  the  oorr.  fb.  1632,  the 
common  reading  being  **rue  more  great."  We  can  willingly  admit  a  letter, 
which  no  doubt  accidentally  escaped,  and  which  so  importantly  aids  the  metre. 
The  next  line  shows  that  "  arise  "  is  the  proper  word. 

' good  fortune  oome  to  thee. 

For  thou  wast  got  i'  the  way  of  honesty.]  Alluding  to  the  proyerb,  that 
"bastards  are  bom  lucky.''  Philip  wishes  his  brother  good  fortune,  because 
Robert  was  not  a  bastard. 
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But  many,  all !  many  a  foot  of  land  the  worse '. 
Well,  now  can  I  make  any  Joan  a  lady : — 
"  Good  den ',  sir  Richard." — "  God-a-mercy,  fellow ;" 
And  if  his  name  be  George,  I'll  call  him  Peter ; 
For  new-made  honour  doth  forget  men's  names : 
'Tis  too  respective,  and  too  sociable, 
For  your  conversion  *.     Now  your  traveller, 
He  and  his  tooth-pick  at  my  worship's  mess ; 
And  when  my  knightly  stomach  is  suffic'd. 
Why  then  I  suck  my  teeth,  and  catechize 
My  picked  man  of  countries : — "  My  dear  sir," 
Thus  leaning  on  mine  elbow  I  begin, 
"  I  shall  beseech  you  " — ^that  is  question  now ; 
-And  then  comes  answer  like  an  absey  book  * : — 
"  0  sir,"  says  answer,  "  at  your  best  command ; 
At  your  employment ;  at  your  service,  sir :" — 
"  No,  sir,"  says  question,  "  I,  sweet  sir,  at  your's." 
And  so,  ere  answer  knows  what  question  would, 
Saving  in  dialogue  of  compliment, 
And  talking  of  the  Alps,  and  Apennines, 
The  Pyreneans,  and  the  river  Po  *, 
It  draws  toward  supper,  in  conclusion  so. 
But  this  is  worshipful  society. 
And  fits  the  moimting  spirit,  like  myself; 
For  he  is  but  a  bastard  to  the  time, 

'  But  many,  ah  !  many  a  foot  of  land  the  worse.]  The  old  compositor  seems 
to  have  been  puzzled  by  the  interjection,  and  printed  the  line  thus  imperfectly : 

**  But  many  a* many  foot  of  land  the  worse." 
The  correction  is  firom  the  corr.  fo.  1632:  Fauloonbridge  looks  back  with  some 
trifling  regret  at  the  sacrifice  of  his  land. 

*  '*  Good  DKN,]  An  abbreviation  of  *'good  even,**  or  evening;  but  sometimes 
used  lor  good  day.  See  **  Much  Ado  about  Nothing/'  A.  ilL  sc.  2,  and  A.  v.  sc.  1. 

*  For  your  conversion.]  Meaning  alteration  of  rank  and  station :  the  old  cor- 
rector of  the  fo.  1632  leads  us  to  suppose  that,  in  his  time,  the  passage  was 
■ometimes  thus  delivered : 

''  'Tis  too  respective,  and  too  sociable. 
For  your  diversion,  now,  your  traveller. 
He  and  bis  tooth-pick  at  my  worship's  mess,"  &c 

And  travellers  were  often  invited  for  the  divertion  of  guests,  but  that  was  probably 

not  what  the  poet  had  in  his  mind  here. 

*  And  then  comes  answer  like  an  abskt  book :]  In  the  old  copies  it  is  printed, 
"  like  an  a^t«y-book,"  i.  e.  ABC  book ;  and  it  must  be  pronounced  "  absey  "  lor 
the  measure.    Mr.  Singer  therefore  properly  prints  it  abtey, 

*  The  Pykkneanb,  and  the  river  Po,]  It  is  Pyrenean  in  the  old  copies,  but 
altered  to  "Pyreneans"  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  in  consistency  with  Alps  and 
Apennines  in  the  preceding  line.  Three  lines  lower  the  altered  text  is  '*  And  fits 
m  mounting  spirit,"  but  this  change  does  not  seem  required. 

k2 
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That  doth  not  smack  of  observation  ^ ; 
And  so  am  I,  whether  I  smack,  or  no ; 
And  not  alone  in  habit  and  device, 
Exterior  form,  outward  accoutrement, 
But  from  the  inward  motion  to  deliver 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  poison  for  the  age's  tooth : 
Which,  though  I  will  not  practise  to  deceive, 
Yet,  to  avoid  deceit,  I  mean  to  learn. 
For  it  shall  strew  the  footsteps  of  my  rising. — 
But  who  comes  in  such  haste,  in  riding  robes  P 
What  woman-post  is  this  P  hath  she  no  husband, 
That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  horn  before  her  *  P 

Enter  Lady  Faulconbridob  and  James  Gurnet. 

0  me !  it  is  my  mother. — ^How  now,  good  lady ! 
What  brings  you  here  to  court  so  hastily  P 

Lady  F.  Where  is  that  slave,  thy  brother  P  where  is  he. 
That  holds  in  chase  mine  honour  up  and  down  P 

Bast.  My  brother  Robert  P  old  sir  Robert's  son  P 
Colbrand  the  giant,  that  same  mighty  man '  P 
Is  it  sir  Robert's  son  that  you  seek  so  P 

Lady  F.  Sir  Robert's  son !     Ay,  thou  unreverend  boy. 
Sir  Robert's  son :  why  scom'st  thou  at  sir  Robert  P 
He  is  sir  Robert's  son,  and  so  art  thou. 

Bast.  James  Ghimey,  wilt  thou  give  us  leave  a  while  P 

Chdr.  Good  leave,  good  Philip. 

Bast.  Philip  P — sparrow  * ! — James, 

There's  toys  abroad :  anon  I'U  tell  thee  more.  \_Fxit  Gurney. 
Madam,  I  was  not  old  sir  Robert's  son : 

'  That  doth  not  smack  of  observation ;]  The  folio,  1623,  reads  tmoaJt,  and  the 
second  and  later  folios  do  not  correct  the  misprint,  although  lerj  obyioas  from  the 
next  line.    "  Smack  '*  was,  we  believe,  first  substitated  by  Theobald. 

*  That  will  take  pains  to  blow  a  ho&n  before  her  ?]  The  allosion  is  of  conrse 
doable, — to  the  horn  of  a  poti,  and  to  the  horn  of  such  a  husband  as  Lady 
Fanlconbridge  had  rendered  hers. 

'  Colbrand  the  giant,  that  same  mighty  man?]  Colbrand  was  the  Danish 
giant,  whom  Guy  of  Warwick  discomfited  in  the  presence  of  King  Atholstan. 
This  line  reads  as  if  quoted  from  an  old  romance  or  ballad,  in  which  the  acts  of 
Guy  and  Colbrand  were  celebrated.  **  The  History  of  Guy  Earl  of  Warwick,"  by 
8.  Rowlands,  did  not  come  out  until  1607 ;  but  a  romance  on  the  same  incidents 
had  appeared  long  before,  having  been  printed  by  W.  Copland  and  J.  Cawood. 
A  fhigment  of  an  edition,  from  the  types  of  Pynson,  or  Wynkyn  de  Worde,  is  also 
in  existence.    They  do  not,  however,  contain  the  line. 

>  Philip? — sparrow!]  Philip  was  the  old  name  given  to  a  sparrow.  The 
Bastard  means,  that  he  is  no  longer  to  be  called  by  an  appellation  which  belongs 
to  so  insignificant  an  aoimaL 
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Sir  Bobert  miglit  have  eat  his  part  in  me 
Upon  Good-friday,  and  ne'er  broke  his  fast. 
Sir  Robert  could  do  well :  marry,  to  confess, 
Could  he  get  me  *  P     Sir  Robert  could  not  do  it : 
We  know  his  handy-work. — Therefore,  good  mother, 
To  whom  am  I  beholding  for  these  limbs  P 
Sir  Robert  never  help  to  make  this  leg. 

Lady  F.  Hast  thou  conspired  with  thy  brother,  too. 
That  for  thine  own  gain  shouldst  defend  mine  honour  P 
What  means  this  scorn,  thou  most  imtoward  knave  P 

Bast  Knight,  knight,  good  mother, — ^Basilisco-like '. 
What !  I  am  dubb'd ;  I  have  it  on  my  shoulder. 
But,  mother^  I  am  not  sir  Robert's  son ; 
I  have  disclaim'd  sir  Robert,  and  my  land ; 
Legitimation,  name,  and  aU  is  gone. 
Then,  good  my  mother,  let  me  know  my  father : 
Some  proper  man,  I  hope ;  who  was  it,  mother  P 

Lady  F.  Hast  thou  denied  thyself  a  Faidconbridge  P 

Bast.  As  faithAilly  as  I  deny  the  devil. 

Lady  F.  King  Richard  Coeur-de-lion  was  thy  father. 
By  long  and  vehement  suit  I  was  seduc'd 
To  make  room  for  him  in  my  husband's  bed. — 
Heaven,  lay  not  my  transgression  to  my  charge ! — 
Thou  art  the  issue  of  my  dear  offence  *, 
Which  was  so  strongly  urg'd,  past  my  defence. 

Bast.  Now,  by  this  light,  were  I  to  get  again, 
Madam,  I  would  not  wish  a  better  father. 
Some  sins  do  bear  their,  privilege  on  earth. 
And  so  doth  your's ;  your  fault  was  not  your  folly : 
Needs  must  you  lay  your  heart  at  his  dispose, 

'  Could  HB  get  me?]  The  folios  omit  "he/'  which  is  necessary  to  the  sense, 
and  thej  have  no  note  of  interrogation.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has  the  passage  as  a 
mere  ttateoient,  "  Coald  not  get  me"  which  is  very  tame. 

'  —  Basilisoo>like.]  Basilisoo  is  a  cowardly  braggart  in  the  old  play  of 
'*  SoUman  and  Perseda,''  1699,  who  claims  to  be  a  knight.  The  piece  must  have 
been  popalar,  and  has  been  attributed  to  Thomas  Kyd,  the  author  of  "The 
Spanish  Tragedy."  The  date  when  "  Soliman  and  Perseda  **  was  written  has  not 
been  ascertained,  but  it  was  anterior  to  "  King  John,"  and  in  it  we  meet  with 
just  the  same  substitution  of  "  knave  "  for  "  knight,"  in  a  passage  which  Theobald 
painted  out: — 

**  Batilitco,  I,  the  aforesaid  Basilisco,  knight ;  good  fellow,  knight. 
PUton.  Knave,  good  fellow,  knave" 

*  Thou  art  the  issue  of  my  dear  offence,]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  such  has 
been  the  usual  text  instead  of  *'  That  art  the  issue,"  &c.  The  old  lection  may  be 
CMOy  undentood,  but  the  change  introduced  avoids  an  awkwardness. 
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Subjected  tribute  to  commaiidiiig  love, 
Against  whose  fury  and  unmatched  force 
The  aweless  lion  could  not  wage  the  fight, 
Nor  keep  his  princely  heart  from  Richard's  hand. 
He,  that  perforce  robs  lions  of  their  hearts, 
May  easily  win  a  woman's.     Ay,  my  mother, 
With  all  my  heart  I  thank  thee  for  my  father : 
Who  lives,  and  dares  but  say  thou  didst  not  well 
When  I  was  got,  I'll  send  his  soul  to  hell. 
Come,  lady,  I  will  show  thee  to  my  kin ; 

And  they  shall  say,  when  Richard  me  begot, 
If  thou  hadst  s$dd  him  nay,  it  had  been  sin : 

Who  says  it  was,  he  lies :  I  say,  'twas  not.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 

France.    Before  the  Walls  of  Angiers. 

Enter,  on  me  side,  the  Archduke  o/*  Austria,  and  Forces;  on 
the  other y  Philip,  King  of  France,  and  Forces;  Lewis, 
Constance,  Arthur,  and  Attendants. 

Lew,  Before  Angiers  well  met,  brave  Austria  *. — 
Arthur,  that  great  fore-runner  of  thy  blood, 
Richard,  that  robb'd  the  lion  of  his  heart, 
And  fought  the  holy  wars  in  Palestine, 
By  this  brave  duke  came  early  to  his  grave  * : 
A  for  «nends  to  his  post  Jty.        ^ 
At  our  importance  hither  is  he  come ', 

*  Before  Angiers  well  met.  braye  Austria.]  It  has-been  suggested,  with  some 
plau^bility,  that  the  King  of  France  ought  to  open  this  scene,  and  that  such  is 
usually  the  case  when  Shakespeare  introduces  a  king  on  the  stage.  This  rule  is 
by  no  means  without  exception,  and  of  course  we  do  not  feel  authorised,  upon 
mere  speculation,  to  alter  the  invariable  regulation  of  the  folios. 

*  By  this  braye  duke  came  early  to  his  grave :]  In  the  old  "  King  John,''  the 
King  of  France  tells  Arthur, 

'*  Brave  Austria,  cause  of  Cordelion's  death, 
Is  also  come  to  aid  thee  in  thy  wars." 
This,  as  Steevens  observes,  is  an  historical  error,  Richard  I.  having  lost  his  life 
at  the  siege  of  Chains,  long  after  he  had  been  ransomed  out  of  Austria's  power. 
Leopold,  duke  of  Austria,  who  threw  Richard  1.  into  prison,  was  killed  by  a  fall 
from  his  horse  in  1105,  four  years  before  John  asccmded  the  throne. 

'  At  our  iM FOKTANCB  hitW  is  he  come,]  i.  t.  At  our  importunity.    Shake- 
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To  spread  his  colours,  boy,  in  thy  behalf; 

And  to  rebuke  the  usurpation 

Of  thy  unnatural  uncle,  English  John : 

Embrace  him,  love  him,  give  him  welcome  hither. 

Arth.  God  shall  forgive  you  Cceur-de-lion's  death, 
The  rather,  that  you  give  his  offspring  life. 
Shadowing  their  right "  under  your  wings  of  war. 
I  give  you  welcome  with  a  powerless  hand. 
But  with  a  heart  full  of  imstrained  love  * : 
Welcome  before  the  gates  of  Angiers,  duke. 

Lew.  A  noble  boy  !     Who  would  not  do  thee  right  ? 

Ami.  Upon  thy  cheek  lay  I  this  zealous  kiss, 
As  seal  to  this  indenture  of  my  love ; 
That  to  my  home  I  wiU  no  more  return. 
Till  Angiers,  and  the  right  thou  hast  in  France, 
Together  with  that  pale,  that  white-fac'd  shore, 
Whose  foot  spurns  back  the  ocean's  roaring  tides, 
And  coops  from  other  lands  her  islanders. 
Even  till  that  England,  hedg'd  in  with  the  main. 
That  water- walled  bulwark,  still  secure 
And  confident  from  foreign  purposes. 
Even  till  that  utmost  comer  of  the  west 
Salute  thee  for  her  king :  till  then,  fair  boy, 
Will  I  not  think  of  home,  but  follow  arms. 

Const.  0  !  take  his  mother's  thanks,  a  widow's  thanks, 
Till  your  strong  hand  shall  help  to  give  him  strength, 
To  make  a  more  requital  to  your  love. 

Aust.  The  peace  of  heaven  is  their's,  that  lift  their  swords 
In  such  a  just  and  charitable  war. 

K.  Phi.  Well  then,  to  work.     Our  cannon  shall  be  bent 
Against  the  brows  of  this  resisting  town : — 
Call  for  our  chiefest  men  of  discipline. 
To  cuU  the  plots  of  best  advantages. 
We'll  lay  before  this  town  our  royal  bones, . 
Wade  to  the  market-place  in  Frenchmen's  blood, 

tpeare  (as  we  have  already  seen  in  ^'  Much  Ado  about  Nothing/'  A.  ii.  sc.  1,  and 
in  "All's  WeU  that  Ends  Well,"  A.  Hi.  sc.  7)  many  times  uses  "important"  for 
importunate.    In  "  The  Winter's  Tale,"  A.  v.  sc.  2,  it  is  from  the  Fr.  emporter. 

•  Shadowing  thbir  right]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has  "  hit  right,"  but  the  change 
is  needless,  since  "  their  "  applies  to  offspring  as  a  collective  noun. 

*  But  with  a  heart  full  of  unstrained  love :]  The  epithet  is  unstained  in  the 
old  editions,  but  any  child's  love  would  deserve  it ;  and  it  seems  certain  that  a 
letter  has  dropped  out,  and  that  what  Arthur  means  is  that  his  love  is  tpontatieout 
and  uneonttrained.    Soch  is  the  emendation  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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But  we  will  make  it  subject  to  this  boy. 

Const.  Stay  for  an  answer  to  your  embassy, 
Lest  unadvised  you  stain  your  swords  with  blood. 
My  lord  Cbatillon  may  from  England  bring 
That  right  in  peace,  which  here  we  urge  in  war ; 
And  then  we  shall  repent  each  drop  of  blood. 
That  hot  rash  haste  so  indiscreetly  shed  *. 

Enter  Chatillon. 

K.  Phi.  A  wonder,  lady ! — ^lo,  upon  thy  wish, 
Our  messenger,  Chatillon,  is  arriv'd. — 
What  England  says,  say  briefly,  gentle  lord ; 
We  coldly  pause  for  thee :  Chatillon,  speak. 

Chat.  Then  turn  your  forces  from  this  paltry  siege. 
And  stir  them  up  against  a  mightier  task. 
England,  impatient  of  your  just  demands. 
Hath  put  himself  in  arms :  the  adverse  winds. 
Whose  leisure  I  have  stay'd,  have  given  him  time 
To  land  his  legions  all  as  soon  as  I. 
His  marches  are  expedient '  to  this  town ; 
His  forces  strong,  his  soldiers  confident. 
With  him  along  is  come  the  mother-queen. 
An  At^  stirring  him '  to  blood  and  strife : 
With  her  her  niece,  the  lady  Blanch  of  Spain ; 
With  them  a  bastard  of  the  king's  deceas'd, 
And  all  th'  unsettled  humours  of  the  land. 
Bash,  inconsiderate,  fiery  volimtaries. 
With  ladies'  faces,  and  fierce  dragons'  spleens, 
Have  sold  their  fortimes  at  their  native  homes. 
Bearing  their  birthrights  proudly  on  their  backs. 
To  make  a  hazard  of  new  fortimes  here. 
In  brief,  a  braver  choice  of  dauntless  spirits. 
Than  now  the  English  bottoms  have  waft  o'er, 
Did  never  float  upon  the  swelling  tide. 
To  do  ofience  and  scath  in  Christendom. 

[Drums  fieard  within. 

>  That  hot  rash  haste  so  indiscrkbtlt  shed.]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1C32,  and  with 
such  obTious  fitness  that,  like  the  old  annotator,  we  erase  indirectly^  which  has 
hitherto  always  been  considered  the  text.  Mr.  Singer,  too,  prints  *'  indiscreetly/' 
here  acknowledging  his  obligation. 

«  —  expedient]  i.  «.  Expeditiom.    See  p.  141,  "with  much  expedient  march.'' 
•  An  At^  stirring  him]     "  An  Ace  stirring  him  "  in  all  the  folios.     The  corr. 
fo.  1632,  instead  of  <«  An  At^,"  reads  ''AmAH,**  which  is  perhaps  right,  bat  it  does 
not  enforce  alteration. 
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The  interruption  of  their  churlish  drums 
Cuts  off  more  circumstance :  they  are  at  hand. 
To  parley,  or  to  fight ;  therefore,  prepare. 

K.  Phi.  How  much  imlook'd  for  is  this  expedition ! 

Aust.  By  how  much  imexpected,  by  so  much 
We  must  awake  endeavour  for  defence, 
For  courage  mounteth  with  occasion : 
Let  them  be  welcome,  then ;  we  are  prepared. 

Enter  King  John,  Elinor,  Blanch,  the  Bastardy  Pembroke, 

and  Forces, 

jr.  John.  Peace  be  to  France ;  if  France  in  peace  permit 
Our  just  and  lineal  entrance  to  our  own : 
If  not,  bleed  France,  and  peace  ascend  to  heaven ; 
Whiles  we,  God's  wrathful  agent,  do  correct 
Their  proud  contempt  that  beats  his  peace  to  heaven. 

K.  Phi.  Peace  be  to  England ;  if  that  war  return 
From  France  to  England,  there  to  live  in  peace. 
England  we  love ;  and,  for  that  England's  sake, 
With  burden  of  our  armour  here  we  sweat. 
This  toil  of  our's  should  be  a  work  of  thine ; 
But  thou  from  loving  England  art  so  far. 
That  thou  hast  imder- wrought  her  lawM  king  *, 
Cut  off  the  sequence  of  posterity. 
Outfaced  infant  state,  and  done  a  rape 
Upon  the  maiden  virtue  of  the  crown. 
Look  here  upon  thy  brother  Geflfrey's  face : 
These  eyes,  these  brows,  were  moulded  out  of  his : 
This  little  abstract  doth  contain  that  large. 
Which  died  in  Gefifrey,  and  the  hand  of  time 
Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  huge  a  volume  *. 
That  Geflfrey  was.  thy  elder  brother  bom. 
And  this  his  son :  England  was  Gefi&ey's  right. 
And  this  is  Geflfrey's.     In  the  name  of  God, 
How  comes  it,  then,  that  thou  art  call'd  a  king, 
When  living  blood  doth  in  these  temples  beat, 


*  That  thou  hast  undbr-wrouoht  her  lawful  king,]  t.  e,  Under>mioed  !  the 
opposite  to  Of  er-reached.  Countries  are  usually  spoken  of  in  the  feminine,  and 
the  Gorr.  fo.  I(i32  properly  substitutes  ''her''  for  hit:  **  her"  and  hU  were  fre* 
quently  confounded,  because  both  of  old  were  spelt  with  the  same  vowel. 

*  Shall  draw  this  brief  into  as  huge  a  volume.]  The  word  "  brief  "  meant,  in 
the  time  of  Shakespeare,  an  abstract,  or  a  short  statement.  We  still  use  it  in  the 
same  manner  when  we  speak  of  a  brirf^e^^end.  to  counsel  in  a  cause. 
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Wliich  owe  the  crown  that  thou  o'ermaaterest  P 

K,  John,   From  whom  hast  thou  this  great  oommiflwon, 
France, 
To  draw  my  answer  from  thy  articles  P 

K,  Phi.  From  that  supernal  Judge,  that  stirs  good  thoughts 
In  any  breast  of  strong  authority, 
To  look  into  the  blots  and  stains  of  right. 
That  Judge  hath  made  me  guardian  to  this  boy ; 
Under  whose  warrant  I  impeach  thy  wrong. 
And  by  whose  help  I  mean  to  chastise  it. 

K.  John.  Alack !  thou  dost  usurp  authority. 

K.  Phi.  Excuse :  it  is  to  beat  usurping  down. 

Eli.  Who  is  it,  thou  dost  call  usurper,  France  P 

Const.  Let  me  make  answer : — ^thy  usurping  son. 

Eli.  Out,  insolent !  thy  bastard  shall  be  king. 
That  thou  may'st  be  a  queen,  and  check  the  world ! 

Const.  My  bed  was  ever  to  thy  son  as  true, 
As  thine  was  to  thy  husband,  and  this  boy 
Liker  in  feature  to  his  father  Gefi&ey, 
Than  thou  and  John,  in  manners  being  as  like 
As  rain  to  water,  or  devil  to  his  dam. 
My  boy  a  bastard !     By  my  soul,  I  think. 
His  father  never  was  so  true  begot : 
It  cannot  be,  an  if  thou  wert  his  mother. 

Eli.  There's  a  good  mother,  boy,  that  blots  thy  father. 

Const.  There's  a  good  grandam,  boy,  that  woidd  blot  thee. 

Aust.  Peace! 

Bast.  Hear  the  crier. 

Aust.  What  the  devil  art  thou  P 

Bast.  One  that  will  play  the  devil,  sir,  with  you. 
An  a'  may  catch  your  hide  and  you  alone. 
You  are  the  hare  of  whom  the  proverb  goes. 
Whose  valour  plucks  dead  lions  by  the  beard. 
I'll  smoke  your  skin-coat,  an  I  catch  you  right : 
Sirrah,  look  to't ;  i'  faith,  I  will,  i'  faith. 

Blanch.  0  !  well  did  he  become  that  lion's  robe, 
That  did  disrobe  the  lion  of  that  robe. 

Bast.  It  lies  as  sightly  on  the  back  of  him. 
As  great  Alcides'  shoes  upon  an  ass. — 
But,  ass,  I'll  take  that  burden  frt)m  your  back. 
Or  lay  on  that  shall  make  your  shoulders  crack. 

Aust.  What  cracker  is  this  same,  that  dea£s  our  ears 
With  this  abundance  of  superfluous  breath  P 
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K.  Phi,  Lewis,  determine  what  we  shall  do  straight  *. 

Lew.  Women  and  fools,  break  off  your  conference. — 
S[ing  John,  this  is  the  very  sum  of  ail : — 
England,  and  Ireland,  Anjou,  Touraine,  Maine, 
In  right  of  Arthur  do  I  claim  of  thee. 
Wilt  thou  resign  them,  and  lay  down  thy  arms  P 

K.  John.  Mj  life  as  soon :  I  do  defy  thee,  France. — 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  yield  thee  to  my  hand. 
And  out  of  my  dear  love  I'll  give  thee  more. 
Than  e'er  the  coward  hand  of  France  can  win. 
Submit  thee,  boy. 

£lli.  Come  to  thy  grandam,  child. 

Const.  Do,  child,  go  to  it'  grandam,  child : 
Give  grandam  kingdom,  and  it'  grandam  will 
Give  it  a  plum,  a  cherry,  and  a  fig: 
There's  a  good  grandam. 

Arth.  Good  my  mother,  peace ! 

I  would  that  I  were  low  laid  in  my  grave ; 
I  am  not  worth  this  coil  that's  made  for  me. 

£IL  His  mother  shames  him  so,  poor  boy,  he  weeps. 

Const.  Now  shame  upon  you,  whe'r  she  does  or  no ! 
His  grandam's  wrongs,  and  not  his  mother's  shames, 
Draw  those  heaven-moving  pearls  from  his  poor  eyes. 
Which  heaven  shall  take  in  nature  of  a  fee : 
Ay,  with  these  crystal  beads  heaven  shall  be  brib'd 
To  do  him  justice,  and  revenge  on  you. 

£lli.  Thou  monstrous  slanderer  of  heaven  and  earth ! 

Const.  Thou  monstrous  injurer  of  heaven  and  earth ! 
Call  not  me  slanderer :  thou,  and  thine,  usurp 
The  dominations,  royalties,  and  rights. 
Of  this  oppressed  boy.     This  is  thy  eldest  son's  son, 
Infortunate  in  nothing  but  in  thee : 
Thy  sins  are  visited  in  this  poor  child ; 
The  canon  of  the  law  is  laid  on  him, 
Being  but  the  second  generation 
Removed  from  thy  sin-conceiving  womb. 

K.  John.  Bedlam,  have  done. 

*  Lewis,  determine  what  we  shall  do  straight.]    This  line,  in  the  folios,  is  made 
part  of  what  is  said  by  Austria,  and  it  stands  thus  : — 

"  King  Lewis,  determine,"  Slc. 
Lewis  was  not  king,  but  Philip.    The  error  must  have  arisen  merely  from  not 
printiiig  King  in  Italic,  as  the  prefix  of  the  speech,  which  seems  clearly  to  belong 
to  King  Philip.   Austria  could  not  call  Lewis  **  King  Lewis ;"  and,  moreOTer,  King  ia 
wirpliiiage  aa  regards  the  terse. 


140  -KING  JOHN.  [aCT  n. 

ConBt  I  have  but  this  to  say, — 

That  he  is  not  only  plagued  for  her  sin, 
But  God  hath  made  her  sin  and  her,' the  plague 
On  this  removed  issue,  plagu'd  for  her. 
And  with  her  plague  her  sin :  his  injury 
Her  injury  the  beadle  to  her  sin. 
All  punish'd  in  the  person  of  this  child. 
And  all  for  her,  a  plague  upon  her  ^ ! 

Eli.  Thou  imadvised  scold,  I  can  produce 
A  will,  that  bars  the  title  of  thy  son. 

Const.  Ay,  who  doubts  that  P  a  will !  a  wicked  will ; 
A  woman's  will ' :  a  canker'd  grandam's  wiU ! 

K.  Phi.  Peace,  lady !  pause,  or  be  more  temperate. 
It  ill  beseems  this  presence,  to  cry  aim ' 
To  these  ill-tuned  repetitions. — 
Some  trumpet  summon  hither  to  the  walls 
These  men  of  Angiers :  let  us  hear  them  speak, 
Whose  title  they  admit,  Arthur's  or  John's. 

Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Citizens  upon  the  waUs '. 

Cit.  Who  is  it,  that  hath  wam'd  us  to  the  walls  P 

K.  Phi.  'Tis  France,  for  England. 

K.  John.  England,  for  itself. 

You  men  of  Angiers,  and  my  loving  subjects, — 

K.  Phi.  You  loving  men  of  Angiers,  Arthur's  subjects. 
Our  trumpet  call'd  you  to  this  gentle  parle. 

K.  John.  For  our  advantage ;  therefore,  hear  us  first. — 
These  flags  of  France,  that  are  advanced  here 
Before  the  eye  and  prospect  of  your  town, 

^  And  all  for  her:  a  plague  upon  herl]  This  speech  is  given  in  our  text 
exactly  as  it  stands  in  the  old  copies,  and  no  chan^  is  suggested  in  the  oorr.  fi>. 
1632 :  it  has  been  the  source  of  some  contention  among  the  commentators ;  but 
the  meaning,  though  involt ed,  seems  sufficiently  dear.  Malone  needlessly  "  sus- 
pected that  two  half  lines  had  been  lost." 

'  A  woman's  will :]     So  in  the  old  '*  King  John/'  Elinor  says, 

"  I  can  infer  a  will, 

That  bars  the  way  he  urgeth  by  descent." 
And  Constance  replies, 

"  A  will  indeed !  a  crabbed  woman's  will,"  &c. 

*  —  to  cry  aim]  i.  e.  To  give  the  word  for  aiming ;  a  phrase  derived  from 
archery.  It  figuratively  means,  as  here,  to  encourage,  and  it  is  misprinted  "  to  cry 
ay  me  "  in  the  folios,  but  altered  to  "  aime  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

^  Enter  Citizens  upon  the  walls.]  The  economy  of  our  old  stage  could  only 
allow  one  citizen  to  make  his  appearance.  **  Enter  a  Citizen  upon  the  walls  "  is 
the  direction  in  the  folios. 
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Have  hither  march'd  to  your  endamagement : 

The  cannons  have  their  bowels  full  of  wrath, 

And  ready  mounted  are  they,  to  spit  forth 

Their  iron  indignation  'gainst  your  walls : 

All  preparation  for  a  bloody  siege. 

And  merciless  proceeding  by  these  French, 

Come  'fore  your  city's  eyes  *,  your  winking  gates ; 

And,  but  for  our  approach,  those  sleeping  stones. 

That  as  a  waist  do  girdle  you  about. 

By  the  compulsion  of  their  ordnance 

By  this  time  from  their  fixed  beds  of  lime 

Had  been  dishabited,  and  wide  havoc  made 

For  bloody  power  to  rush  upon  your  peace. 

But,  on  the  sight  of  us,  your  lawM  king. 

Who  painfully,  with  much  expedient  march. 

Have  brought  a  coimtercheck  before  your  gates, 

To  save  imscratch'd  your  city's  threaten'd  cheeks. 

Behold,  the  French  amaz'd  vouchsafe  a  parle ; 

And  now,  instead  of  bullets  wrapp'd  in  fire. 

To  make  a  shaking  fever  in  your  walls, 

They  shoot  but  calm  words,  folded  up  in  smoke. 

To  make  a  faithless  error  in  your  ears : 

Which  trust  accordingly,  kind  citizens, 

And  let  us  in,  your  king ;  whose  labour'd  spirits, 

Forwearied  in  this  action  of  swift  speed. 

Crave  harbourage  within  your  city  walls. 

jr.  Phi.  When  I  have  said,  make  answer  to  us  both. 
Lo !  in  this  right  hand,  whose  protection 
Is  most  divinely  vow'd  upon  the  right 
Of  him  it  holds,  stands  young  Plantagenet, 
Son  to  the  elder  brother  of  this  man. 
And  king  o'er  him,  and  all  that  he  enjoys. 
For  this  down-trodden  equity,  we  tread 
In  warlike  march  these  greens  before  your  town ; 
Being  no  farther  enemy  to  you, 

'  Com  VoRB  your  city's  eyes,]  The  folios  misprint  '*  Come  'fore  "  Comfort, 
and  it  was  an  error  for  which  it  is  not  difficult  to  account :  we  derive  the  emenda- 
tion from  the  oorr.  fo.  1632.  Rowe,  seeing  that  Contort  must  be  wrong,  con- 
jectured that  the  true  word  was  Confront,  and  such  has  been  the  ordinary  text. 
There  is  a  singular  confirmation  of  the  misprint  of  Contort  for  "  Come  'fore  " 
in  the  folio,  1632,  itself,  for  in  **  Henry  VI.  Pt.  II.,"  A.  iil  sc.  2,  we  meet  with 
a  line  which  stands  thus: — 

"  Cofn/br/,  my  sovereign,  gracious  Henry  com  fore** 
In  the  last  ioitanoe  **  comfort  **  ought,  of  coarse,  to  be  repeated. 
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Than  tlie  constraint  of  hospitable  zeal, 

In  the  relief  of  this  oppressed  child, 

Beligiously  provokes.     Be  pleased,  then. 

To  pay  that  duty,  which  you  truly  owe. 

To  him  that  owes  it  *,  namely,  this  young  prince ; 

And  then  our  arms,  like  to  a  muzzled  bear. 

Save  in  aspect,  have  all  offence  seal'd  up : 

Our  cannons'  malice  vainly  shall  be  spent 

Against  th'  invulnerable  clouds  of  heaven ; 

And  with  a  blessed  and  imvex'd  retire. 

With  unhack'd  swords,  and  helmets  all  unbruis'd, 

We  will  bear  home  that  lusty  blood  again. 

Which  here  we  came  to  spout  against  your  town. 

And  leave  your  children,  wives,  and  you,  in  peace. 

But  if  you  fondly  pass  our  proffer'd  offer, 

*Tis  not  the  roimdure  of  your  old-fac'd  walls 

Can  hide  you  from  our  messengers  of  war. 

Though  all  these  English,  and  their  discipline. 

Were  harbour'd  in  their  rude  circumference  *. 

Then,  tell  us ;  shall  your  city  call  us  lord, 

In  that  behalf  which  we  have  challeng'd  it. 

Or  shall  we  give  the  signal  to  our  rage. 

And  stalk  in  blood  to  our  possession  P 

Git,  In  brief,  we  are  the  king  of  England's  subjects : 
For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town  *. 

K.  John.  Acknowledge  then  the  king,  and  let  me  in. 

Cit,  That  can  we  not ;  but  he  that  proves  the  king. 
To  him  wiU  we  prove  loyal:  tiU  that  time. 
Have  we  ramm'd  up  our  gates  against  the  world. 

K.  John.  Doth  not  the  crown  of  England  prove  the  king  P 

*  To  pay  that  duty,  which  yoa  truly  owe, 

To  him  that  owes  it,]  This  passage  affords  an  instance  of  the  use  of  the 
Terb  *'  owe  "  in  its  two  senses ;  to  otre,  as  we  now  ordinarily  employ  it,  and  to  OMm, 
which  it  formerly  signified ;  of  which  last  sense  examples  in  Shakespeare  and  his 
contemporaries  are  endless. 

*  Were  harboor'd  in  their  rude  circumference.]  A  correspondent  (Mr.  W.  W. 
Williams  of  Tiverton)  suggests  that  we  ought  here  to  read  *'  wide  circumference,*' 
and  in  a  prenous  line  **  bold^f»c*d  walls "  for  "  ohl-fisc'd  walls."  We  cannot 
concur  in  either  proposal :  the  walls  of  Angters  may  most  properly  be  termed  **  old- 
fiic'd  "  from  their  ruggedness  and  their  antiquity,  and  "  rude  "  is  also  a  most  ap- 
plicable epithet.  If  any  alteration  of  the  text  were  needed,  the  case  would  be 
different,  but  here  all  is  intelligible  and  appropriate. 

'  For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  this  town.]  So  in  the  old  **  King  John," 
the  citizen  on  the  wall  replies, 

**  For  him,  and  in  his  right,  we  hold  imr  town." 
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And,  if  not  that,  I  bring  you  witnesses, 

Twice  fifteen  thousand  hearts  of  England's  breed, — 

Bast.  [Aside,']  Bastards,  and  else. 

K.  John.  To  verify  our  title  with  their  lives. 

jr.  Phi.  As  many,  and  as  well-bom  bloods  as  those, — 

Bast.  [Aside.]  Some  bastards,  too. 

K.  Phi.  Stand  in  his  face  to  contradict  his  claim. 

Cit.  Till  you  compound  whose  right  is  worthiest, 
We  for  the  worthiest  hold  the  right  from  both. 

K.  John.  Then  God  forgive  the  sin  of  all  those  souls  *, 
That  to  their  everlasting  residence. 
Before  the  dew  of  evening  fall,  shall  fleet. 
In  dreadftd  trial  of  our  kingdom's  king ! 

K.  Phi.  Amen,  Amen. — Moimt,  chevaliers !  to  arms ! 

Bast.  St.  George;  that  swing'd  the  dragon,  and  e'er  since, 
Sits  on  his  horseback  at  mine  hostess'  door. 
Teach  us  some  fence !  [To  Austria.]  Sirrah,  were  I  at  home, 
At  your  den,  sirrah,  with  your  lioness, 
I  would  set  an  ox-head  to  your  lion's  hide. 
And  make  a  monster  of  you. 

Aust.  Peace !  no  more. 

Bast.  0  !  tremble,  for  you  hear  the  lion  roar. 

jr.  John.  Up  higher  to  the  plain ;  where  we'll  set  forth 
In  best  appointment  aU  our  regiments. 

Bast.  Speed,  then,  to  take  advantage  of  the  field. 

K.  Phi.  It  shall  be  so ; — [To  Lewis.]  and  at  the  other  hill 
Command  the  rest  to  stand. — Gt)d,  and  our  right  I      [Exeunt. 
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The  Same. 

Alarums  and  Excursions ;  then  a  Retreat.    Enter  a  French 
Herald,  with  trumpets,  to  the  gates. 

F.  Her.  You  men  of  Angiers,  open  wide  your  gates, 
And  let  yoimg  Arthur,  duke  of  Bretagne,  in. 
Who  by  the  hand  of  France  this  day  hath  made 
Much  work  for  tears  in  many  an  English  mother, 

•  —  the  SIN  of  all  those  souls,]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has  "  sin  "  in  the  plural, 
«iiu,  and  such  was  very  likely  the  author's  word ;  but  as  *'  sin  "  is  not  objectionable, 
we  adhere  to  the  earlier  reading. 
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Whose  sons  lie  scattered  on  the  bleeding  ground : 
Many  a  widow's  husband  grovelling  lies, 
Coldly  embracing  the  discolour'd  earth, 
And  victory,  with  little  loss,  doth  play 
Upon  the  dancing  banners  of  the  French, 
Who  are  at  hand,  triumphantly  displayed, 
To  enter  conquerors,  and  to  proclaim 
Arthur  of  Bretagne,  England's  king,  and  your's. 

JEnter  an  English  Herald^  with  trumpets. 

JE.  Her.  Eejoice,  you  men  of  Angiers,  ring  your  bells : 
King  John,  your  king  and  England's,  doth  approach. 
Commander  of  this  hot  malicious  day. 
Their  armours,  that  march'd  hence  so  silver-bright, 
Hither  return  all  gilt  with  Frenchmen's  blood. 
There  stuck  no  plume  in  any  English  crest. 
That  is  remoVd  by  any  staff  of  France ' : 
Our  colours  do  return  in  those  same  hands. 
That  did  display  them  when  we  first  march'd  forth ; 
And  like  a  jolly  troop  of  huntsmen  come 
Our  lusty  English,  all  with  purpled  hands. 
Dyed  in  the  dying  slaughter  of  their  foes. 
Open  your  gates,  and  give  the  victors  way. 

at.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers '  we  might  behold, 
From  first  to  last,  the  onset  and  retire 
Of  both  your  armies ;  whose  equality 
By  our  best  eyes  cannot  be  censured : 
Blood  hath  bought  blood,  and  blows  have  answer'd  blows  ; 
Strength  match'd    with    strength,    and    power  confronted 

power : 
Both  are  alike ;  and  both  alike  we  like. 
One  must  prove  greatest :  while  they  weigh  so  even, 
We  hold  our  town  for  neither,  yet  for  both. 


'  That  is  remof 'd  hj  ant  staflT  of  France :]  In  the  preceding  line  we  have 
"  any  English  crest/'  and  here,  according  to  the  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632, 
we  ought  to  read  '*  any  staff  of  France/'  instead  of  merely  "  a  staff  of  France/' 
Thus  too  the  measure  is  supported,  which  is  defective  unless  we  make  a  trisyllable 
of  *'remov'd/' 

'  at.  Heralds,  from  off  our  towers,  &c.]  In  the  old  copies,  this  speech  has 
the  prefix  of  Hubert.  Possibly  the  actor  of  the  part  of  Hubert  also  personated 
the  citizen,  in  order  that  the  speeches  might  be  well  delit ered,  and  this  may  have 
led  to  the  insertion  of  his  name. 
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Enter ^  at  anesidcy  King  John,  mitk  his  power,  Elinor,  Blanch, 
and  the  Bastard;  at  the  other,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Austria, 
and  forces  *. 

K.  John.  France,  hast  thou  yet  more  blood  to  cast  away  P 
Say,  shall  the  current  of  our  right  roam  on  ? 
Whose  passage,  vex'd  with  thy  impediment, 
Shall  leave  his  native  channel,  and  o'er-swell 
With  course  disturbed  even  thy  confining  shores. 
Unless  thou  let  his  silver  water  keep ' 
A  peaceftil  progress  to  the  ocecm. 

K,  Phi,  England,  thou  hast  not  sav'd  one  drop  of  blood, 
In  this  hot  trial,  more  than  we  of  France ; 
Bather,  lost  more :  and  by  this  hand  I  swear, 
That  sways  the  earth  this  climate  overlooks. 
Before  we  will  lay  down  our  just-borne  arms. 
We'll  put  thee  down,  'gainst  whom  these  arms  we  bear. 
Or  add  a  royal  number  to  the  dead. 
Gracing  the  scroll,  that  tells  of  this  war's  loss. 
With  slaughter  coupled  to  the  name  of  kings. 

Bast.  Ha !  majesty,  how  high  thy  glory  tower», 
When  the  rich  blood  of  kings  is  set  on  fire, 
0 !  now  doth  death  line  his  dead  chaps  with  steel ; 
The  swords  of  soldiers  are  his  teeth,  his  fangs ; 
And  now  he  feasts,  mousing  the  flesh  of  men, 
In  undetermin'd  differences  of  kings. — 
Why  stand  these  royal  fronts  amazed  thus  P 
Cry,  havoc,  kings !  back  to  the  stained  field, 
You  equal  potent,  fire-ykindled  spirits  * ! 

*  —  Austria,  and  forces.]  The  following  is  tbe  simple  direction  in  the  old 
folios,  and  it  is  worth  preserving,  on  account  of  the  manner  in  which  the  two 
armies,  headed  by  their  kings,  were  represented  to  come  upon  our  old  stage : — 
'*  Enter  the  two  Kings  with  their  powers,  at  several  doort." 

*  Unless  thou  let  his  silver  water  keep]  The  corr.  fo.  1G32  instructs  us  here  to 
put  *'  water  "  in  the  plural ;  but,  as  in  the  case  of  "  sin,"  on  a  previous  page  (143), 
the  singular  reads  perfectly  well,  and  we  therefore  introduce  no  change.  Above  for 
*'  roam  on  "  of  the  folio,  1623,  some  editors  prefer  *'  run  on/'  to  which  indeed 
there  is  little  objection,  excepting  that  "  roam  "  was  probably  Shakespeare's  word, 
and  a  happy  one,  in  reference  to  the  simile  of  the  *'  silver  water,"  which  was  to 
make  "  a  peaceful  progress  to  the  ocean." 

'  You  equal  potent,  Are-ykindled  spirits !]     The  line  in  the  folios  is, 

**  You  equal  potents,  fiery-kindled  npirits ! " 

and  it  is,  we  think,  beyond  dispute  a  restoration  of  the  genuine  language  of  the 

poet  to  print  the  passage  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632  as  in  our  text,  meaning  that  the 

kings  and  their  armies  are  equally  strong,  and  '*  lire-ykindled,"  not fery 'kindled. 

VOL.  III.  L 
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Then  let  concision  of  one  part  confirm 

The  other's  peace ;  till  then,  blows,  blood,  and  death ! 

K,  John,  Whose  party  do  the  townsmen  yet  admit  P 

K.  Phi,  Speak,  citizens ;  for  England  who's  your  king  ? 

Cit.  The  king  of  England,  when  we  know  the  king. 

K.  Phi,  Know  him  in  us,  that  here  hold  up  his  right. 

K,  John.  In  us,  that  are  our  own  great  deputy, 
And  bear  possession  *  of  our  person  here ; 
Lord  of  our  presence,  Angiers,  and  of  you. 

Cit.  A  greater  power  than  we  denies  all  this ; 
And,  till  it  be  undoubted,  we  do  lock 
Our  former  scruple  in  our  strong-barr'd  gates ; 
King'd  of  our  fear  *,  imtil  our  fears,  resolv'd. 
Be  by  some  certain  king  purg'd  and  depos'd. 

Bast.    By  heaven,   these  scroyles  of  Angiers*  flout  you, 
kings. 
And  stand  securely  on  their  battlements. 
As  in  a  theatre,  whence  they  gape  and  point 
At  your  industrious  scenes  and  acts  of  death. 
Tour  royal  presences  be  rul'd  by  me : 
Do  like  the  mutines  of  Jerusalem  *, 
Be  friends  awhile,  and  both  conjointly  bend 
Your  sharpest  deeds  of  malice  on  this  town. 
By  east  and  west  let  France  and  England  mount 
Their  battering  cannon,  charged  to  the  mouths, 

'  And  bear  possession]  "  And  bear  proeesnon  *'  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  which 
on  some  accounts  may  read  preferaUy ;  bat  all  that  the  King  means  to  say  is,  that 
he  is  his  own  deputy,  and  in  his  own  person  comes  before  Angiers. 

^  Kino'd  of  our  fear,]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  recommends  no  chltnge  here ;  but 
nevertheless  we  are  inclined  to  think  Tyrwhitt  right,  when  he  proposed  "  King'd 
of  oar  fear,"  instead  of  "  Kings  of  our  fear  "  as  it  stands  in  all  the  early  impres- 
sions. The  meaning  seems  to  be  that  the  citizens  resolve  to  consider  their  fear 
their  king,  and  to  refuse  admission  to  either  party,  until  that  fear  is  removed  by  the 
result  of  a  conflict :  the  word  **  deposed  "  in  the  next  line  favours  this  notion. 
We  were  originally  anxious  to  preserve  the  wording  of  the  folios,  but  this  is  a  case 
in  which  we  think  it  must  be  relinquished. 

•  —  these  8CR0YLB8  of  Angiers]  t.  e,  Seabt  of  Angiers,  firom  the  French 
uerouellet,  Ben  Jonson  uses  it  twice  in  the  same  sense  (Giffbrd's  edit  i.  10,  and 
li.  471),  but  I  do  not  recollect  to  have  met  with  the  word  in  any  other  dramatist 
of  the  time. 

*  Do  like  the  mutines  of  Jerusalem,]  i.  e.  The  muHneert  of  Jerusalem.  In 
the  case  alluded  to,  the  mutineers,  or  seditious  parties,  of  Jerusalem  combined 
their  forces  against  the  Roman  besiegers:  here,  the  converse  was  proposed — the 
besiegers  were  to  unite  against  the  inhabitants  of  the  town.  This  event  during  the 
siege  of  Jerusalem,  as  Malone  pointed  out,  is  found  related  in  Joseph  Ben  Gorion's 
"  Historic  of  the  latter  tymes  of  the  Jewes  Common-Weale,"  translated  by  Peter 
Morwyng,  and  originally  published,  not  as  Malone  states  in  1675,  bat  in  1558. 
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Till  their  soul-fearing  clamours  have  brawl'd  down 

The  flinty  ribs  of  this  contemptuous  city : 

I'd  play  incessantly  upon  these  jades^ 

Even  till  unfenced  desolation 

Leave  them  as  naked  as  the  vulgar  air. 

That  done,  dissever  your  united  strengths, 

And  part  your  mingled  colours  once  again ; 

Turn  face  to  face,  and  bloody  point  to  point ; 

Then,  in  a  moment,  fortune  shall  cull  forth 

Out  of  one  side  her  happy  minion, 

To  whom  in  favour  she  shall  give  the  day, 

And  kiss  him  with  a  glorious  victory* 

How  like  you  this  wild  coimsel,  mighty  states  P 

Smacks  it  not  something  of  the  policy  P 

K,  John,  Now,  by  the  sky  that  hangs  above  our  heads, 
I  like  it  well. — ^France,  shall  we  knit  our  powers, 
And  lay  this  Angiers  even  with  the  groimd, 
Then,  after,  fight  who  shall  be  king  of  it  P 

Bast.  An  if  thou  hast  the  mettle  of  a  king, 
Being  wrong'd  as  we  are  by  this  peevish  town, 
Turn  thou  the  mouth  of  thy  artillery. 
As  we  will  our's,  against  these  saucy  walls ; 
And  when  that  we  have  dash'd  them  to  the  ground, 
Why,  then  defy  each  other,  and,  pell-mell. 
Make  work  upon  ourselves  for  heaven,  or  hell. 

K,  Phi.  Let  it  be  so. — Say,  where  will  you  assault  P 

K.  John.  We  from  the  west  will  send  destruction 
Lito  this  city^s  bosom. 

Atist.  I  from  the  north. 

K.  Phi.  Our  thimder  from  the  south, 

Shall  rain  their  drift  of  bullets  on  this  town. 

Bast.  [Aside.']  0,  prudent  discipline !   From  north  to  south, 
Austria  and  France  shoot  in  each  other's  mouth : 
I'll  stir  them  to  it. — Come,  away !  away ! 

at.  Hear  us,  great  kings !  vouchsafe  a  while  to  stay. 
And  I  shall  show  you  peace,  and  fair-fac'd  league ; 
Win  you  this  city  without  stroke,  or  wound ; 
Bescue  those  breathing  lives  to  die  in  beds. 
That  here  come  sacrifices  for  the  field. 
Persever  not,  but  hear  me,  mighty  kings. 

K.  John.  Speak  on  with  favour ;  we  are  bent  to  hear. 

Cit.  That  daughter  there  of  Spain,  the  lady  Blanch, 

l2 
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Is  niece  to  England  ^ :  look  upon  the  years 

Of  Lewis  the  Dauphin,  and  that  lovely  maid. 

If  lusty  love  should  go  in  quest  of  beauty, 

Where  should  he  find  it  fairer  than  in  Blanch  ? 

If  zealous  love  should  go  in  search  of  virtue, 

Where  should  he  find  it  purer  than  in  Blanch  ? 

If  love  ambitious  sought  a  match  of  birth. 

Whose  veins  bound  richer  blood  than  lady  Blanch  P 

Such  as  she  is,  in  beauty,  virtue,  birth. 

Is  the  yoimg  Dauphin  every  way  complete : 

If  not  complete  of,  say,  he  is  not  she " ; 

And  she  again  wants  nothing,  to  name  want. 

If  want  it  be  not,  that  she  is  not  he : 

He  is  the  half  part  of  a  blessed  man, 

Lefb  to  be  finished  by  such  a  she ' ; 

And  she  a  fair  divided  excellence. 

Whose  fulness  of  perfection  lies  in  him. 

0 !  two  such  silver  currents,  when  they  join. 

Do  glorify  the  banks  that  bound  them  in ; 

And  two  such  shores  to  two  such  streams  made  one. 

Two  such  controlling  boimds  shall  you  be,  kings. 

To  these  two  princes,  if  you  marry  them. 

This  union  shall  do  more  than  battery  can 

To  our  fast-closed  gates ;  for,  at  this  match. 

With  swifter  spleen  than  powder  can  enforce. 

The  mouth  of  passage  shall  we  fling  wide  ope, 

And  give  you  entrance ;  but,  without  this  match, 

The  sea  enraged  is  not  half  so  deaf, 

'  Is  NiBCB  to  England:]  Here  we  have  restoration  from  the  conr.  fo.  1632, 
the  accuracy  of  which  cannot  well  be  impugned.  The  words  have  hitherto  been 
inTariably  printed  *'  Is  near  to  England/'  excepting  that  in  the  folios  it  in  spelt 
V  neere  to  England :"  the  emendation  is  *'  niece  to  England ;"  for  Lady  Blanch, 
who  is  alluded  to,  was  "  niece  **  to  King  John,  being  the  daughter  of  his  sister 
Eleanor,  by  Alphonso  X.  of  Castile.  In  all  future  editions  of  Shakespeare,  neere 
or  near  must  be  altered  to  **  niece,"  as  in  our  text.  Mr.  Singer  observes  that  the 
error  was  "  an  easy  one :"  no  doubt  of  it ;  and  so  are  many  other  errors  which,  till 
pointed  out  in  the  conr.  fo.  1632.  neither  he,  nor  any  other  editor  during  the  last 
century  and  a  half,  thought  of  setting  right. 

'  If  not  complete  of,  say,  he  is  not  she ;]  The  meaning  is  that  if  the  Dauphin 
be  not  complete  of,  or  in,  these  qualities,  it  is  merely  because  he  is  not  Blanch. 
Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  and  subsequent  editors,  changed  the  preposition  "  of "  into 
the  interjection  O !  but  needlessly,  the  old  copies  being  quite  intelligible. 

*  —  by  such  A  she ;]  "By  such  as  she "  is  the  language  of  the  folios ;  the 
evident  mistake  (like  many  other  errors  hitherto  charged  upon  the  old  printer) 
most  probably  originated  in  mishearing. 
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Lions  more  confident,  mountains  and  rocks 
More  free  from  motion ;  no,  not  death  himself 
In  mortal  fury  half  so  peremptory, 
As  we  to  keep  this  city. 

Bast.  Here's  a  stay  *, 

That  shakes  the  rotten  carcase  of  old  death 
Out  of  his  rags !     Here's  a  large  mouth,  indeed, 
That  spits  forth  death,  and  moimtains,  rocks,  and  seas ; 
Talks  a&  familiarly  of  roaring  lions, 
As  maids  of  thirteen  do  of  puppy-dogs. 
What  cannoneer  begot  this  lusty  blood  ? 
He  speaks  plain  cannon-fire,  and  smoke,  and  bounce ; 
He  gives  the  bastinado  with  his  tongue ; 
Our  ears  are  cudgell'd :  not  a  word  of  his, 
But  bufiets  better  than  a  fist  of  France. 
Zoimds !  I  was  never  so  bethump'd  with  words, 
Since  I  first  call'd  my  brother's  father  dad. 

Eli,  Son,  list  to  this  conjimction ;  make  this  match : 
GKve  with  our  niece  a  dowry  large  enough, 
For  by  this  knot  thou  shalt  so  surely  tie 
Thy  now  imsur'd  assurance  to  the  crown. 
That  yond'  green  boy  shall  have  no  sim  to  ripe 
The  bloom  that  promiseth  a  mighty  fruit. 
I  see  a  yielding  in  the  looks  of  France ; 
Mark,  how  they  whisper :  urge  them  while  their  souls 
Are  capable  of  this  ambition. 
Lest  zeal,  now  melted  by  the  windy  breath 
Of  soft  petitions,  pity,  and  remorse. 
Cool  and  congeal  again  to  what  it  was. 

Cit.  Why  answer  not  the  double  majesties 
This  friendly  treaty  of  our  threaten'd  town  ? 

JT.  Phi.  Speak  England  first,  that  hath  been  forward  first 
To  speak  unto  this  city :  what  say  you  ? 

K.  John.  If  that  the  Dauphin  there,  thy  princely  son, 

'  Here's  a  stay  J  We  cannot  see  the  necessity  for  ch^uiiging  '*  stay "  to  any 
other  word,  least  of  all  to  say  which  Shakespeare  never  uses  as  a  substantive.  Sir 
Roger  Lestrange,  according  to  our  dictionaries,  was  the  first  to  employ  say  in  that 
manner.  If  we  made  any  alteration  it  might  be  to  story,  which,  as  Mr.  W.  W. 
Williams  suggests,  was  easily  misprinted  *'  stay  ;**  but  no  emendation  whatever 
b  called  for.  What  the  Bastard  refers  to  is  the  pause  and  silence,  naturally 
occasioned  by  the  unexpected,  speech  of  the  Citizen,  which  induced  all  parties 
to  gaxe  upon  each  other.  The  Bastard  ought  not  to  begin  speaking  until  the  two 
kings  have  stayed  for  some  little  time.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  passes  over  the  word 
**  stay,"  as  if  it  were  not  liable  to  objection.' 
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Can  in  this  book  of  beauty  read,  I  love, 

Her  dowry  shall  weigh  equal  with  a  queen : 

For  Anjou  *,  and  fair  Touraine,  Maine,  Poictiers, 

And  all  that  we  upon  this  side  the  sea 

(Except  this  city  now  by  us  besieg'd) 

Find  Uable  to  our  crown  and  dignity. 

Shall  gild  her  bridal  bed,  and  make  her  rich 

In  titles,  honours,  and  promotions. 

As  she  in  beauty,  education,  blood. 

Holds  hand  with  any  princess  of  the  world. 

K,  Phi.  What  say*st  thou,  boy  ?  look  in  the  lady's  face. 

Lew.  I  do,  my  lord ;  and  in  her  eye  I  find 
A  wonder,  or  a  wondrous  miracle. 
The  shadow  of  myself  formed  in  her  eye. 
Which,  being  but  the  shadow  of  your  son. 
Becomes  a  sim,  and  makes  your  son  a  shadow. 
I  do  protest,  I  never  lov'd  myself. 
Till  now  infixed  I  beheld  myself 
Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye. 

[  Whispers  tcith  Blanch. 

Bast  Drawn  in  the  flattering  table  of  her  eye, 
Hang'd  in  the  frowning  wrinkle  of  her  brow. 
And  quartered  in  her  heart,  he  doth  espy 

Himself  love's  traitor :  this  is  pity  now. 
That  hang'd,  and  drawn,  and  quartered,  there  should  be,  ^^ 

In  such  a  love,  so  vile  a  lout  as  he. 

Blanch.  My  uncle's  will  in  this  respect  is  mine : 
If  he  see  aught  in  you,  that  makes  him  like. 
That  any  thing  he  sees,  which  moves  his  liking, 
I  can  with  ease  translate  it  to  my  will ; 
Or  if  you  will,  to  speak  more  properly, 
I  will  enforce  it  easily  to  my  love. 
Farther  I  will  not  flatter  you,  my  lord. 
That  all  I  see  in  you  is  worthy  love. 
Than  this, — ^that  nothing  do  I  sec  in  you, 
Though  churlish  thoughts  themselves  should  be  your  judge, 
That  I  can  find  should  merit  any  hate. 

K.  John.  What  say  these  yoimg  onesP — ^What  say  you, 
my  niece  ? 

Blanch.  That  she  is  bound  in  honour  still  to  do 

*  For  Anjou,]  The  old  copy  reads  Angier»^  but  the  same  mistake  has  been 
before  committed.  Aiigiere  is  specially  excepted  by  King  John,  in  order,  possibly, 
to  mark  the  consequences  of  its  resistance. 
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What  you  in  wisdom  still  vouchsafe  to  say. 

K.  John.  Speak  then,  prince  Dauphin :  can  you  love  this 
lady? 

Lew.  Nay,  ask  me  if  I  can  refrain  from  love, 
For  I  do  love  her  most  unfeignedly. 

K.  John.  Then  do  I  give  Volquessen ',  Touraine,  Maine, 
Poictiers,  and  Anjou,  these  five  provinces, 
With  her  to  thee ;  and  this  addition  more, 
Full  thirty  thousand  marks  of  English  coin. — 
Philip  of  France,  if  thou  be  pleas'd  withal, 
Command  thy  son  and  daughter  to  join  hands. 

K.  Phi.   It  likes   us   well.  —  Young  princes,   close  your 
hands. 

Ami.  And  your  lips  too ;  for,  I  am  well  assur'd, 
That  I  did  so,  when  I  was  first  assur'd. 

K.  Phi.  Now,  citizens  of  Angiers,  ope  your  gates, 
Let  in  that  amity  which  you  have  made ; 
For  at  saint  Mary's  chapel  presently 
The  rites  of  marriage  shall  be  solemniz'd. — 
Is  not  the  lady  Constance  in  this  troop  ? 
I  know,  she  is  not ;  for  this  match,  made  up. 
Her  presence  would  have  interrupted  much. 
Where  is  she  and  her  son  ?  tell  me,  who  knows. 

Leic.  She  is  sad  and  passionate  at  your  highness'  tent  *. 

K.  Phi.  And,  by  my  faith,  this  league,  that  we  have  made, 
Will  give  her  sadness  very  little  cure. — 
Brother  of  England,  how  may  we  content 
This  widow'd  lady  *  ?    In  her  right  we  came, 

'  —  Volquessen,]   **  This,"  says  Steevens,  "  is  the  ancient  name  for  the  country 
now  called  the  Vexin  :  in  Latin,  Pagus  Velocassinus.    That  part  of  it  called  the 
Norman   Vexin  was  in  dispute  between  Philip  and  John."     In  the  old  "  King 
John,"  Philip  demands  these  provinces  as  the  dower  of  Blandi : 
"  Then,  I  demand  Volquesson,  Torain,  Main, 
Poiters,  and  Anjou,  these  five  provinces. 
Which  thou,  as  King  of  England,  hold'st  in  France." 
John  agrees  to  cede  them,  but  not  until  he  has  consulted  his  mother. 

*  —  at  your  highness*  tent.]  In  the  old  **  King  John,"  Constance  is  present 
at  the  discussion  and  contract ;  and  inveighs  bitterly  against  it,  after  the  rest  of  the 
characters,  excepting  Arthur,  have  withdrawn. 

•  This  winow'o  lady?]  So  the  corr.  fo.  IC32  and  with  undoubted  improve- 
ment, the  old  reading  being  "  This  widow  lady,"  as  if  she  were  merely  some  re- 
spectable dowager.  The  epithet  "widow'd"  gives  dignity  to  this  reference  to 
Constance,  who  was  not  historically  a  widow,  although  she  afterwards  calls  herself 
one.  She  was  at  this  time  married  to  a  third  husband,  the  brother  of  the  Viscount 
Touars,  having  been  divorced  from  her  second  husband,  Ranulph  Earl  of  Chester. 
In  the  old  **  King  John  "  Constance  also  speaks  of  herself  as  a  widow. 
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Which  we,  God  knows,  have  tum'd  another  way, 
To  our  own  vantage. 

K.  John.  We  will  heal  up  all ; 

For  we'll  create  young  Arthur  duke  of  Bretagne, 
And  earl  of  Richmond,  and  this  rich  fair  town 
We  make  him  lord  of. — Call  the  lady  Constance : 
Some  speedy  xnessenger  bid  her  repal 
To  our  solemnity. — I  trust  we  shall. 
If  not  fill  up  the  measure  of  her  will. 
Yet  in  some  measure  satisfy  her  so. 
That  we  shall  stop  her  exclamation. 
Go  we,  as  well  as  haste  will  suffer  us. 
To  this  imlook'd  for,  unprepared  pomp. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  the  Bastard. — The  Citizetis  retire 
from  the  walls. 

Bast.  Mad  world !  mad  kings !  mad  composition ! 
John,  to  stop  Arthur's  title  in  the  whole. 
Hath  willingly  departed  with  a  part ; 
And  France,  whose  armour  conscience  buckled  on. 
Whom  zeal  and  charity  brought  to  the  field. 
As  God's  own  soldier,  rounded  in  the  ear  * 
With  that  same  purpose-changer,  that  sly  devil. 
That  broker  that  still  breaks  the  pate  of  faith, 
That  daily  break- vow,  he  that  wins  of  all. 
Of  kings,  of  beggars,  old  men,  young  men,  maids, — 
Who  having  no  external  thing  to  lose 
But  the  word  maid, — cheats  the  poor  maid  of  that ; 
That  smooth-faced  gentleman,  tickling  conmiodity, — 
Conmiodity,  the  bias  of  the  world ; 
The  world,  who  of  itself  is  peised  well ', 
Made  to  run  even  upon  even  ground. 
Till  this  advantage,  this  vile  drawing  bias,  • 
This  sway  of  motion,  this  commodity, 
Makes  it  take  head  from  all  indifferency. 
From  all  direction,  purpose,  course,  intent : 
And  this  same  bias,  this  commodity. 
This  bawd,  this  broker,  this  all-changing  word, 
Clapp'd  on  the  outward  eye  of  fickle  France, 

'  —  ROUNDED  in  the  ear]  t.  e.  Whispered  in  the  ear.     See  this  Vol.  p.  23. 

'  The  world,  who  of  itself  is  peisbd  well,]  i.  e.  Poised,  or  balanced  well :  the 
sense  is,  that  '*  commoditj,''  i .  e.  expediency,  convenience,  or  interest,'  throws  the 
world  oflf  its  balance,  and  makes  it  run  unevenly,  like  a  bowl  with  a  bias.  "  Peysed  " 
is  altered  to  poised,  but  unnecessarily,  in  the  corr.  fb.  1632. 
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Hath  drawn  him  from  his  own  determined  aim ', 

From  a  resolv'd  and  honourable  war, 

To  a  most  base  and  vile-concluded  peace. 

And  why  rail  I  on  this  commodity  ? 

But  for  because  he  hath  not  woo'd  me  yet : 

Not  that  I  have  the  power  •  to  clutch  my  hand,    - 

When  his  fair  angels  would  salute  my  palm  ; 

But  for  my  hand,  as  imattempted  yet. 

Like  a  poor  beggar,  raileth  on  the  rich. 

Well,  whiles  I  am  a  beggar,  I  will  rail, 

And  say,  there  is  no  sin,  but  to  bo  rich ; 

And  being  rich,  my  virtue  then  shall  be, 

To  say,  there  is  no  vice  but  beggary. 

Since  kings  break  faith  upon  commodity. 

Gain,  be  my  lord,  for  I  will  worship  thee  ?  [^Exit 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I.* 

The  Same.     The  French  King's  Tent. 

Unier  Constance,  Arthur,  and  Salisbury. 

Const.  Gone  to  be  married  ?  gone  to  swear  a  peace  P 
False  blood  to  false  blood  join'd !     Gone  to  be  friends  ? 
Shall  Lewis  have  Blanch,  and  Blanch  those  provinces  P 
It  is  not  so  ;  thou  hast  misspoke,  misheard : 
Be  well  advis'd,  tell  o'er  thy  tale  again  : 
It  cannot  be ;  thou  dost  but  say  'tis  so. 
I  trust,  I  may  not  trust  thee,  for  thy  word 
Is  but  the  vain  breath  of  a  common  man : 
Believe  me,  I  do  not  believe  thee,  man ; 

*  —  his  own  determin'd  aim  J  M.  Mason  proposed  **  aim  *'  for  aid  of  the 
folios,  and  that  he  was  right  we  have  now  the  testimony  of  the  annotator  on  the 
oorr.  fo.  1632. 

'  Not  that  I  have  the  power]  The  corr.  -fo.  1632  reads  "  no  power/'  hot  the 
diange  not  only  seems  needless,  but  opposes  what  was,  in  all  probability,  the 
meaning  of  the  poet. 

'  A.  iii.  SC.  1.]     In  the  folios  the  second  act  ends  at  the  line,  p.  165, 
"  Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it ;" 
but  H  is  a  decided  error,  set  right  by  Theobald :  the  two  Kings,  &c.  enter,  on 
p.  166,  while  Constance  is  seated  on  the  ground,  and  there  is  no  change  of  place, 
and  no  interruption  of  the  action. 
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I  have  a  king's  oath  to  the  contrary. 

Thou  Shalt  be  punish'd  for  thus  frighting  me, 

For  I  am  sick,  and  capable  of  fears ; 

Oppress'd  with  wrongs,  and  therefore  fiill  of  fears ; 

A  widow,  husbandless,  subject  to  fears ; 

A  woman,  uaturally  bom  to  fears : 

And  though  thou  now  confess  thou  didst  but  jest, 

With  my  vex'd  spirits  I  cannot  take  a  truce ', 

But  they  will  quake  and  tremble  all  this  day. 

What  dost  thou  mean  by  shaking  of  thy  head  ? 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  sadly  on  my  son  P 

What  means  that  hand  upon  that  breast  of  thine  P 

Why  holds  thine  eye  that  lamentable  rheum. 

Like  a  proud  river  peering  o'er  his  bounds  P 

Be  these  sad  signs  confirmers  of  thy  words  P 

Then  speak  again ;  not  all  thy  former  tale. 

But  this  one  word,  whether  thy  tale  be  true. 

Sal.  As  true,  as,  I  believe,  you  think  them  false, 
That  give  you  cause  to  prove  my  saying  true. 

Const.  0  !  if  thou  teach  me  to  believe  this  sorrow. 
Teach  thou  this  sorrow  how  to  make  me  die  ; 
And  let  belief  and  life  encounter  so,    . 
As  doth  the  fiiry  of  two  desperate  men. 
Which  in  the  very  meeting  fall,  and  die. — 
Lewis  marry  Blanch !    0,  boy  !  then  where  art  thou  P 
France  Mend  with  England  !  what  becomes  of  me  P — 
Fellow,  be  gone ;  I  cannot  brook  thy  sight : 
This  news  hath  made  thee  a  most  ugly  man. 

Sal.  What  other  harm  have  I,  good  lady,  done. 
But  spoke  the  harm  that  is  by  others  done  P 

Const  Which  harm  within  itself  so  heinous  is. 
As  it  makes  harmful  all  that  speak  of  it. 
.Arih.  I  do  beseech  you,  madam,  be  content. 

Const.  J£  thou,  that  bidd'st  me  be  content,  wert  grim, 
Ugly,  and  slanderous  to  thy  mother's  womb. 
Full  of  unpleasing  blots,  and  sightless  stains ', 


'  With  my  vex'd  spirits  I  cannot  take  a  trucej  At  the  suggestion  of  the  Rev. 
Mr.  Dyce  we  omit  a  comma  after  *'  spirits,"  upon  which  important  point  he  has 
written  nearly  a  page  of  notes.  (Remarks,  89.) 

*  —  and  SIGHTLESS  stains,]  We  avoid  altering  **  and  sightless  "  to  unsightly 
as  we  are  told  to  do  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  because  '*  sightless  "  may  here  have  been 
used  by  the  poet  for  unfit  for  sight.  At  the  same  time  it  is  not  at  all  unlikely  that 
wuigMly  was  misheard  "  and  sightless.''    "  Swart,"  in  the  next  line,  is  brown, 
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Lame,  foolish,  crooked,  swart,  prodigious, 
Patch'd  with  foul  moles,  and  eye-offending  marks, 
I  would  not  care,  I  then  would  be  content ; 
For  then  I  should  not  love  thee ;  no,  nor  thou 
Become  thy  great  birth,  nor  deserve  a  crown. 
But  thou  art  fair ;  and  at  thy  birth,  dear  boy. 
Nature  and  fortune  join'd  to  make  thee  great : 
Of  nature's  gifts  thou  may'st  with  lilies  boast. 
And  with  the  half-blown  rose ;  but  fortune,  O  ! 
She  is  corrupted,  chang'd,  and  won  from  thee. 
Sh'  adulterates  hourly  with  thine  uncle  John ; 
And  with  her  golden  hand  hath  pluck'd  on  France 
To  tread  down  fiiir  respect  of  sovereignty. 
And  made  his  majesty  the  bawd  to  their's. 
France  is  a  bawd  to  fortime,  and  king  John ; 
Xhat  stnmipet  fortune,  that  usurping  John  ! — 
Tell  me,  thou  fellow,  is  not  France  forsworn  P 
Envenom  him  with  words,  or  get  thee  gone. 
And  leave  those  woes  alone,  which  I  alone 
Am  bound  to  under-bear. 

8aL  Pardon  me,  madam, 

I  may  not  go  without  you  to  the  kings. 

Const,  Thou  mayst,  thou  shalt :  I  will  not  go  with  thee. 
I  will  instruct  my  sorrows  to  be  proud. 
For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  stoop  *. 
To  me,  and  to  the  state  of  my  great  grief. 
Let  kings  assemble  ;  for  my  griers  so  great, 
That  no  supporter  but  the  huge  firm  earth 
Can  hold  it  up :  here  I  and  sorrows  sit ; 
Here  is  my  throne,  bid  kings  come  bow  to  it. 

\_Ske  sits  on  the  ground. 

indining  to  black.    In  "  Henry  VI.  Pt.  I/'  A.  i.  sc.  2,  we  meet  with  the  word 
agnin,  where  it  rnvj  be  said  to  speak  for  itself; 

**  And  whereas  I  was  black  and  swart  before." 
In  the  "  Comedy  of  Errors,"  A.  iii.  sc.  2,  we  have  **  Swart  like  my  shoe,  but  her 
&ce  nothing  so  clean  kept."     Chapman  spells  it  both  iwarth  and  twart,  and 
Drayton  seems  to  have  been  the  first  to  use  twarthy, 

*  For  grief  is  proud,  and  makes  his  owner  stoop.]  This  old  and  sufficiently 
intelligible  reading  has  been  misunderstood  and  perverted  by  most  modem  editors : 
Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,  and  others  after  him,  substituted  stout  for  "  stoop,"  and 
Ifalone,  who  adheres  to  "  stoop,"  prints  U»  for  **  his."  The  meaning  is  that  grief 
(which  the  poet  personifies)  is  proud  even  while  he  compels  his  owner  to  stoop,  as 
Constance  did  to  the  earth,  to  receive  the  homage  of  monarchs.  She  stooped  to 
the  earth  in  her  pride,  and  was  in  fact  the  more  proud  by  this  act  of  seeming 
condescension. 
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Enter  King  John,  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Blanch,  Elinor, 
Bastard,  Austria,  and  Attendants. 

K  Phi,  "lis  true,  fair  daughter ;  and  this  blessed  day, 
Ever  in  France  shall  be  kept  festival : 
To  solemnize  this  day  the  glorious  sun 
Stays  in  his  course,  and  plays  the  alchymist. 
Turning,  with  splendour  of  his  precious  eye. 
The  meagre  cloddy  earth  to  glittering  gold. 
The  yearly  course,  that  brings  this  day  about, 
Shall  never  see  it  but  a  holyday. 

Const.  A  wicked  day,  and  not  a  holy  day  I  [^Rising. 

What  hath  this  day  deserv*d  ?  what  hath  it  done. 
That  it  in  golden  letters  should  be  set. 
Among  the  high  tides ',  in  the  calendar  P 
Nay,  rather,  turn  this  day  out  of  the  week ; 
Thi  day  of  shame,  oppriion,  perjmy : 
Or  if  it  must  stand  still,  let  wives  with  child 
Pray  that  their  burdens  may  not  fall  this  day, 
Lest  that  their  hopes  prodigiously  be  cross'd : 
But  on  this  day ',  let  seamen  fear  no  wreck ; 
No  bargains  break,  that  are  not  this  day  made ; 
This  day  all  things  begun  come  to  ill  end ; 
Yea,  faith  itself  to  hollow  falsehood  change  ! 

K.  Phi.  By  heaven,  lady,  you  shall  have  no  cause 
To  curse  the  fair  proceedings  of  this  day. 
Have  I  not  pawn'd  to  you  my  majesty  ? 

Const.  You  have  beguil'd  me  with  a  counterfeit, 
Besembling  majesty,  which,  being  touch'd  and  tried. 
Proves  valueless.     You  are  forsworn,  forsworn  ; 
You  came  in  arms  to  spill  mine  enemies'  blood. 
But  now  in  arms  you  strengthen  it  with  your's  : 
The  grappling  vigour,  and  rough  frown  of  war. 
Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace ', 

•  —  high  tides,]  i.  e.  Solemn  seuons,  times  to  be  observed  above  others.  We 
now  say,  high  days  and  holy  days. 

*  But  on  this  day,  5cc.]  t.  e.  Except,  or  unless  on  this  day. 

'  Is  cold  in  amity  and  painted  peace,]  We  can  readily  believe  that  "  painted 
peace  "  may  have  been  a  mbhearing  for  **/aini  in  peace  **  as  the  corr.  fo.  1632 
states ;  but  still  we  do  not  alter  the  received  text,  because  it  affords  a  distinct 
meaning.  Constance  may  reasonably  complain  that  '*  the  grappling  vigour ''  of 
war  is  ** faint  in  peace ;"  but  "  painted  peace  "  may  also  eadly  be  understood,  as 
peace  which  is  merely  outside  show,  and  pretence. 
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And  our  oppression  hath  made  up  this  league. — 
Arm,  arm,  you  heavens,  against  these  peijur'd  kings ! 
A  widow  cries :  be  husband  to  me,  heavens ! 
Let  not  the  hours  of  this  ungodly  day 
Wear  out  the  day  in  peace ;  but,  ere  simset, 
Set  armed  discord  'twixt  these  perjur'd  kings  ! 
Hear  me  !  0,  hear  me ! 

Ami.  Lady  Constance,  peace ! 

Const.  War !  war  !  no  peace  !  peace  is  to  me  a  war. 
O,  Lymoges !  0,  Austria !  thou  dost  shame 
That  bloody  spoil :  thou  slave,  thou  wretch,  thou  coward ; 
Thou  little  valiant,  great  in  villainy  ! 
Thou  ever  strong  upon  the  stronger  side ! 
Thou  fortune's  champion,  that  dost  never  fight 
But  when  her  hiunorous  ladyship  is  by 
To  teach  thee  safety  !  thou  art  perjur'd  too, 
And  sooth'st  up  greatness '.     What  a  fool  art  thou, 
A  ramping  fool,  to  brag,  and  stamp,  and  swear, 
Upon  my  party !     Thou  cold-blooded  slave. 
Hast  thou  not  spoke  like  thimder  on  my  side  ? 
Been  sworn  my  soldier  ?  bidding  me  depend 
Upon  thy  stars,  thy  fortune,  and  thy  strength  ? 
And  dost  thou  now  fall  over  to  my  foes  P 
Thou  wear  a  lion's  hide  !  doff  it  for  shame. 
And  hang  a  calfs-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

AubL  0,  that  a  man  should  speak  those  words  to  me  ! 

Bast.  And  hang  a  calTs-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

Aust.  Thou  dar'st  not  say  so,  villain,  for  thy  life. 

Bast.  And  hang  a  calf 's-skin  on  those  recreant  limbs. 

K.  John.  We  like  not  this :  thou  dost  forget  thyself. 

Enter  Pandxjlph. 

K.  Phi.  Here  comes  the  holy  legate  of  the  pope. 

Band.  Hail,  you  anointed  deputies  of  heaven. — 
To  thee,  king  John,  my  holy  errand  is. 
I  Pandulph,  of  fair  Milan  cardinal. 
And  from  Pope  Innocent  the  legate  here. 
Do  in  his  name  religiously  demand. 
Why  thou  against  the  church,  our  holy  mother. 
So  wilfully  dost  spurn ;  and,  force  perforce, 

*  And  sooth'st  up  greatness.]     So  Lodge,  in  the  first  Satire  of  his  <*  Fig  lor 
Momns,''  1095, 

*'  To  wink  at  follies,  and  to  titoth  up  sins.'' 
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Keep  Stephen  Langton,  chosen  archbishop 
Of  Canterbury,  from  that  holy  see  P 
This,  in  our  'foresaid  holy  father's  name, 
Pope  Innocent,  I  do  demand  of  thee  *. 

K.  John.  What  earthly  name  *  to  interrogatories 
Can  task  the  free  breath  of  a  sacred  king  P 
Thou  canst  not,  cardinal,  devise  a  name 
So  slight,  imworthy,  and  ridiculous, 
To  charge  me  to  an  answer,  as  the  pope. 
Tell  him  this  tale ;  and  from  the  mouth  of  England, 
Add  thus  much  more, — ^that  no  Italian  priest 
Shall  tithe  or  toll  in  our  dominions ; 
But  as  we  under  heaven  are  supreme  head. 
So,  imder  heaven ',  that  great  supremacy. 
Where  we  do  reign,  we  will  alone  uphold, 
Without  th'  assistance  of  a  mortal  hand. 
So  tell  the  pope  ;  all  reverence  set  apart 
To  him,  and  his  usurp'd  authority. 

K,  Phi,  Brother  of  England,  you  blaspheme  in  this. 

K,  John,  Though  you,  and  all  the  kings  of  Christendom ', 
Are  led  so  grossly  by  this  meddling  priest. 
Dreading  the  curse  that  money  may  buy  out, 
And,  by  the  merit  of  vile  gold,  dross,  dust. 
Purchase  corrupted  pardon  of  a  man, 
Who,  in  that  sale,  sell»  pardon  from  himself; 
Though  you,  and  all  the  rest,  so  grossly  led, 

'  —  I  do  demand  of  thee.]  In  the  old  "  King  John/'  this  speech  thus  stands 
in  prose,  which  Shakespeare  has  done  little  more  than  convert  into  not  very 
nnprosaic  verse : — 

''  I  Pandulph,  Cardinal  of  Milan,  and  Legate  from  the  see  of  Rome,  demand  of 
thee,  in  the  name  of  our  holy  father  the  Pope,  Innocent,  why  thou  dost  (contrary 
to  the  laws  of  oar  holy  mother  the  Church,  and  our  holy  father,  the  Pope)  disturb 
the  quiet  of  the  Church,  and  disannul  the  election  of  Stephen  Langton,  whom  his 
holiness  hath  elected  Ardibishop  of  Canterbury?  this,  in  his  holyness  name,  I 
demand  of  thee." 

1  What  EARTHLY  name]  It  is  earthy  in  the  old  editions,  but  amended  to 
"  earthly  **  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  In  the  next  line  toit  (not  /of A,  as  Mr.  Singer 
prints  it),  of  the  folios,  is  duly  amended  to  **  task." 

'  So,  under  heaven,]  It  is  **  under  him  "  in  all  the  early  impressions,  and 
very  possibly  in  the  preceding  line  it  formerly  stood  **  But  as  we,  under  God,**  8cc 
and  then  ''So,  under  him"  would  be  right;  but  God  having  been  altered  to 
«  heaven  "  in  consequence  of  the  statute,  it  became  proper  to  repeat  "  heaven  "  in 
the  following  line :  hence  its  appearance  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 

'  Though  you,  and  all  the  kings  of  Christendom,]  This  line  shows  how 
Shakespeare  sometimes  altered  merely  a  word,  in  order  to  render  a  prose  passage 
verse:  in  the  old  **  King  John"  it  stands  "Though  thou  and  all  the/^rtiicet  of 
Christendom,"  &c. 
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This  juggling  witchcraft  with  revenue  cherish, 

Yet  I,  alone,  alone  do  me  oppose 

Against  the  pope,  and  count  his  friends  my  foes. 

Pand,  Then,  by  the  lawful  power  that  I  have, 
Thou  shalt  stand  curs'd,  and  excommunicate  : 
And  blessed  shall  he  be,  that  doth  revolt 
From  his  allegiance  to  an  heretic ; 
And  meritorious  shall  that  hand  be  called. 
Canonized,  and  worshipp'd  as  a  saint. 
That  takes  away  by  any  secret  course 
Thy  hateful  life. 

Const.  0  !  lawM  let  it  be, 

That  I  have  room  with  Rome  to  curse  awhile. 
Good  father  Cardinal,  cry  thou  amen 
To  my  keen  curses ;  for  without  my  wrong 
There  is  no  tongue  hath  power  to  curse  him  right. 

Pand.  There's  law  and  warrant,  lady,  for  my  curse. 

Const.  And  for  mine  too :  when  law  can  do  no  right, 
Let  it  be  lawful  that  law  bar  no  wrong. 
Law  cannot  give  my  child  his  kingdom  here. 
For  he  that  holds  his  kingdom  holds  the  law  : 
Therefore,  since  law  itself  is  perfect  wrong. 
How  can  the  law  forbid  my  tongue  to  curse  P 

Pand.  Philip  of  France,  on  peril  of  a  curse, 
Let  go  the  hand  of  that  arch-heretic. 
And  raise  the  power  of  France  upon  his  head. 
Unless  he  do  submit  himself  to  Rome. 

Eli.  Look'st  thou  pale,  France  ?  do  not  let  go  thy  hand. 

Const.  Look  to  that,  devil,  lest  that  France  repent. 
And  by  disjoining  hands  hell  lose  a  soul. 

Aust.  King  Philip,  listen  to  the  cardinal. 

Bast.  And  hang  a  calfs-skin  on  his  recreant  limbs. 

Aust.  Well,  ruffian,  I  must  pocket  up  these  wrongs. 
Because — 

Bast.  Your  breeches  best  may  carry  them. 

K.  John.  Philip,  what  say'st  thou  to  the  cardinal  P 

Const.  What  should  he  say,  but  as  the  cardinal  ? 

Lew.  Bethink  you,  father ;  for  the  difference 
Is  purchase  of  a  heavy  curse  from  Rome, 
Or  the  light  loss  of  England  for  a  Mend : 
Forego  the  easier. 

Blanch.  That's  the  curse  of  Rome. 

Const.  0,  Lewis,  stand  fast  1  the  devil  tempts  thee  here, 
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In  likeness  of  a  new  uptrimmed  bride*. 

Blunch.  The  lady  Constance  speaks  not  from  her  faith^ 
But  from  her  need. 

Const,  O  !  if  thou  grant  my  need^ 

Which  only  lives  but  by  the  death  of  faith, 
That  need  must  needs  infer  this  principle, 
That  faith  woujd  live  again  by  death  of  need : 
O  !  then,  tread  down  my  need,  and  faith  mounts  up  ; 
Keep  my  need  up,  and  faith  is  trodden  down. 

K.  John.  The  king  is  mov'd,  and  answers  not  to  this. 

Const,  0  !  be  remov'd  from  him,  and  answer  well. 

Aust.  Do  so,  king  PhHip  :  hang  no  more  in  doubt. 

Bast,  Hang  nothing  but  a  calf 's-skin,  most  sweet  lout. 

K,  Phi.  I  am  perplex'd,  and  know  not  what  to  say. 

Pand,  What  canst  thou  say,  but  will  perplex  thee  more. 
If  thou  stand  excommimicate,  and  curs'd  P 

K.  Phi,  Good  reverend  father,  make  my  person  your's. 
And  tell  me  how  you  would  bestow  yourself. 
This  royal  hand  and  mine  are  newly  knit. 
And  the  coniunction  of  our  inward  souls 
Married  in  iLgue.  coupled  and  link'd  together 
With  all  religious  strength  of  sacred  vows. 
The  latest  breath  that  gave  the  sound  of  words. 
Was  deep-sworn  faith,  peace,  amity,  true  love. 
Between  our  kingdoms,  and  our  royal  selves  ; 
And  even  before  this  truce,  but  new  before. 
No  longer  than  we  well  could  wash  our  hands. 
To  clap  this  royal  bargain  up  of  peace, 
Heaven  knows,  they  were  besmear'd  and  overstain'd 
With  slaughter's  pencil ;  where  revenge  did  paint 
The  fearM  difference  of  incensed  kings : 
And  shall  these  hands,  so  lately  purg'd  of  blood. 
So  newly  join'd  in  love,  so  strong  in  both, 
TJnyoke  this  seizure,  and  this  kind  regreet  P 
Play  fast  and  loose  with  faith  P  so  jest  with  heaven. 
Make  such  unconstant  children  of  ourselves, 

*  In  likeness  of  a  new  uptrimmed  bride.]  **  Unirimmed  bride ''  say  the  folios, 
and  Theobald  altered  unirimmed  to  and  trimmed ;  but  the  proper  change  is  made 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1032,  viz.  **  uptrimmed."  The  conjecture  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce 
was  thus  long  anticipated,  and  there  could  be  no  reasonable  doubt  about  it.  Mr. 
Dyce  himself,  as  late  as  1844,  contended,  with  considerable  emphasis,  that  «n- 
trimmed  was  equivalent  to  virgin  (Remarks,  91),  but  he  changed  his  opinion 
afterwards.  We  never  said  more  than  that  unirimmed  was  probably  a  misprint ; 
and  so  it  tarns  out  to  be,  viz.  unirimmed  for  **  uptrimmed.'' 
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As  now  again  to  snatch  our  palm  from  palm ; 
Unswear  faith  sworn ;  and  on  the  marriage  bed 
Of  smiling  peace  to  march  a  bloody  host, 
And  make  a  riot  on  the  gentle  brow 
Of  true  sincerity  ?     O  !  holy  sir, 
My  reverend  father,  let  it  not  be  so : 
Out  of  your  grace,  devise,  ordain,  impose 
Some  gentle  order,  and  then  we  shall  be  bless'd 
To  do  your  pleasure,  and  continue  friends. 

Pand.  All  form  is  formless,  order  orderless. 
Save  what  is  opposite  to  England's  love. 
Therefore,  to  arms !  be  champion  of  our  church. 
Or  let  the  church,  our  mother,  breathe  her  curse, 
A  mother's  curse,  on  her  revolting  son. 
France,  thou  may'st  hold  a  serpent  by  the  tongue, 
A  caged  lion  *  by  the  mortal  paw, 
A  fasting  tiger  safer  by  the  tooth. 
Than  keep  in  peace  that  hand  which  thou  dost  hold. 

JT.  Phi.  I  may  disjoin  my  hand,  but  not  my  faith. 

Pand.  So  mak'st  thou  faith  an  enemy  to  faith ; 
And,  like  a  civil  war,  set'st  oath  to  oath. 
Thy  tongue  against  thy  tongue.     0  1  let  thy  vow 
First  made  to  heaven,  first  be  to  heaven  performed ; 
That  is,  to  be  the  champion  of  our  church. 
What  since  thou  swor'st  is  sworn  against  thyself. 
And  may  not  be  performed  by  thyself: 
For  that,  which  thou  hast  sworn  to  do  amiss. 
Is  but  amiss  when  it  is  truly  done ' ; 

*  A  CAGED  lion]  It  is  "  cated  lion''  in  the  original  editions,  and  obviously  A 
misprint  for  **  caged/'  the  compositor  having  mistaken  the  g  for  a  long  s.  The 
Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  says  peremptorily  that  **  the  right  reading  is  undoubtedly  ehqfd.** 
He  most  at  all  events  mean  chafid^  for  chafed  would  ruin  the  verse ;  but  people 
were  accustomed  to  see  '*  caged  lions/'  and  Shakespeare  used  an  epithet  which 
all  his  auditors  could  appreciate.  Moreover,  chafed  could  not  be  misprinted  ca»§d 
without  a  double  blunder,  whereas  "  caged  "  might  easily  be  misread  caeed.  We 
do  not  think  that  any  future  editor  of  Shakespeare  is  likely  to  adopt  chafed — not 
even  Mr.  Dyce  himself,  unless  in  a  struggle  to  maintain  the  consistency  of 
opinions  too  strongly  expressed. 

*  Is  BUT  amiss  when  it  is  truly  done  ;]  Here  a  great  difficulty  is  entirely  swept 
away  by  the  simple  change  of  not  to  "  but,"  as  we  find  it  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  : 
what  a  person  swears  to  do  amiss  **is  but  amiss,"  or  is  still  amiss  **  when  it  is 
truly  done."  Nothing  more  can  be  required  to  clear  the  whole  passage,  and  it 
would  be  mere  waste  of  time  and  space  to  advert  to  what  has  been  written  by  all 
editors  on  the  original  and  absurd  line 

*'  Is  not  amiss  when  it  is  truly  done/' 
The  whole  passage  is  struck  out  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  the  emendation  of 
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And  being  not  done,  where  doing  tends  to  ill, 

The  truth  is  then  most  done  not  doing  it. 

The  better  act  of  purposes  mistook 

Is  to  mistake  again :  though  indirect, 

Yet  indirection  thereby  grows  direct. 

And  falsehood  falsehood  cures  ;  as  fire  cools  fire 

Within  the  scorched  veins  of  one  new  bum'd. 

It  is  religion  that  doth  make  vows  kept, 

But  thou  hast  sworn  against  religion, 

By  what  thou  swear'st,  against  the  thing  thou  swear'st. 

And  mak'st  an  oath  the  surety  for  thy  truth 

Against  an  oath :  the  truth,  thou  art  unsure 

To  swear,  swears  only  not  to  be  forsworn ' ; 

Else,  what  a  mockery  should  it  be  to  swear  ? 

But  thou  dost  swear  only  to  be  forsworn ; 

And  most  forsworn,  to  keep  what  thou  dost  swear. 

Therefore,  thy  later  vows,  against  thy  first, 

Is  in  thyself  rebellion  to  thyself; 

And  better  conquest  never  canst  thou  make. 

Than  arm  thy  constant  and  thy  nobler  parts 

Against  these  giddy  loose  suggestions : 

Upon  which  better  part  our  prayers  come  in, 

If  thou  vouchsafe  them  ;  but,  if  not,  then  know. 

The  peril  of  our  curses  light  on  thee. 

So  heavy,  as  thou  shalt  not  shake  them  ofi^. 

But  in  despair  die  imder  their  black  weight. 

Anst  Rebellion,  flat  rebellion ! 

Bast.  Will't  not  be  P 

Will  not  a  calf 's-skin  stop  that  mouth  of  thine  P 

Lew,  Father,  to  arms ! 

Blanch.  Upon  thy  wedding  day  P 

Against  the  blood  that  thou  hast  married  P 
What !  shall  our  feast  be  kept  with  slaughtered  men  P 
Shall  braying  trumpets,  and  loud  churlish  drums, 

"  but ''  for  not  is  nevertheless  inserted  in  the  margin.    No  misprint  conld  well  be 
more  common,  and  we  have  already  had  several  instances  of  it. 

'  —  swears  only  not  to  be  forsworn ;]  We  leave  the  words  of  this  much  vexed 
passage  precisely  as  they  stand  in  the  folio,  1623,  no  alteration  having  been  made 
in  the  folios  of  1632,  1664,  or  1685.  The  same  remark  will  apply  to  the  corr.  fo. 
1632 ;  and  sure  we  are,  that  the  original  text  is  quite  as  intelligible  as  any  of  the 
changes  that  have  been  made  or  recommended  in  it.  It  was  certainly  intended  as 
an  exhibition  of  refined  and  Jesuitical  subtlety,  and  that  it  was  not  understood  by 
the  copyist  or  by  the  printer  we  may  well  believe.  As  we  have  before  stated,  the 
whole  is  erased  by  the  old  annotston 
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Clamours  of  hell,  be  measures  to  our  pomp  ? 

0  husband,  hear  me  ! — ah,  alack  !  how  new 

Is  husband  in  my  mouth ! — even  for  that  name. 
Which  till  this  time  my  tongue  did  ne'er  pronounce, 
Upon  my  knee  I  beg,  go  not  to  arms 
Against  mine  uncle. 

Const  0  !  upon  my  knee. 

Made  hard  with  kneeling,  I  do  pray  to  thee. 
Thou  virtuous  Dauphin,  alter  not  the  doom 
Fore-thought  by  heaven. 

Blanch,  Now  shall  I  see  thy  love.     What  motive  may 
Be  stronger  with  thee  than  the  name  of  wife  ? 

Const  That  which  upholdeth  him  that  thee  upholds. 
His  honour.     O  !  thine  honour,  Lewis,  thine  honour. 

Lew.  I  muse,  your  majesty  doth  seem  so  cold. 
When  such  profound  respects  do  pull  you  on. 

Pand,  I  will  denounce  a  curse  upon  his  head. 

K,  Phi.   Thou  shalt  not  need. — ^England,   I'll  fall  fix)m 
thee. 

Const.  0,  fair  return  of  banish'd  majesty  ! 

JSli.  O,  foul  revolt  of  French  inconstancy ! 

K.  John.   France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  hour  within  this 
hour. 

Bast.  Old  Time  the  clock-setter,  that  bald  sexton  Time, 
Is  it  as  he  will  ?  well  then,  France  shall  rue. 

Blanch,  The  sun's  o'ercast  with  blood :  fair  day,  adieu  ! 
Which  is  the  side  that  I  must  go  withal  P 

1  am  with  both :  each  army  hath  a  hand. 
And  in  their  rage,  I  having  hold  of  both. 
They  whirl  asunder,  and  dismember  me. 
Husband,  I  cannot  pray  that  thou  may'st  win ; 
Uncle,  I  needs  must  pray  that  thou  may'st  lose  ; 
Father,  I  may  not  wish  the  fortune  thine  ; 
Grandam,  I  will  not  wish  thy  wishes  thrive : 
Whoever  wins,  on  that  side  shall  I  lose  ; 
Assured  loss,  before  the  match  be  play'd. 

Leto.  Lady,  with  me ;  with  me  thy  fortune  lies. 

Blanch.  There  where  my  fortune  lives,  there  my  life  dies. 

K.  John.  Cousin,  go  draw  our  puissance  together. — 

\_Uxit  Bastard, 
France,  I  am  bum'd  up  with  inflaming  wrath  ; 
A  rage,  whose  heat  hath  this  condition, 
That  nothing  can  allay,  nothing  but  blood, 
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The  blood,  and  dearest- valued  blood  of  France. 

K,  Phi.  Thy  rage  shall  bum  thee  up,  and  thou  shalt  turn 
To  ashes,  ere  our  blood  shall  quench  that  fire. 
Look  to  thyself:  thou  art  in  jeopardy. 

K.  John,   No  more  than  he  that  threats. — ^To  arms  let's 
hie !  [Exeunt 


SCENE  n. 

The  Same.     Plains  near  Angiers. 

Alarums,  Excurmm.    Enter  the  Bastard  with  Austria's 

Head. 

Bast.  Now,  by  my  life,  this  day  grows  wondrous  hot ; 
Some  fiery  devil  hovers  in  the  sky ', 
And  pours  down  mischief.     Austria's  head,  lie  there. 
While  PhiKp  breathes '. 

Enter  King  John,  Arthur,  and  Hubert. 

K.  John.  Hubert,  keep  this  boy. — Philip,  make  up : 
My  mother  is  eussailod  in  our  tent. 
And  ta'en,  I  fear. 

Bast.  My  lord,  I  rescued  her ; 

Her  highness  is  in  safety,  fear  you  not : 
But  on,  my  liege ;  for  very  little  pains 
Will  bring  this  labour  to  an  happy  end.  [Exeunt. 

*  Some  PiERT  devil  hovers  in  the  sky,]  And  made  the  ''  day  grow  wondrous 
hot''  It  stands  "  airy  devil  **  in  the  old  copies,  bat  naturally  and  properly 
amended  to  **  fiery  devil "  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632.  An  *'  airy  devil "  was  not  likely 
to  be  the  Bastard's  word,  in  the  midst  of  the  heat  and  fury  of  the  conflict. 

•  Austria's  head,  lie  there. 

While  Philip  breathes.]  The  old  "  King  John,"  1691,  partakes  more  of  the 
barbarism  of  the  time  when  it  was  written,  and  Philip,  as  he  still  calls  himself, 
spurns  and  tramples  on  Austria's  head : — 

**  Lie  there,  a  prey  to  every  ravening  fowl, 
And  as  my  father  triumph'd  in  thy  spoils. 
And  trod  thine  ensigns  underneath  his  feet, 
So  do  I  tread  upon  thy  cursed  self." 
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SCENE  in. 

The  Same. 

Alarums;  Uxcttrsiom;  Retreat    Enter  King  John,  Elinor, 
Arthur,  the  Bastardy  Hubert,  and  Lords. 

K.  John,  So  shall  it  be ;  your  grace  shall  stay  behind, 

\_To  Elinor. 
So  strongly  guarded. — Cousin,  look  not  sad :        [To  Arthur. 
Thy  grandam  loves  thee,  and  thy  uncle  will 
As  dear  be  to  thee  as  thy  father  was. 

Arth,  0  !  this  will  make  my  mother  die  with  grief. 

K,  John.    Cousin,    \_To  the  Bastard.']   away  for  England: 
haate  before ; 
And  ere  our  coming,  see  thou  shake  the  bags 
Of  hoarding  abbots ;  their  imprisoned  angels ' 
Set  at  liberty :  the  fat  ribs  of  peace 
Must  by  the  hungry  now  be  fed  upon : 
Use  our  commission  in  his  utmost  force. 

Ba»t.  Bell,  book,  and  candle  shall  not  drive  me  back. 
When  gold  and  silver  becks  me  to  come  on. 
I  leave  your  highness. — Grandam,  I  will  pray 
(If  ever  I  remember  to  be  holy) 
For  your  fair  safety :  so  I  kiss  your  hand. 

Eli.  Farewell,  gentle  cousin. 

K.  John.  Coz,  farewell. 

[Exit  Bastard. 

Eli.  Come  hither,  little  kinsman ;  hark,  a  word. 

[She  tak^s  Arthur  amis. 

K.  John.  Come  hither,  Hubert.     0  !  my  gentle  Hubert, 
We  owe  thee  much :  within  this  wall  of  flesh 
There  is  a  soul  coimts  thee  her  creditor. 
And  with  advantage  means  to  pay  thy  love : 
And,  my  good  friend,  thy  voluntary  oath 
Lives  in  this  bosom,  dearly  cherished. 
Give  me  thy  hand. — ^I  had  a  thing  to  say, — 

I  —  THBiR  imprboned  anoels]  Of  coarse  referring  to  the  coin  so  called, 
upon  the  name  of  which  most  writers  have  played.  *'  Their ''  is  from  the  corr.  fo. 
1632,  and  is  neceisary  for  the  metre,  as  well  as  otherwise. 
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But  I  will  fit  it  with  some  better  time  *. — 
By  heaven,  Hubert,  I  am  almost  asham'd 
To  say  what  good  respect  I  have  of  thee. 

Huh.  I  am  much  bounden  to  your  majesty. 

K,  John,  Good  friend,  thou  hast  no  cause  to  say  so  yet ; 
But  thou  shalt  have :  and  creep  time  ne'er  so  slow, 
Yet  it  shall  come,  for  me  to  do  thee  good. 
I  had  a  thing  to  say, — ^but  let  it  go. 
The  sun  is  in  the  heaven,  and  the  proud  day, 
Attended  with  the  pleasures  of  the  world. 
Is  all  too  wanton,  and  too  full  of  gawds, 
To  give  me  audience : — ^if  the  midnight  bell 
Did,  with  his  iron  tongue  and  brazen  mouth, 
Sound  on  into  the  drowsy  ear  of  night ' : 
If  this  same  were  a  churchyard  where  we  stand. 
And  thou  possessed  with  a  thousand  wrongs ; 
Or  if  that  surly  spirit,  melancholy. 
Had  bak'd  thy  blood,  and  made  it  heavy,  thick, 
(Which,  else,  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  veins  *, 
Making  that  idiot,  laughter,  keep  men's  eyes, 
And  strain  their  cheeks  to  idle  merriment, 
A  passion  hateful  to  my  purposes,) 
Or  if  that  thou  couldst  see  me  without  eyes. 
Hear  me  without  thine  ears,  and  make  reply 
Without  a  tongue,  using  conceit  alone. 
Without  eyes,  ears,  and  harmful  sound  of  words, 
Then,  in  despite  of  broad-eyed  watchful  day  *, 

'  But  I  will  fit  it  with  some  better  time.]  The  old  copies  have  /ttii«  for 
*'  time :''  Pope  made  the  correction,  also  found  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

'  Sound  ON  into  the  drowsy  ear  of  night :]  Many  of  the  commentators  would 
read  one  instead  of  *'  on/'  which  is  contradicted  by  the  '*  midnight  bell  **  in  a  line 
just  preceding.  "  Eare  of  night ''  for  '*  race  of  night  *'  is  the  emendation  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  and  is  in  all  probability  Shakespeare's  word:  we  have  therefore 
placed  it  in  the  text.  The  "  midnight  bell,''  with  its  twelve  times  repeated  strokes, 
is  very  poetically  said  to  "  sound  on  into  the  drowsy  ear  of  night ;"  one  sound 
produced  by  the  **  iron  tongue "  driving  the  other  "  on,"  or  foncardf  until  the 
whole  number  is  complete,  and  the  prolonged  vibration  of  the  last  blow  on  the 
bell  only  left  to  fill  the  empty  space  of  darkness.  It  is  almost  droll  to  find  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  (who  approves  of  '*  ear  "  and  objects  to  "  on  ")  contending  that 
"the  midnight  bell"  means  the  bell  at  one  in  the  morning,  and  calling  three 
witnesses  to  the  fact,  who  none  of  them  support  him  by  their  evidence :  when 
Defoe,  for  instance,  speaks  of  "  one  o'clock  in  the  night,"  he  is  not  so  simple  as  to 
call  it  midnight f  but  merely  "  night,"  as  in  truth  it  was. 

*  (Which,  else,  runs  tickling  up  and  down  the  vdns,]  We  let  ''tickling" 
stand,  as  very  likely  the  poet's  word,  but  it  is  tingling  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

^  Then  in  despite  of  broao-bted  watchful  day,]     We  cannot  resist  Pope's 
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I  would  into  thy  bosom  pour  my  thoughts. — 
But  ah !  I  will  not : — ^yet  I  love  thee  well ; 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think,  thou  lov'st  me  well. 

Hub,  So  well,  that  what  you  bid  me  undertake, 
Though  that  my  death  were  adjunct  to  my  act, 
By  heaven,  I  would  do  it. 

K,  John.  Do  not  I  know,  thou  wouldst  P 

Good  Hubert !  Hubert — ^Hubert,  throw  thine  eye 
On  yond'  young  boy :  I'll  tell  thee  what,  my  Mend, 
He  is  a  very  serpent  in  my  way ; 
And  wheresoever  this  foot  of  mine  doth  tread. 
He  lies  before  me.     Dost  thou  understand  me  P 
Thou  art  his  keeper. 

Huh.  And  I'll  keep  him  so,- 

That  he  shall  not  offend  your  majesty. 

K.  John.  Death. 

Hub.  My  lord  ? 

K.  John.  A  grave. 

Hub.  He  shall  not  live. 

K.  John.  Enough! 

I  could  be  merry  now.     Hubert,  I  love  thee ; 
Well,  I'll  not  say  what  I  intend  for  thee : 
Remember. — ^Madam,  fare  you  well : 
I'll  send  those  powers  o'er  to  your  majesty. 

Eli.  My  blessing  go  with  thee  1 

K.  John.  For  England,  cousin :  go. 

Hubert  shall  be  your  man,  attend  on  you 
With  aU  true  duty. — On  toward  Calais,  ho  1  [Exeunt 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Same.     The  French  King's  Tent. 

Enter  King  Philip,  Lewis,  Pandulph,  arui  Attendants. 

K.  Phi.  So,  by  a  roaring  tempest  on  the  flood, 
A  whole  armado  of  convented  sail  * 

•Iteration  of  brooded,  of  the  folios,  to  **  broad-eyed  " — the  epithet  is  so  happy  and 
so  like  Shakespeare.  The  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  saw  that  brooded  miut 
be  wrong,  and  perhaps  gives  us  the  custom  in  his  day,  couTerting  brooded  into  the 
broad.     Brooded  has  surely  nothing  to  do  with  brooding  chickens. 

*  A  whole  armado  of  contvntbd  sail]     It  is  **  convicted  sail ''  in  all  the  folioa. 
*<  I  read  (aays  Mr.  Singer)  convented,"  but  he  omiU  to  add  that  he  took  this  ex- 
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Is  scattered,  and  disjoin'd  from  fellowsbip. 

Pand.  Courage  and  comfort !  all  shall  yet  go  well. 

K.  Phi.  What  can  go  well,  when  we  have  run  so  ill  P 
Are  we  not  beaten  ?    Is  not  Anglers  lost  ? 
Arthur  ta'en  prisoner  ?  divers  dear  friends  slain  ? 
And  bloody  England  into  England  gone, 
O'erbearing  interruption,  spite  of  France  P 

Lew.  What  he  hath  won,  that  hath  he  fortified : 
So  hot  a  speed  with  such  advice  disposed. 
Such  temperate  order  in  so  fierce  a  cause, 
Doth  want  example.     Who  hath  read,  or  heard. 
Of  any  kindred  action  like  to  this  P 

K.  Phi.  Well  could  I  bear  that  England  had  this  praise. 
So  we  could  find  some  pattern  of  our  shame. 

Enter  Constance. 

Look,  who  comes  hero  P  a  grave  unto  a  soul ; 
Holding  th'  eternal  spirit  against  her  will. 
In  the  vile  prison  of  afflicted  breath. — 
I  pr'ythoe,  lady,  go  away  with  me. 

Const.  Lo  now,  now  see  the  issue  of  your  peace ! 

JT.  Phi.  Patience,  good  lady :  comfort,  gentle  Constance. 

Const.  No,  I  defy  all  counsel ',  all  redress. 
But  that  which  ends  all  counsel,  true  redress. 
Death,  death. — 0,  amiable  lovely  death ! 
Thou  odoriferous  stench !  sound  rottenness  I 
Arise  forth  from  the  couch  of  lasting  night. 
Thou  hate  and  terror  to  prosperity. 
And  I  will  kiss  thy  detestable  bones  ; 
And  put  my  eye-balls  in  thy  vanity  brows ; 
And  ring  these  fingers  with  thy  household  worms ; 
And  stop  this  gap  of  breath  with  fulsome  dust. 
And  be  a  carrion  monster  like  thyself: 
Come,  grin  on  me ;  and  I  will  think  thou  smil'st, 
And  buss  thee  as  thy  wife.     Misery^s  love, 
0,  come  to  me  1 

K.  Phi.  0,  fair  affliction,  peace ! 

oellent  emendstion  firom  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  It  will  be  found  on  p.  206  of  **  Notes 
and  Emendations."  Neither  does  he  pretend  to  say  that  the  chang;e  is  proposed 
in  his  corrected  copy  of  the  folio,  1632,  which  often  so  sinjj^arly  and  usefully 
confirms  the  changes  contained  in  my  corrected  folio,  1632.  *'  Convented/'  of 
course,  means  convened  or  aeeembled:  the  armado  had  been  collected. 
'  No,  I  Dsrr  all  counsel.]     One  of  the  old  senses  of  *'  defy  **  was  rrfme. 
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Const.  No,  no,  I  will  not,  having  breath  to  cry. — 
O !  that  my  tongue  were  in  the  thunder's  mouth ; 
Then  with  a  passion  would  I  shake  the  world, 
And  rouse  from  sleep  that  fell  anatomy, 
Which  cannot  hear  a  lady's  feeble  voice. 
Which  scorns  a  widow's  invocation '. 

Pand.  Lady,  you  utter  madness,  and  not  sorrow. 

Const,  Thou  art  not  holy  *  to  belie  me  so. 
I  am  not  mad :  this  hair  I  tear,  is  mine ; 
My  name  is  Constance ;  I  was  Ge&ey's  wife ; 
Yoimg  Arthur  is  my  son,  and  he  is  lost  1 
I  am  not  mad : — I  would  to  heaven,  I  were, 
For  then,  'tis  like  I  should  forget  myself: 
0,  if  I  could,  what  grief  should  I  forget ! — 
Preach  some  philosophy  to  make  me  mad, 
And  thou  shalt  be  canoniz'd,  cardinal ; 
For,  being  not  mad,  but  sensible  of  grief, 
My  reasonable  part  produces  reason 
How  I  may  be  deliver'd  of  these  woes. 
And  teaches  me  to  kill  or  hang  myself: 
If  I  were  mad,  I  should  forget  my  son. 
Or  madly  think  a  babe  of  clouts  were  he. 
I  am  not  mad : .  too  well,  too  well  I  feel 
The  different  plague  of  each  calamity. 

K.  Phi,  Bind  up  those  tresses,     0  !  what  love  I  note 
In  the  fair  multitude  of  those  her  hairs : 
Where  but  by  chance  a  silver  drop  hath  fallen, 
Even  to  that  drop  ten  thousand  wiry  friends  * 
Do  glue  themselves  in  sociable  grief; 
Like  true,  inseparable,  faithful  lovers, 
Sticking  together  in  calamity. 

Const,  To  England,  if  you  will. 

*  Which  scorns  a  widow's  invocation.]  In  the  folios  it  is  ''  a  modem  invo- 
cation/' which  can  only  mean  a  common  invocation,  just  such  an  invocation  as 
Constance  would  not  use.  She  has  already  spoken  of  herself  as  a  "  widow/'  and 
here  again  she  refers  to  her  condition  and  its  helplessness.  We  owe  this  emenda- 
tion to  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  as  modem  cannot  be  the  true  word,  we  willingly 
accept  this  highly  probable  and  natural  substitution. 

*  Thou  art  not  holy,  &c.]  The  negative  having  dropped  out  in  the  first  folio, 
the  deficiency  was  not  supplied  in  print  until  the  publication  of  the  fourth  folio  in 
1686.     We  however  find  "  not "  written  in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

>  —  ten  thousand  wiry  friends]  In  the  old  copies,  from  first  to  last,  "  friends  " 
is  misprinted  JUndt :  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  is  an  error  of  the  press,  as 
is  shown  by  the  insertion  of  the  letter  r  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  In  the  next  line 
but  one  r  again  made  its  escape  in  **  lovers/'  but  is  restored  on  the  same  authority. 
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K.  Phi,  Bind  up  your  hairs. 

Const  Yes,  that  I  will ;  and  wherefore  will  I  do  it  P 
I  tore  them  from  their  bonds,  and  cried  aloud, 
"  0,  that  these  hands  could  so  redeebi  my  son, 
As  they  have  given  these  hairs  their  liberty ! " 
But  now,  I  envy  at  their  liberty. 
And  will  again  commit  them  to  their  bonds, 
Because  my  poor  child  is  a  prisoner. — 
And,  father  cardinal,  I  have  heard  you  say, 
That  we  shall  see  and  know  our  friends  in  heaven : 
If  that  be  true,  I  shall  see  my  boy  again ; 
For,  since  the  birth  of  Gain,  the  first  male  child. 
To  him  that  did  but  yesterday  suspire. 
There  waa  not  such  a  gracious  creature  bom. 
But  now  will  canker  sorrow  eat  my  bud. 
And  chase  the  native  beauty  &om  his  cheek, 
And  he  will  look  as  hollow  as  a  ghost. 
As  dim  and  meagre  as  an  ague's  fit, 
And  so  he'll  die ;  and,  rising  so  again, 
When  I  shall  meet  him  in  the  court  of  heaven 
I  shall  not  know  him  :  therefore  never,  never 
Must  I  behold  my  pretty  Arthur  more. 

Pand.  You  hold  too  heinous  a  respect  of  grief. 

Const,  He  talks  to  me,  that  never  had  a  son. 

K,  Phi,  You  are  as  fond  of  grief,  as  of  your  child. 

Const,  Grief  fills  the  room  up  of  my  absent  child, 
lies  in  his  bed,  walks  up  and  down  with  me; 
Puts  on  his  pretty  looks,  repeats  his  words. 
Remembers  me  of  aU  hi^  giS^ious  parte, 
Stu£&  out  his  vacant  garments  with  his  form : 
Then,  have  I  reason  to  bo  fond  of  grief. 
Fare  you  well :  had  you  such  a  loss  as  I, 
I  could  give  better  comfort  than  you  do. — 
I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head  *,     [Tearing  her  hair. 
When  there  is  such  disorder  in  my  wit. 
0  lord  1  my  boy,  my  Arthur,  my  fair  son ! 


'  I  will  not  keep  this  form  upon  my  head,]  In  the  modern  editions  this  line  is 
followed  by  the  stage-direction  "  Tearing  off  her  head-dress/'  but  nothing  of  the 
kind  is  found  in  the  old  copies,  although  Tearing  her  hair  is  inserted  as  a  stage. 
direction  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  Constance  wore  no  head  dress,  but  her  hair,  as  we 
may  gather  from  the  preceding  part  of  the  scene,  and  when  she  says,  "  I  will  not 
keep  this  form  upon  my  head,''  she  begins  again  to  disorder  her  hair,  which  she 
had  previously  knit  up  at  the  words  **  fint  now,  I  enyy  at  their  liberty,"  &c. 
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My  life,  my  joy,  my  food,  my  all  the  world, 

My  widow-comfort,  and  my  sorrow's  cure.  [JESrtY. 

K,  Phi,  I  fear  some  outrage,  and  I'll  follow  her.         [EitiU 

Lew,  There's  nothing  in  this  world,  can  make  me  joy : 
Life  is  as  tedious  as  a  twice-told  tale. 
Vexing  the  dull  ear  of  a  drowsy  man ; 
And  bitter  shame  hath  spoil'd  the  sweet  world's  taste', 
That  it  yields  nought  but  shame  and  bitterness. 

Pand.  Before  the  curing  of  a  strong  disease, 
Even  in  the  instant  of  repair  and  health, 
The  fit  is  strongest :  evils  that  take  leave. 
On  their  departure  most  of  all  show  evil. 
What  have  you  lost  by  losing  of  this  day  P 

Lew,  All  days  of  glory,  joy,  and  happiness. 

Pand.  If  you  had  won  it,  certainly,  you  had. 
No,  no :  when  fortxme  means  to  men  most  good, 
She  looks  upon  them  with  a  threatening  eye. 
'Tis  strange,  to  think  how  much  king  John  hath  lost 
In  this  which  he  accounts  so  clearly  won. 
Are  not  you  griey'd,  that  Arthur  is  his  prisoner  ? 

Leto.  As  heartily,  as  he  is  glad  he  hath  him. 

Pand,  Your  mind  is  all  as  youthful  as  your  blood. 
Now  hear  me  speak  with  a  prophetic  spirit ; 
For  even  the  breath  of  what  I  mean  to  speak 
Shall  blow  each  dust,  each  straw,  each  little  rub. 
Out  of  the  path  which  shall  directly  lead 
Thy  foot  to  England's  throne  ;  and  therefore  mark. 
John  hath  seiz'd  Arthur ;  and  it  cannot  be. 
That  whiles  warm  life  plays  in  that  infant's  veins, 
The  misplac'd  John  should  entertain  one  hour  *, 
One  minute,  nay,  one  quiet  breath  of  rest. 
A  sceptre,  snatch'd  with  an  unruly  hand. 
Must  be  as  boisterously  maintain'd  as  gain'd ; 
And  he,  that  stands  upon  a  slippery  place. 
Makes  nice  of  no  vile  hold  to  stay  him  up : 
That  John  may  stand,  then,  Arthur  needs  must  fall ; 
So  be  it,  for  it  cannot  be  but  so. 

*  And  bitter  shame  hath  spoiled  the  sweet  world's  taste,]  Pope's  emendatioB 
of  **  world  '*  for  word  of  the  folios  is  warranted  by  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  —  should  entertain  one  hour,]  In  the  next  line  we  have  "  one  minute  "  and 
*'  one  quiet  breath  of  rest/'  and  even  without  the  authority  of  the  corr.  fo.  1692 
(which  has  one)  we  should  feel  confident  th^t  we  ought  here  to  read  **  one  hour/' 
and  not  "  an  hour  "  as  it  has  constantly  been  printed. 
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Lew.  But  what  shall  I  gain  by  young  Arthur's  fall  ? 

Pand.  You,  in  the  right  of  lady  Blanch  your  wife, 
May  then  make  all  the  claim  that  Arthur  did. 

Leic.  And  lose  it,  life  and  all,  as  Arthur  did. 

Pand,  How  green  you  are,  and  fresh  in  this  old  world ! 
John  lays  you  plots ;  the  times  conspire  with  you, 
For  he  that  steeps  his  safety  in  true  blood 
Shall  find  but  bloody  safety,  and  imtrue. 
This  act,  so  evilly  borne  *,  shall  cool  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people,  and  freeze  up  their  zeal. 
That  none  so  small  advantage  shall  step  forth 
To  check  his  reign,  but  they  will  cherish  it : 
No  natural  exhalation  in  the  sky, 
No  scape  of  nature  *,  no  distempered  day, 
No  common  wind,  no  customed  event. 
But  they  will  pluck  away  his  natural  cause. 
And  call  them  meteors,  prodigies,  and  sign^, 
Abortives,  presages,  and  tongues  of  heaven. 
Plainly  denouncing  vengeance  upon  John. 

Lew.  May  be,  he  will  not  touch  young  Arthur's  life. 
But  hold  himself  safe  in  his  prisonment. 

Pand.  0 1  sir,  when  he  shall  hear  of  your  approach. 
If  that  young  Arthur  be  not  gone  already, 
Even  at  that  news  he  dies ;  and  then  the  hearts 
Of  all  his  people  shall  revolt  from  him. 
And  kiss  the  lips  of  imacquainted  change ; 
And  pick  strong  matter  of  revolt,  and  wrath, 
Out  of  the  bloody  fingers'  ends  of  John. 
Methinks,  I  see  this  hurly  all  on  foot : 
And,  0  !  what  better  matter  breeds  for  you. 
Than  I  have  nam'd.     The  bastard  Faulconbridgo 
Is  now  iQ  England  ransacking  the  church, 
Ofiending  charity :  if  but  a  dozen  French 
Were  there  in  arms,  they  would  be  as  a  call 
To  train  ten  thousand  English  to  their  side ; 
Or  as  a  little  snow,  tumbled  about, 

'  This  act,  so  evilly  bornb,]  It  may  be  doubted  whether  we  ought  to  uuder- 
stand  **  so  evilly  borne t*'  as  it  is  printed  in  the  old  copies,  in  the  sense  of  having 
an  evil  birth,  or  merely  as  ill  borne  by  John's  subjects.  The  last  is  consistent 
with  what  is  said  afterwards,  but  seems  to  afford  a  poorer  sense. 

*  No  SCAPE  of  nature,]  It  appears  that  **  scope  of  nature ''  is  a  misprint,  and 
on  the  authority  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632  we  must  vary  from  the  early  impressions 
by  reading  "  No  scape  of  nature,''  an  expression  perfectly  intelligible  in  connexion 
with  '*  exhalation  in  the  sky/'  '*  distemper'd  day,"  5cc. 
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Anon  becomes  a  mountain.     0,  noble  Dauphin ! 
Go  with  me  to  the  king.     'Tis  wonderful, 
What  may  be  wrought  out  of  their  discontent : 
Now  that  their  souls  are  topfull  of  offence, 
For  England  go ;  I  will  whet  on  the  king. 

Lew,  Strong  reasons  make  strange  actions '.     Let  us  go : 
If  you  say,  ay,  the  king  will  not  say,  no.  [Exeunt. 
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Northampton '.     A  Boom  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Hubert  and  tivo  Attendants. 

Huh.  Heat  me  these  irons  hot ;  and,  look  thou  stand 
Within  the  arras :  when  I  strike  my  foot 
Upon  the  bosom  of  the  groimd,  rush  forth, 
And  bind  the  boy,  which  you  shall  find  with  me. 
Fast  to  the  chair :  be  heedftd.     Hence,  and  watch. 

1  Attend.  I  hope,  your  warrant  will  bear  out  the  deed. 

Hub.  Uncleanly  scruples :  fear  not  you :  look  to't. — 

Exeunt  Attendants. 
Yo\mg  lad,  come  forth ;  I  have  to  say  with  you. 

Enter  Arthur. 

Arth.  Good  morrow,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Good  morrow,  little  prince. 

Arth.  As  little  prince  (having  so  great  a  title 
To  be  more  prince,)  as  may  be. — ^You  are  sad. 

Hub.  Indeed,  I  have  been  merrier. 

Arth.  Mercy  on  me ! 

Methinks,  no  body  should  be  sad  but  I : 

'  Strong  reasons  make  stranob  actions.]  So  the  first  folio :  the  seopnd  sub- 
stitutes itrong  for  "  strange/'  but  certainly  without  any  improyement,  and  perhaps 
it  was  merely  an  error  of  the  press. 

'  Northampton.]  Such  has  been  the  usual  locality  assigned  to  this  scene,  but 
on  no  authority,  though  it  will  answer  the  purpose  as  well  as  any  other.  '*  The 
&ct  is/'  says  Malone,  "  that  Arthur  was  first  confined  at  Falaise,  and  afterwards 
at  Rouen,  where  he  was  put  to  death."  The  old  stage-direction  is  merely,  "  Enter 
Hubert  and  Executioners ;''  and  all  that  is  clear  seems  to  be,  that  in  Shakespeare, 
as  wdl  as  in  the  old  **  King  John,"  the  scene  is  transferred  to  England. 
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Yet,  I  remember,  when  I  was  in  France, 

Young  gentlemen  would  be  as  sad  as  night, 

Only  for  wantonness.     By  my  Christendom, 

So  I  were  out  of  prison,  and  kept  sheep, 

I  should  be  merry  as  the  day  is  long ' ; 

And  so  I  woidd  be  here,  but  that  I  doubt 

My  uncle  practises  more  harm  to  me : 

He  is  afraM  of  me,  and  I  of  him. 

Is  it  my  fault  that  I  was  GeflGrey*s  son  P 

No,  indeed,  is't  not ;  and  I  would  to  heaven 

I  were  your  son,  so  you  would  love  me,  Hubert. 

Sub.  [Aside/]  If  I  talk  to  him,  with  his  innocent  prate 
He  will  awake  my  mercy,  which  lies  dead : 
Therefore  I  will  be  sudden,  and  dispatch. 

Arth,  Are  you  sick,  Hubert  P  you  look  pale  to-day. 
In  sooth,  I  woidd  you  were  a  little  sick. 
That  I  might  sit  ail  night,  and  watch  with  you. 
I  warrant,  I  love  you  more  than  you  do  me. 

Sub,  [Aside.']  His  words  do  take  possession  of  my  bosom. — 
Bead  here,  yoimg  Arthur.  [Shoicing  a  paper. 

[Aside.]  How  now,  foolish  rheum ! 
Turning  dispiteous  torture  out  of  door  P 
I  must  be  brief,  lest  resolution  drop 
Out  at  mine  eyes  in  tender  womanish  tears.— 
Can  you  not  read  it  ?  is  it  not  fair  writ  ? 

Arih.  Too  fairly,  Hubert,  for  so  foul  effect. 
Must  you  with  hot  irons  bum  out  both  mine  eyes  P 

Sub.  Young  boy,  I  must. 

Arth.  And  will  you  P 

Hub.  And  I  wilL 

Arth.  Have  you  the  heart?    When  your  head  did  but 
ache, 
I  knit  my  handkerchief  about  your  brows, 
(The  best  I  had,  a  princess  wrought  it  me) 
And  I  did  never  ask  it  you  again ; 
And  with  my  hand  at  midnight  held  your  head, 
And,  like  the  watchful  minutes  to  the  hour, 
Still  and  anon  cheer'd  up  the  heavy  time. 
Saying,  What  lack  you  ?  and.  Where  lies  your  grief? 
Or,  What  good  love  may  I  perform  for  you  P 
Many  a  poor  man's  son  woidd  have  lain  still, 

*  I  should  be  meny  at  the  daj  is  loDg ;]  So  the  ooir.  ib.  16SI2,  not  "  09  merry." 
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And  ne'er  have  spoke  a  loving  word  to  you ; 

But  you  at  your  sick  service  had  a  prince. 

Nay,  you  may  think  my  love  was  crafty  love, 

And  call  it  cunning :  do,  an  if  you  will. 

If  heaven  be  pleas'd  that  you  will  use  me  ill, 

Why,  then  you  must. — ^Will  you  put  out  mine  eyes  P 

These  eyes,  that  never  did,  nor  never  shall 

So  much  as  frown  on  you  ? 

Hub,  I  have  sworn  to  do  it, 

And  with  hot  irons  must  I  bum  them  out. 

Arth.  Ah  !  none  but  in  this  iron  age  would  do  it. 
The  iron  of  itself,  though  heat  red-hot. 
Approaching  near  these  eyes  would  drink  my  tears, 
And  quench  his  fiery  indignation  *°, 
Even  in  the  matter  of  mine  innocence : 
Nay,  after  that,  consume  away  in  rust. 
But  for  containing  fire  to  harm  mine  eye. 
Are  you  more  stubborn-hard  than  hammered  iron  ? 
An  if  an  angel  should  have  come  to  me, 
And  told  me  Hubert  should  put  out  mine  eyes, 
I  would  not  have  belieVd  him ;  no  tongue  but  Hubert's. 

Hub,  Come  forth.  [^Stamps. 

He-enter  Attendants,  mth  Cord,  Irons,  8fc. 

Do  as  I  bid  you  do. 

Arth,  0 !  save  me,  Hubert,  save  me !  my  eyes  are  out. 
Even  with  the  fierce  looks  of  these  bloody  men. 

Hub.  (Hve  me  the  iron,  I  say,  and  bind  him  here. 

Arth,  Alas !  what  need  you  be  so  boisterous-rough  P 
I  will  not  struggle ;  I  will  stand  stone-still. 
For  heaven's  sake,  Hubert,  let  me  not  be  bound. 
Nay,  hear  me,  Hubert :  drive  these  men  away. 
And  I  will  sit  as  quiet  as  a  lamb ; 
I  will  not  stir,  nor  wince,  nor  speak  a  word, 
Nor  look  upon  the  iron  angerly. 
Thrust  but  these  men  away,  and  I'll  forgive  you, 
Whatever  torment  you  do  put  me  to. 

Hub.  Go,  stand  within :  let  me  alone  with  him. 

^*  And  quench  his  fiery  indignation,]  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  considers  the  reading 
of  the  old  editions  **  thu  fiery  indignation  **  a  misprint  for  '*  his  fiery  indignation:" 
he  is  right.  We  need  hardly  say  that  "  heat/'  two  lines  above,  is  the  old  parti- 
ciple of  the  verb  to  heat :  we  should  now  say  "  though  heated  red-hot  i*  and 
elsewhere,  in  Tarioiis  places,  Shakespeare  uses  that  form. 
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1  Attend.  I  am  best  pleas'd  to  be  from  such  a  deed. 

\_Hxeunt  Attendants. 

Arth,  Alas !  I  then  have  chid  away  my  friend ; 
He  hath  a  stem  look,  but  a  gentle  heart. — 
Let  him  come  back,  that  his  compassion  may 
GKve  life  to  your's. 

Hub.  Come,  boy,  prepare  yourself. 

Arth.  Is  there  no  remedy  P 

Hub.  None,  but  to  lose  your  eyes. 

Arth.  0  heaven ! — ^that  there  were  but  a  mote  in  your's, 
A  grain,  a  dust,  a  gnat,  a  wandering  hair, 
Any  annoyance  in  that  precious  sense. 
Then,  feeling  what  small  things  are  boisterous  there. 
Your  vile  intent  must  needs  seem  horrible. 

Hub.  Is  this  your  promise  P  go  to ;  hold  your  tongue. 

Arth.  Hubert,  the  utterance  of  a  brace  of  tongues 
Must  needs  want,  pleading  for  a  pair  of  eyes  : 
Let  me  not  hold  my  tongue  ;  let  me  not,  Hubert : 
Or,  Hubert,  if  you  will,  cut  out  my  tongue. 
So  I  may  keep  mine  eyes.     0  !  spare  mine  eyes ; 
Though  to  no  use,  but  still  to  look  on  you. 
Lo !  by  my  troth,  the  instrument  is  cold, 
And  would  not  harm  me. 

Hub.  I  can  heat  it,  boy. 

Arth.  No,  in  good  sooth  ;  the  fire  is  dead  with  grief, 
Being  create  for  comfort,  to  be  us'd 
In  imdeserVd  extremes  :  see  else  yourself; 
There  is  no  malice  in  this  burning  coal ; 
The  breath  of  heaven  hath  blown  his  spirit  out,. 
And  strew'd  repentant  ashes  on  his  head. 

Hub.  But  with  my  breath  I  can  revive  it,  boy. 

Arth.  And  if  you  do,  you  will  but  make  it  blush, 
And  glow  with  shame  of  your  proceedings,  Hubert : 
Nay,  it  perchance  will  sparkle  in  your  eyes ; 
And  like  a  dog,  that  is  compell'd  to  fight. 
Snatch  at  his  master  that  doth  tarre  him  on  \ 

1  —  that  doth  TARRE  him  on.]  The  expressive  word  to  ''  tarre  "  also  occnrs  in 
*'  Hamlet/'  A.  ii.  sc.  2,  and  in  '*  Troilus  and  Cressida/'  A.  i.  sc.  3,  exactly  in  the 
same  sense,  that  of  to  provoke  or  excite ;  but  I  have  not  met  with  it  in  any  other 
dramatist  of  the  time  It  has  been  derived  by  Johnson  with  no  great  probability 
from  the  Greek  rapdaata^  and  by  Serenius,  in  his  Diet.  AnglO'SeuihicO'Latinvm, 
from  the  Saxon  tjfrian,  in  which  etymology  Home  Tooke  agrees.  In  Todd's 
Dictionary,  it  is  aJso  stated  that  Wickliffe  uses  the  word  in  the  form  of  terre, 
but  not  in  what  part  of  his  writings  it  is  found.    This  deficiency  is  supplied  by 
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All  things^  that  you  should  use  to  do  me  wrong, 
Deny  their  office  :  only  you  do  lack 
That  mercy,  which  fierce  fire,  and  iron,  extends, 
Creatures  of  note  for  mercy-lacking  uses. 

Hub,  Well,  see  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eyes  * 
For  all  the  treasure  that  thine  uncle  owes : 
Yet  am  I  sworn,  and  I  did  purpose,  boy. 
With  this  same  very  iron  to  bum  them  out. 

Arth,  0  !  now  you  look  like  Hubert ;  all  this  while 
You  were  disguised. 

Huh,  Peace !  no  more.     Adieu. 

Your  uncle  must  not  know  but  you  are  dead. 
I'll  fill  these  dogged  spies  with  false  reports ; 
And,  pretty  child,  sleep  doubtless,  and  secure, 
That  Hubert  for  the  wealth  of  all  the  world 
Will  not  offend  thee. 

Arth.  0  heaven ! — I  thank  you,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Silence  !  no  more.     Go  closely  in  with  me  ; 
Much  danger  do  I  undergo  for  thee.  [Eoceunt 


SCENE  II. 

The  Same.     A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  John  eroumed;  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  and  other 

Lords.     The  King  takes  his  State. 

K  John.  Here  once  again  we  sit,  once  again  crown'd. 
And  looked  upon,  I  hope,  with  cheerfiil  eyes. 

Pern,  This  once  again,  but  that  your  highness  pleas'd. 
Was  once  superfluous :  you  were  crown'd  before, 
And  that  high  royalty  was  ne'er  pluck'd  off; 
The  faiths  of  men  ne'er  stained  with  revolt ; 


Sir  F.  Madden  in  his  "  Glossary  to  the  Wickliffite  versions  of  the  Bible/'  in  which, 
under  the  various  foi^ms  of  terren,  terre,  tarre,  and  terrynge  it  occurs. 

'  Well,  see  to  live ;  I  will  not  touch  thine  eyes]     In  the  old  **  King  John, 
Hubert  says, 

"  Cheer  thee,  young  lord,  thou  shalt  not  lose  an  eye, 

Though  I  should  purchase  it  with  loss  of  life  : 

ru  to  the  king,  and  say  his  will  is  done, 

And  of  the  languor  tell  hira  thou  art  dead. 

Go  in  with  me,  for  Hubert  was  not  born. 

To  blind  those  lamps  that  nature  polish'd  so." 

VOL.  in.  N 


»» 
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Fresh  expectation  troubled  not  the  land 
With  any  long'd-for  change,  or  better  state. 

Sal.  Therefore,  to  bo  possessed  with  double  pomp. 
To  guard  a  title  that  was  rich  before ', 
To  gild  refined  gold,  to  paint  the  lily,  ^ 

To  throw  a  perfume  on  the  violet, 
To  smooth  the  ice,  or  add  another  hue 
Unto  the  rainbow,  or  with  taper-light 
To  seek  the  beauteous  eye  of  heaven  to  garnish. 
Is  wasteful,  and  ridiculous  excess. 

PcfH,  But  that  your  royal  pleasure  must  be  done. 
This  act  is  as  an  ancient  tale  new  told, 
And  in  the  last  repeating  troublesome. 
Being  urged  at  a  time  unseasonable. 

8aL  In  this,  the  antique  and  well-noted  face 
Of  plain  old  form  is  much  disfigured ; 
And,  like  a  shifted  wind  unto  a  sail. 
It  makes  the  course  of  thoughts  to  fetch  about. 
Startles  and  frights  consideration. 
Makes  sound  opinion  sick,  and  truth  suspected. 
For  putting  on  so  new  a  fashion'd  robe. 

Pern,  When  workmen  strive  to  do  better  than  well. 
They  do  confound  their  skill  in  covetousness  ; 
And,  oftentimes,  excusiag  of  a  fault 
Doth  make  the  fault  the  worse  by  the  excuse : 
As  patches,  set  upon  a  little  breach. 
Discredit  more  in  hiding  of  the  fault. 
Than  did  the  fault  before  it  was  so  patch'd. 

Sal.  To  this  effect,  before  you  were  new-crown'd. 
We  breath'd  our  counsel ;  but  it  pleas'd  your  highness 
To  overbear  it,  and  we  are  all  well-pleas'd ; 
Since  all,  and  every  part  of  what  we  would. 
Doth  make  a  stand  at  what  your  highness  will. 

K,  John.  Some  reasons  of  this  double  coronation 
I  havcpossess'd  you  with,  and  think  them  strong ; 
And  more,  more  strong,  when  lesser  is  my  fear  *, 

'  To  GUARD  a  title  that  was  rich  before,]  "  To  guard ''  (as  we  have  already 
seen  in  ''Much  Ado  about  Nothing/'  A.  i.  sc.  1,  Vol.  iL  p.  17»  and  in  *' Love's 
Labour's  Lost/'  A.  iy.  sc.  3,  Vol.  ii.  p.  136)  means  generally  to  omamenif  and  in 
that  sense  it  is  here  used.  It  arose  out  of  the  protection  often  afforded  by  laoe, 
&c.  to  garments ;  and  nothing  can  be  more  common  than  the  use  of  it  in  this 
somewhat  figurative  manner. 

*  —  WHEN  lesser  is  my  fear,]  It  is  "  then  lesser  is  my  fear  "  in  the  folio,  lfi23, 
making  the  meaning  obscure :  the  corr.  fo.  1632  puts  it  "  thut  leuening  my  fear ;" 
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I  shall  indue  you  with  :  mean  time,  but  ask 
What  you  would  have  reform'd  that  is  not  well, 
And  well  shall  you  perceive,  how  willingly 
I  will  both  hear  and  grant  you  your  requests. 

Pern.  Then  I,  as  one  that  am  the  tongue  of  these, 
To  soimd  the  purposes  of  all  their  hearts. 
Both  for  myself  and  them,  but,  chief  of  all. 
Your  safety,  for  the  which  myself  and  they 
Bend  their  best  studies,  heartily  request 
Th'  enfranchisement  of  Arthur  ;  whose  restraint 
Doth  move  the  murmuring  lips  of  discontent 
To  break  into  this  dangerous  argument : — 
If  what  in  rest  you  have,  in  right  you  hold. 
Why  should  your  fears,  which,  as  they  say,  attend 
The  steps  of  wrong,  then  move  you  to  mew  up 
Your  tender  kinsman  *,  and  to  choke  his  days 
With  barbarous  ignorance,  and  deny  his  youth 
The  rich  advantage  of  good  exercise  P— 
That  the  time's  enemies  may  not  have  this 
To  grace  occasions,  let  it  be  our  suit. 
That  you  have  bid  us  ask  his  liberty ; 
Which  for  our  goods  we  do  no  farther  ask, 
Than  whereupon  our  weal,  on  you  depending  *, 
Coimts  it  your  weal  he  have  his  liberty. 

K,  John,  Let  it  be  so :  I  do  commit  his  youth 

but  the  usual  course  has  been  to  conyert  then  into  '*  when."  It  may  be  doubted 
whether  this  expresses  exactly  what  the  poet  intended,  but  at  all  events  it  is  recom- 
mended by  the  fact,  that  it  deviates  as  little  as  possible  from  the  old  text. 

*  Why  SHOULD  your  fears,  which,  as  they  say,  attend 
The  steps  of  wrong,  then  move  you  to  mew  up 

Your  tender  kinsman,]  We  give  here  unhesitatingly  the  words  as  they  stand 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1(132 :  in  the  folios,  as  uncorrected,  "  should  "  and  '*  then  "  changed 
lines  and  made  nonsense.  *'  If  you  hold  in  right  what  you  have  (asks  Pembroke), 
why  thould  your  fears,  which  wait  upon  wrong,  then  induce  you  to  shut  in  prison 
your  young  nephew?"  Mr.  Singer,  after  giving  the  old  reading,  says  with  great 
simplicity,  and  as  if  he  had  never  heard  of  the  emendation  in  my  corr.  fo.  1632, 
**  the  word  [a]  then  and  should  might  change  places  with  advantage  to  the  lucidus 
ordo"  He  surely  must  have  known  (for  he  has  quoted  the  book  in  hundreds  of 
places)  that  this  change  is  actually  made  in  my  vol.  of  "  Notes  and  Emendations," 
p.  208.  I  do  not  mean  to  say  that  he  suppressed  the  fact,  because  he  did  not  like 
to  acknowledge  the  obligation :  I  do  not  attribute  any  such  unworthy  motive  to  a 
man  of  much  general  learning  and  ability,  though  put  to  a  painful  strait ;  I  merely 
remark  that  he  n^lected  to  notice  it. 

'  —  on  YOU  depending,]  We  leave  the  old  text  unchanged,  because  change  is 
not  necessary,  but  for  *'  you"  the  correction  in  the  folio,  1632,  is  yours,  making 
the  weal  of  the  peers  depend  upon  the  weal  of  the  king,  and  not  merely  upon  the 
king  himself. 

k2 
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Enter  Hubert. 

To  your  direction. — Hubert,  what  news  with  you  ? 

[Hubert  talks  apart  with  the  King. 

Pern,  This  is  the  man  should  do  the  bloody  deed : 
He  show'd  his  warrant  to  a  friend  of  mine. 
The  image  of  a  wicked  heinous  fault 
Lives  in  his  eye  :  that  close  aspect  of  his 
Does  show  the  mood  of  a  much-troubled  breast ; 
And  I  do  fearfully  believe  'tis  done, 
What  we  so  fear'd  he  had  a  charge  to  do. 

8aL  The  colour  of  the  king  doth  come  and  go. 
Between  his  purpose  and  his  conscience, 
Like  heralds  'twixt  two  dreadful  battles  set : 
His  passion  is  so  ripe,  it  needs  must  br^ak. 

Pern,  And  when  it  breaks,  I  fear,  will  issue  thence 
The  foul  corruption  of  a  sweet  child's  death. 

K,  John,  We  cannot  hold  mortality's  strong  hand. — 
Good  lords,  although  my  will  to  give  is  living. 
The  suit  which  you  demand  is  gone  and  dead : 
He  tells  us,  Arthur  is  deceas'd  to-night. 

Sal,  Indeed,  we  fear'd  his  sickness  was  past  cure. 

Pern.  Indeed,  we  heard  how  near  his  death  he  was. 
Before  the  child  himself  felt  he  was  sick. 
This  must  be  answer'd,  either  here,  or  hence. 

K,  John.  Why  do  you  bend  such  solemn  brows  on  me  P 
Think  you,  I  bear  the  shears  of  destiny  P 
Have  I  commandment  on  the  pulse  of  life  ? 

8al.  It  is  apparent  foul-play ;  and  'tis  shame, 
That  greatness  should  so  grossly  offer  it. 
So  thrive  it  in  your  game  ;  and  so  farewell. 

Pern,  Stay  yet,  lord  Salisbury ;  I'll  go  with  thee, 
And  find  th'  inheritance  of  this  poor  child, 
His  little  kingdom  of  a  forced  grave. 
That  blood  which  ow'd '  the  breadth  of  all  this  isle, 
Three  foot  of  it  doth  hold :  bad  worid  the  while. 
This  must  not  be  thus  borne :  this  will  break  out 
To  all  our  sorrows,  and  ere  long,  I  doubt.  [Exeunt  Lords. 

K,  John,  They  bum  in  indignation.     I  repent : 
There  is  no  sure  foundation  set  on  blood. 
No  certain  life  achiev'd  by  others'  death. 

'  That  blood  which  ow'd]     To  «*owe  "  is  of  course  to  own.    See  also  p.  177» 
and  other  pbioes  where  we  have  deemed  a  note  unnecessary. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

A  fearfiil  eye  thou  hast :  where  is  that  blood, 

That  I  have  seen  inTiabit  in  those  cheeks  P 

So  foul  a  sky  clears  not  without  a  storm  : 

Pour  down  thy  weather. — How  goes  all  in  France  P 

Mess,  From  France  to  England. — Never  such  a  power 
For  any  foreign  preparation, 
Was  levied  in  the  body  of  a  land. 
The  copy  of  your  speed  is  leam'd  by  them ; 
For,  when  you  should  be  told  they  do  prepare, 
The  tidings  come  that  they  are  aU  arrived. 

K.  John.  0  !  where  hath  our  intelligence  been  drunk  P 
Where  hath  it  slept  P     Where  is  my  mother's  care. 
That  such  an  army  could  be  drawn  in  France, 
And  she  not*  hear  of  it  P 

Mess.  My  liege,  her  ear 

Is  stopp'd  with  dust :  the  first  of  April,  died 
Your  noble  mother ;  and,  as  I  hear,  my  lord. 
The  lady  Constance  in  a  frenzy  died 
Three  days  before :  but  this  from  rumour's  tongue 
I  idly  heard ;  if  true,  or  false,  I  know  not. 

K.  John.  Withhold  thy  speed,  dreadful  Occasion ! 
O !  make  a  league  with  me,  till  I  have  pleas'd 
My  discontented  peers. — What !  mother  dead  P 
How  wildly,  then,  walks  my  estate  in  France ! — 
Under  whose  conduct  come  those  powers  of  France  *, 
That  thou  for  truth  giv'st  out  are  landed  here  P 

Mess.  Under  the  Dauphin. 

Enter  the  Bastardy  and  Peter  of  Pomfret. 

K.  John.  Thou  hast  made  me  giddy 

With  these  ill  tidings. — ^Now,  what  says  the  world 
To  your  proceedings  P  do  not  seek  to  stuff 
My  head  with  more  ill  news,  for  it  is  full. 

Bast.  But  if  you  be  afeard  to  hear  the  worst. 
Then  let  the  worst,  unheard,  fall  on  your  head. 

K.  John.  Bear  with  me,  cousin,  for  I  was  amaz'd 
Under  the  tide ;  but  now  I  breathe  again 

*  Under  whose  oondact  come  those  powers  of  France,]  It  is  came  in  the  old 
copies,  bat  clearly  misprinted  and  set  right  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632.  John  is  speaking 
of  preMDt  danger  from  a  present  leader. 
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Aloft  the  flood,  and  can  give  audience 
To  any  tongue,  speak  it  of  what  it  will. 

Bast,  How  I  have  sped  among  the  clergrmen. 
The  sums  I  have  collected  shall  express : 
But  as  I  travell'd  hither  through  the  land, 
I  find  the  people  strangely  fantasied  ; 
Possessed  with  rumours,  full  of  idle  dreams, 
Not  knowing  what  they  fear,  but  full  of  fear  : 
And  here's  a  prophet ',  that  I  brought  with  me 
From  forth  the  streets  of  Pomfret,  whom  I  foxmd 
With  many  himdreds  treading  on  his  heels ; 
To  whom  he  sung,  in  rude  harsh-soxmding  rhymes, 
That  ere  the  next  Ascension-day  at  noon, 
Tour  highness  should  deliver  up  your  crown. 

K,  John,  Thou  idle  dreamer,  wherefore  didst  thou  so  P 

Peter.  Foreknowing  that  the  truth  will  fall  out  so. 

K,  John,  Hubert,  away  with  him :  imprison  him ; 
And  on  that  day  at  noon,  whereon,  he  says, 
I  shall  yield  up  my  crown,  let  him  be  hang'd. 
Deliver  him  to  safety,  and  return, 
For  I  must  use  thee. — 0  my  gentle  cousin  ! 

[^Exit  Hubert,  with  Peter. 
Hearf st  thou  thtf  news  abroad,  who  are  arrived  P 

Bast,  The  French,  my  lord  ;  men's  mouths  are  fiill  of  it : 
Besides,  I  met  lord  Bigot,  and  lord  Salisbury, 
With  eyes  as  red  as  new-enkindled  fire. 
And  others  more,  going  to  seek  the  grave 
Of  Arthur,  who,  they  say,  is  kill'd  to-night 
On  your  suggestion. 

K,  John,  Gentle  kinsman,  go, 

And  thrust  thjrself  into  their  companies. 
I  have  a  way  to  win  their  loves  again  : 
Bring  them  before  me. 

Bast,  I  will  seek  them  out. 

K,  John,  Nay,  but  make  haste  ;  the  better  foot  before. 
0  !  let  me  have  no  subject  enemies, 

'  And  here's  a  prophet,]  "  This  man,''  says  Donee,  **  was  a  hermit  in  great 
repnte  with  the  common  people.  Notwithstanding  the  event  is  said  to  have  fallen 
oat  as  he  had  prophesied,  the  poor  fellow  was  inhumanly  dragged  at  horses'  tails 
through  the  streets  of  Warliam,  and.  together  with  his  son,  who  appears  to  have 
been  even  more  innocent  than  his  father,  hanged  afterwards  upon  a  gibbet."  See 
'<  Holinshed's  Chronicle,"  under  the  year  1213.  In  the  old  "  King  John,"  there 
is  a  scene  between  the  prophet  and  the  people,  bat  otherwise  altogether  on- 
deserving  of  notice. 
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0 

When  adverse  foreigners  afl&ight  my  towns 
With  dreadful  pomp  of  stout  invasion. 
Be  Mercury  :  set  feathers  to  thy  heels, 
And  fly  like  thought  from  them  to  me  again. 

Bast.  The  spirit  of  the  time  shall  teach  me  speed.       [JSrt^. 

K.  John.  Spoke  like  a  spriteful,  noble  gentleman. — 
Go  after  him  ;  for  he,  perhaps,  shall  need 
Some  messenger  betwixt  me  and  the  peers. 
And  be  thou  he. 

Mesa.  With  all  my  heart,  my  liege.  [Exit. 

K.  John.  My  mother  dead ! 

Re-enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  My  lord,  they  say,  five  moons  were  seen  to-night  * ; 
Four  fixed,  and  the  fifth  did  whirl  about 
The  other  four  in  wonderous  motion. 

K.  John.  Five  moons  ? 

Hub.  Old  men,  and  beldams,  in  the  streets 

Do  prophesy  upon  it  dangerously. 
Young  Arthur's  death  is  common  in  their  mouths, 
And  when  they  talk  of  him,  they  shake  their  heads, 
And  whisper  one  another  in  the  ear ; 
And  he  that  speaks,  doth  gripe  the  hearer's  wrist. 
Whilst  he  that  hears,  makes  fearful  action. 
With  wrinkled  brows,  with  nods,  with  roUing  eves. 
I  saw  a  smith  stand  with  his  hammer,  thus. 
The  whilst  his  iron  did  on  the  anvil  cool. 
With  open  mouth  swallowing  a  tailor's  news ; 
Who,  with  his  shears  and  measure  in  his  hand. 
Standing  on  slippere,  (which  his  nimble  haste 
Had  falsely  thrust  upon  contrary  feet) 
Told  of  a  many  thousand  warlike  French, 
That  were  embattailed  and  rank'd  in  Kent. 
Another  lean,  unwash'd  artificer 
Guts  off  his  tale,  and  talks  of  Arthur's  death. 

K.  John.  Why  seek'st  thou  to  possess  me  with  these  fears  P 
Why  urgest  thou  so  oft  yoimg  Arthur's  death  ? 
Thy  hand  hath  murder'd  him  :  I  had  a  mighty  cause 
To  wish  him  dead,  but  thou  hadst  none  to  kill  him. 

*  —  five  moons  were  seen  to-night ;]  In  the  old  "  King  John,"  the  five  moons 
were  in  some  way  made  visible  to  the  audience :  the  stage-direction  is,  '*  There  the 
five  moons  appear/' 
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Hub,  No  had,  my  lord  * !  why,  did  you  not  provoke  me  ? 

K.  John,  It  is  the  curse  of  kmgs,  to  be  attended 
By  slaves,  that  take  their  humours  for  a  warrant 
To  break  within  the  bloody  house  of  life  ; 
And,  on  the  winking  of  authority. 
To  understand  a  law  ;  to  know  the  meaning 
Of  dangerous  majesty,  when,  perchance,  it  frowns 
More  upon  humour  than  advis'd  respect. 

Hub,  Here  is  your  hand  and  seal  for  what  I  did. 

K,  John,  0 !   when   the   last  account  'twixt   heaven  and 
earth 
Is  to  be  made,  then  shall  this  hand  and  seal 
Witness  against  us  to  danmation. 
How  oft  the  sight  of  means  to  do  ill  deeds, 
Makes  ill  deeds  done ' !  Had'st  not  thou  been  by, 
A  fellow  by  the  hand  of  nature  mark'd, 
Quoted,  and  sign'd,  to  do  a  deed  of  shame, 
This  murder  had  not  come  into  my  mind ; 
But,  taking  note  of  thy  abhorred  aspect. 
Finding  thee  fit  for  bloody  villainy, 
Apt,  liable  to  be  employed  in  danger, 
I  faintly  broke  with  thee  of  Arthur's  death ; 
And  thou,  to  be  endeared  to  a  king. 
Made  it  no  conscience  to  destroy  a  prince. 

Hub,  My  lord, — 

K,  John,  Hadst  thou  but  shook  thy  head,  or  made  a  pause, 
When  I  spake  darkly  what  I  purposed  ; 
Or  tum'd  an  eye  of  doubt  upon  mV  fac^ 
Afl  bid  me  tell  my  tale  *  in  express  words. 
Deep  shame  had  struck  me  dumb,  made  me  break  off, 
And  those  thy  fears  might  have  wrought  fears  in  me : 
But  thou  didst  understand  me  by  my  signs. 
And  didst  in  signs  again  parley  with  sign  ^ ; 

'  No  had,  my  lord  1]  Hubert  expresses  his  surprise  at  John's  statement  in  a 
form  of  speech  which  was  not  uncommon  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare.  See  Vol.  ii. 
p.  368,  where  "  No  hath  not  ?"  occurs  in  just  the  same  way. 

*  Makes  ill  deeds  done !]  It  is  "  deeds  ill  done  "  in  the  folios,  a  very  intel- 
ligible form  of  speaking ;  but  as  the  oorr.  fo.  1G32  reverses  the  order  of  the  words, 
we  may  conclude  that  the  placing  of  the  adjective  after  the  substantive  was  merely 
an  error  of  the  press.     Two  lines  below  '*  quoted  "  means  noted  or  dittinguithed, 

*  As  bid  mo  tell  my  tale]  t.  e,  '*  Turned  mch  an  eye  of  doubt,  ficc.  as  bade  or 
did  bid  me  tell  my  tale."  Malone  and  others  read  And  for  "  As.*'  The  corr.  fo. 
1G32  has  it  "  Or  bid  mc  tell  my  talc,"  but  the  change  is  needless. 

'  And  didst  in  signs  again  parley  with  sion  ;]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  there 
can  be  no  reasonable  doubt  that  **  sign  "  was  the  poet's  word,  and  not  9in  as  in  the 
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Yea,  without  stop,  didst  let  thy  heart  consent, 

And  consequently  thy  rude  hand  to  act 

fhe  deed  which  both  our  tongues  held  vile  to  name. 

Out  of  my  sight,  and  never  see  me  more ! 

My  nobles  leave  me ;  and  my  state  is  brav'd. 

Even  at  my  gates,  with  ranks  of  foreign  powers  : 

Nay,  in  the  body  of  this  fleshly  land. 

This  kingdom,  this  confine  of  blood  and  breath. 

Hostility  and  civil  timiult  reigns 

Between  my  conscience  and  my  cousin's  death. 

Huh.  Arm  you  against  your  other  enemies, 
I'll  make  a  peace  between  your  soul  and  you. 
Yoxmg  Arthur  is  alive :  this  hand  of  mine 
Is  yet  a  maiden  and  an  innocent  hand. 
Not  painted  with  the  crimson  spots  of  blood. 
Within  this  bosom  never  cnter'd  yet 
The  dreadful  motion  of  a  murderous  thought, 
And  you  have  slander'd  nature  in  my  form  ; 
Which,  howsoever  rude  exteriorly. 
Is  yet  the  cover  of  a  fairer  mind. 
Than  to  be  butcher  of  an  innocent  child. 

K.  John.  Doth  Arthur  live  ?     0  !  haste  thee  to  the  peers : 
Throw  this  report  on  their  incensed  rage, 
And*  make  them  tame  to  their  obedience. 
Forgive  the  comment  that  my  passion  made 
Upon  thy  feature  ;  for  my  rage  was  blind, 
And  foul  imaginary  eyes  of  blood 
Presented  thee  more  hideous  than  thou  art. 

0  !  answer  not ;  but  to  my  closet  bring 
The  angry  lords,  with  all  expedient  haste. 

1  conjure  thee  but  slowly ;  run  more  fast.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. 

The  Same.     Before  the  Castle. 

Enter  Akthtjr  on  the  Walk. 

Arth.  The  wall  is  high ;  and  yet  will  I  leap  down. — 
Good  ground,  be  pitiful,  and  hurt  me  not ! — 

esrly  editions.    The  king  parleyM  by  signs  with  Hubert,  and  Hubert  answered  in 
signs  the  signs  of  the  king :  so  the  German  editor, 

"  Docb  du  verstandst  aus  meinen  Zeichen  mich, 
Und  pflogst  dorch  Zeichen  mit  den  Zeichen  Rath." 
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There's  few,  or  none,  do  know  me ;  if  they  did. 

This  8hip-boy'8  semblance  hath  disguis'd  me  quite. 

I  am  afraid  ;  and  yet  I'll  venture  it. 

KI  get  down,  and  do  not  break  my  Umbs, 

I'll  find  a  thousand  shifts  to  get  away : 

As  good  to  die  and  go,  as  die  and  stay.  [^Leaps  down. 

0  me !  my  uncle's  spirit  is  in  these  stones. — 

Heaven  take  my  soul,  and  England  keep  my  bones !       [Diea. 

Enter  Pembroke,  Salisbury,  and  Bigot. 

8aL  Lords,  I  will  meet  him  at  Saint  Edmund's  Bury : 
It  is  our  safety,  and  we  must  embrace 
This  gentle  offer  of  the  perilous  time. 

Pern.  Who  brought  that  letter  from  the  cardinal  P 

8aL  The  coimt  Melun,  a  noble  lord  of  France ; 
Whose  private  missive  of  the  Dauphin's  love  *, 
Is  much  more  general  than  these  lines  import. 

Big.  To-morrow  morning  let  us  meet  him,  then. 

8aL  Or,  rather  then  set  forward :  for  'twill  be 
Two  long  days'  journey,  lords,  or  e'er  we  meet. 

Enter  the  Bastard. 

Bast.  Once  more  to-day  well  met,  distemper'd  lords. 
The  king  by  me  requests  your  presence  straight. 

Sal.  The  king  hath  dispossess'd  himself  of  us : 
We  will  not  line  his  sin-bestained  cloak ' 
With  our  pure  honours,  nor  attend  the  foot 
That  leaves  the  print  of  blood  where-e'er  it  walks. 
Return,  and  tell  him  so :  we  know  the  worst. 

Bast.  Whate'er  you  think,  good  words,  I  think,  were  best. 

8al.  Our  griefs,  and  not  our  manners,  reason  now. 

Bast.  But  there  is  little  reason  in  your  grief; 
Therefore,  'twere  reason  you  had  manners  now. 

'  Whose  private  missive  of  the  Dauphin's  love,]  Misprinted  in  the  folios 
*'  Whose  private  with  met*  &c. :  the  change  entirely  avoids  the  awkwardness  of 
converting  "  private  "  into  a  sort  of  substantive :  Salisbury  had  received  a  "  private 
missive ''  from  the  Dauphin  by  Melun.  '*  Missive "  was  a  common  term  for  a 
letter,  and  Lord  Herbert  of  Cherbary  in  his  Hist.  Henry  VIII.,  speaking  of  a  noble* 
man,  says,  *'  His  style  in  mittivet  was  rather  copious  than  eloquent  :**  it  would  be 
easy  to  multiply  examples.     We  derive  this  emendation  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

'  We  will  not  line  his  siN-bestained  cloak]  It  is  "  thin  bestained  cloak ''  in  all 
editions,  ancient  and  modem,  but  amended  to  "  sin-bestained  *'  in  the  corr.  fo. 
1f}32.  Even  Mr.  Singer  could  not  resist  the  force  of  this  valuable  emendation, 
and  avails  himself  of  it  with  due  acknowledgment. 
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Pern,  Sir,  sir,  impatience  hath  its  privilege. 

Bast,  'Tis  true ;  to  hurt  his  master,  no  man  else  *. 

SaL  This  is  the  prison.     What  is  he  lies  here  P 

[^Seeing  Arthur. 

Pern.  0  death !  made  proud  with  pure  and  princely  beauty. 
The  earth  hath  not  a  hole  to  hide  this  deed. 

SaL  Murder,  as  hating  what  himself  hath  done, 
Doth  lay  it  open  to  urge  on  revenge. 

Big,  Or  when  he  doom'd  this  beauty  to  a  grave, 
Foimd  it  too  precious-princely  for  a  grave. 

SaL  Sir  Richard,  what  thiiak  you  ?     Have  you  beheld ', 
Or  have  you  read,  or  heard  ?  or  could  you  think  P 
Or  do  you  almost  think,  although  you  see. 
That  you  do  see  P  could  thought,  without  this  object. 
Form  such  another  P     This  is  the  very  top. 
The  height,  the  crest,  or  crest  unto  the  crest. 
Of  murder's  arms :  this  is  the  bloodiest  shame. 
The  wildest  savagery,  the  vilest  stroke, 
That  ever  wall-ey'd  wrath,  or  staring  rage. 
Presented  to  the  tears  of  soft  remorse. 

Pern.  All  murders  past  do  stand  excus'd  in  this ; 
And  this,  so  sole  and  so  unmatchable, 
Shall  give  a  holiness,  a  purity. 
To  the  yet  imbegotten  sins  of  time  ** ; 
And  prove  a  deadly  bloodshed  but  a  jest, 
Exampled  by  this  heinous  spectacle. 

Bast.  It  is  a  damned  and  a  bloody  work ; 
The  graceless  action  of  a  heavy  hand, 
If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand. 

SaL  If  that  it  be  the  work  of  any  hand  ? — 
We  had  a  kind  of  light,  what  would  ensue : 
It  is  the  shameful  work  of  Hubert's  hand ; 
The  practice,  and  the  purpose,  of  the  king : 
From  whose  obedience  I  forbid  my  soul, 

*  Tis  true ;  to  hurt  his  master,  no  man  else.]  This  is  a  trifling  instance  of  the 
adTantage  of  referring  to  two  different  copies  of  the  first  folio.  That  belonging  to 
Lord  Ellesmere  reads,  "  no  marCs  else  "  (as  Malone's  copy  seems  to  have  done),  but 
that  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire  has  '*  no  man  else,"  which  is  certainly  right.  The 
error  mast  have  been  discovered  while  the  sheet  was  going  through  the  press,  and 
corrected  before  all  the  copies  were  worked  off. 

'  Have  you  beheld,]  In  the  old  copies,  anterior  to  the  third  folio,  it  is 
printed,  *'  Yon  have  beheld.'' 

10  —  nnbegotten  sins  of  time;]  It  is  "sin  of  times''  in  the  folios,  but  cor- 
rected by  Pope. 
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Kneeling  before  this  ruin  of  sweet  life, 
And  breathing  to  his  breathless  excellence 
The  incense  of  a  vow,  a  holy  vow, 
Never  to  taste  the  pleasures  of  the  world, 
Never  to  be  infected  with  delight, 
Nor  conversant  with  ease  and  idleness. 
Till  I  have  set  a  glory  to  this  head  *, 
By  giving  it  the  worship  of  revenge. 

Pern.  Bi^.  Our  souls  religiously  confirm  thy  words. 

Enter  Hubert. 

Hub.  Lords,  I  am  hot  with  haste  in  seeking  you. 
Arthur  doth  live :  the  king  hath  sent  for  you. 

8aL  0 !  he  is  bold,  and  blushes  not  at  death. — 
Avamit,  thou  hateM  villain !  get  thee  gone. 

Huh,  I  am  no  villain. 

Sal.  Must  I  rob  the  law  P 

[Dratcing  his  sword. 

Boat.  Your  sword  is  bright,  sir :  put  it  up  again. 

Sal.  Not  till  I  sheath  it  in  a  murderer's  skin. 

Hub.  Stand  back,  lord  Salisbury ;  stand  back,  I  say : 
By  heaven,  I  think,  my  sword's  as  sharp  as  your's. 
I  would  not  have  you,  lord,  forget  yourself. 
Nor  tempt  the  danger  of  my  true  defence ; 
Lest  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget  * 
Tour  worth,  your  greatness,  and  nobility. 

Big.  Out,  dunghill !  dar'st  thou  brave  a  nobleman  ? 

Hub.  Not  for  my  life ;  but  yet  I  dare  defend 
My  innocent  life  against  an  emperor. 

Sal.  Thou  art  a  murderer. 

Hub.  Do  not  prove  me  so ; 

Yet,  I  am  none.     Whose  tongue  soe'er  speaks  false. 
Not  truly  speaks ;  who  speaks  not  truly  Kes. 

Pemb.  Cut  him  to  pieces. 
,   Bast.  Keep  the  peace,  I  say. 

>  Till  I  have  set  a  glory  to  this  head,]  **  To  this  hand,**  in  all  editions 
anterior  to  that  of  Pope,  and  amended  to  **  head  "  in  the  margin  of  the  oorr.  fo. 
1632.  **  Head  **  is  assuredly  right,  and  the  error  of  hand  for  **  head  "  was  so  easy 
that  it  was  often  committed  by  oar  old  printers. 

*  Lest  I,  by  marking  of  your  rage,  forget]  We  do  not  alter  the  text  here, 
because  strictly  speaking  no  alteration  is  required :  nevertheless,  increased  force 
fleems  given  to  the  line  by  a  small  emendation  found  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  vix. 
"  Lest  I,  by  marking  bui  your  rage,  forget,''  &c 
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8aL  Stand  by,  or  I  shall  gall  you,  Faulconbridge. 

Bast.  Thou  wert  better  gall  the  devil,  Salisbury : 
If  thou  but  frown  on  me,  or  stir  thy  foot, 
Or  teach  thy  hasty  spleen  to  do  me  shame, 
I'll  strike  thee  dead.     Put  up  thy  sword  betime, 
Or  I'll  so  maul  you  and  your  toasting-iron. 
That  you  shall  think  the  devil  is  come  from  hell. 

Big,  What  wilt  thou  do,  renowned  Faulconbridge  P 
Second  a  villain,  and  a  murderer  ? 

Sub.  Lord  Bigot,  I  am  none. 

Big.  Who  kill'd  this  prince  P 

Hub.  'Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  welL 
I  honoured  him,  I  lov*d  him ;  and  will  weep 
My  date  of  life  out  for  his  sweet  life's  loss. 

Sal.  Trust  not  those  cunning  waters  of  his  eyes, 
For  villainy  is  not  without  such  rheum ; 
And  he,  long  traded  in  it,  makes  it  seem 
Like  rivers  of  remorse  and  innocency. — 
Away,  with  me,  all  you  whose  souls  abhor 
Th'  xmcleanly  savours  of  a  slaughter-house, 
For  I  am  stifled  with  this  smell  of  sin. 

Big.  Away,  toward  Bury :  to  the  Dauphin  there ! 

Pemb.  There,  tell  the  kiig,  he  may  inquire  us  out. 

[^Exeunt  Lards. 

Bast.  Here's  a  good  world ! — Knew  you  of  this  fair  work  P 
Beyond  the  infinite  and  boimdless  reach 
Of  mercy,  if  thou  didst  this  deed  of  death. 
Art  thou  damn'd,  Hubert. 

Hub.  Do  but  hear  me,  sir. 

Bast,  Ha !  I'll  tell  thee  what ; 
Thou  art  damn'd  as  black — nay,  nothing  is  so  black ; 
Thou  art  more  deep  damn'd  than  prince  Lucifer : 
There  is  not  yet  so  ugly  a  fiend  of  hell 
As  thou  shalt  bo,  if  thou  didst  kill  this  child. 

Hub.  Upon  my  soul, — 

Bast.  If  thou  didst  but  consent 

To  this  most  cruel  act,  do  but  despair ; 
And  if  thou  want'st  a  cord,  the  smallest  thread 
That  ever  spider  twisted  from  her  womb 
Will  serve  to  strangle  thee  ;  a  rush  will  be  a  beam 
To  hang  thee  on :  or  wouldst  thou  drown  thyself. 
Put  but  a  little  water  in  a  spoon. 
And  it  shall  be  as  all  the  ocean. 
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Enough  to  stifle  such  a  villain  up. 
I  do  suspect  thee  very  grievously. 

Huh.  If  I  in  act,  consent,  or  sin  of  thought 
Be  guilty  of  the  stealing  that  sweet  breath, 
Which  was  embounded  in  this  beauteous  clay, 
Let  hell  want  pains  enough  to  torture  me. 
I  left  him  welL 

BasL^  Go,  bear  him  in  thine  arms. — 

[Hubert  takes  up  Arthur. 
I  am  amaz'd,  methinks ;  and  lose  my  way 
Among  the  thorns  and  dangers  of  this  world. — 
How  easy  dost  thou  take  all  England  up ! 
From  forth  this  morsel  of  dead  royalty, 
The  life,  the  right,  and  truth  of  all  this  realm 
Is  fled  to  heaven ;  and  England  now  is  left 
To  tug  and  scamble,  and  to  part  by  the  teeth 
The  unowed  interest  *  of  proud  swelling  state. 
Now  for  the  bare-pick*d  bone  of  majesty  ^ 

Doth  dogged  war  bristle  his  angry  crest. 
And  snarleth  in  the.  gentle  eyes  of  peace : 
Now  powers  from  home,  and  discontents  at  home, 
Meet  in  one  line ;  and  vast  confusion  waits, 
As  doth  a  raven  on  a  sick-fallen  beast, 
The  imminent  decay  of  wrested  pomp. 
Now  happy  he,  whose  cloak  and  cincture  can  * 
Hold  out  this  tempest. — ^Bear  away  that  child, 
And  follow  me  with  speed :  I'll  to  the  king. 
A  thousand  businesses  are  brief  in  hand. 
And  heaven  itself  doth  frown  upon  the  land. 

[Exeunt;  Hubert  Jcanw^  om^  Arthur*. 

*  The  DNowsD  interest]  i.e.  Unowned  interest;  the  interest  which,  by  the 
death  of  Arthur,  has  no  owner. 

^  —  whose  cloak  and  cincture  can]  We  adopt  Pope's  amendment  of  the  old 
text,  which  has  center  for  ''  cincture,''  an  easy  misprint,  when  we  recollect  that 
the  MS.,  from  which  the  compositor  printed,  perhaps,  had  the  word  written 
eeinture,  from  the  French. 

'  Exeunt ;  Hubert  bearing  out  Arthur.]  This  stage-direction,  and  that  pre- 
ceding it,  Hubert  taket  up  Arthur,  are  from  the  corr.  fb.  1632.  Without  them  the 
matter  is  left  entirely  to  inference. 
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The  Same.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  John,  Pandulph  icith  the  Croivn,  and  Attendants. 

K,  John,  Thus  have  I  yielded  up  into  your  hand 
The  circle  of  my  glory. 

Pand,  Take  again, 

\_Griving  John  t/ie  Croicn. 
From  this  my  hand,  as  holding  of  the  pope, 
Your  sovereign  greatness  and  authority. 

K.  John.  Now  keep  your  holy  word :  go  meet  the  French ; 
And  from  his  holiness  use  all  your  power 
To  stop  their  marches,  'fore  we  are  inflam'd. 
Our  discontented  counties  do  revolt, 
Our  people  quarrel  with  obedience, 
Swearing  allegiance,  and  the  love  of  soul, 
To  stranger  blood,  to  foreign  royalty. 
This  inundation  of  mistemper'd  humour 
Rests  by  you  only  to  be  qualified : 
Then  pause  not ;  for  the  present  time's  so  sick, 
That  present  medicine  must  be  minister'd, 
Or  overthrow  incurable  ensues. 

Pand.  It  was  my  breath  that  blew  this  tempest  up, 
Upon  your  stubborn  usage  of  the  pope ; 
But  since  you  are  a  gentle  convertite, 
My  tongue  shaU  hush  again  this  storm  of  war. 
And  make  fair  weather  in  your  blustering  land. 
On  this  Ascension-day,  remember  well, 
Upon  your  oath  of  service  to  the  pope. 
Go  I  to  make  the  French  lay  down  their  arms.  [^Exit. 

K.  John.  Is  this  Ascension-day  P     Did  not  the  prophet 
Say  that  before  Ascension-day  at  noon. 
My  crown  I  should  give  off?     Even  so  I  have. 
I  did  suppose  it  should  be  on  constraint ; 
But,  heaven  be  thank'd,  it  is  but  voluntary. 

Enter  the  Bastard. 

Bast.  All  Kent  hath  yielded ;  nothing  there  holds  out, 
But  Dover  castle :  London  hath  received, 
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Like  a  kind  host,  the  Dauphin  and  his  powers. 
Tour  nobles  will  not  hear  you,  but  are  gone 
To  offer  service  to  your  enemy ; 
And  wild  amazement  hurries  up  and  down 
The  little  number  of  your  doubtful  friends. 

K,  John.  Would  not  my  lords  return  to  me  again, 
After  they  heard  young  Arthur  was  alive  ? 

BasL  They  foxmd  him  dead,  and  cast  into  the  streets ; 
An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  some  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away  •. 

K,  John,  That  villain  Hubert  told  me  he  did  live. 

BasL  So,  on  my  soul,  he  did,  for  aught  he  knew. 
But  wherefore  do  you  droop  P  why  look  you  sad  ? 
Be  great  in  act,  as  you  have  been  in  thought ; 
Let  not  the  world  see  fear,  and  sad  distrust ', 
GK)vem  the  motion  of  a  kingly  eye  : 
Be  stirring  as  the  time  ;  be  fire  with  fire ; 
Threaten  the  threatener,  and  outface  the  brow 
Of  bragging  horror  :  so  shall  inferior  eyes, 
That  borrow  their  behaviours  from  the  great. 
Grow  great  by  your  example,  and  put  on 
The  dauntless  spirit  of  resolution. 
Away !  and  glister  like  the  god  of  war, 
When  he  intendeth  to  become  the  field :  . 
Show  boldness,  and  aspiring  confidence. 
What !  shall  they  seek  the  lion  in  his  den. 
And  fright  him  there  ?  and  make  him  tremble  there  ? 
0  !  let  it  not  be  said. — Courage  !  and  run ' 

'  An  empty  casket,  where  the  jewel  of  life 
By  some  damn'd  hand  was  robb'd  and  ta'en  away.]     The  prettiest  passage  in 
the  old  "  King  John  "  relates  to  the  death  of  Arthur,  of  whom,  when  his  body  is 
foond  by  the  peers,  it  is  said, 

** Lo  I  lords,  the  withered  flower, 

Who  in  his  life  shin'd  like  the  morning's  blush, 
Cast  out  a-door." 

These  lines  occur  when  the  body  of  Arthur  is  first  found.  Perhaps  Shakespeare 
took  the  simile  of  the  *'  empty  casket "  to  avoid  imitation. 

1  —  and  SAD  distrust,]  Here  we  think  it  more  than  probable  that  the  poet's 
epithet  was  what  we  find  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  viz.  '<  blank  distrust,"  but  we 
refrain  from  alteration,  because  the  received  reading  is  hardly  objectionable :  so, 
two  lines  below,  we  are  instructed  on  the  same  authority  to  alter  **  be  fire  with 
fire"  to  "meet  fire  with  fire,"  which  is  more  forcible,  and  perhaps  Shakespeare's 
language  hitherto  tamely  misrepresented. 

'  Courage!  and  run]  This  is  the  word  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  which  we 
venture  to  substitute  for  Forage  of  the  old  editions,  the  latter  being  very  inap- 
plicable, and  readily  mistaken  by  a  careless  compositor. 
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To  meet  displeasure  further  from  the  doors, 
And  grapple  with  him  ere  he  come  so  nigh. 

K.  John.  The  legate  of  the  pope  hath  been  with  me, 
And  I  have  made  a  happy  peace  with  him  ; 
And  he  hath  promised  to  dismiss  the  powers 
Led  by  the  Dauphin. 

Bast  0,  inglorious  league ! 

Shall  we,  upon  the  footing  of  our  land. 
Send  fair-play  offers,  and  make  compromise  *, 
Insinuation,  parley,  and  base  truce. 
To  arms  invasive  P  shall  a  beardless  boy, 
A  cocker'd  silken  wanton,  brave  our  fields. 
And  flesh  his  spirit  in  a  warlike  soil, 
Mocking  the  air  with  colours  idly  spread, 
And  find  no  check  ?    Let  us,  my  liege,  to  arms : 
Perchance,  the  cardinal  cannot  make  your  peace ; 
Or  if  he  do,  let  it  at  least  be  said, 
They  saw  we  had  a  purpose  of  defence. 

K,  John.  Have  thou  the  ordering  of  this  present  time. 

Bast.  Away  then,  with  good  courage ;  yet,  I  know. 
Our  party  may  well  meet  a  prouder  foe.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

A  Plain,  near  St.  Edmimd's  Bury. 

Enter,  in  amis,  Lewis,  Salisbury,  Meltjn,  Pembroke, 

Bigot,  and  Soldiers. 

Lew.  My  lord  Melxm,  let  this  be  copied  out. 
And  keep  it  safe  for  our  remembrance. 
Betum  the  precedent  to  these  lords  again ; 
That,  having  our  fair  order  written  down, 
Both  they,  and  we,  perusing  o'er  these  notes. 
May  know  wherefore  we  took  the  sacrament, 
And  keep  our  faiths  firm  and  inviolable. 

Sal.  Upon  our  sides  it  never  shall  be  broken. 

*  Send  fiiir-play  offers,  and  make  compromise,]  Ordert  for  <' offers"  has 
always  been  the  text,  bat  it  is  doubtless  wrong,  and  the  correction  is  made  in  MS. 
in  my  foUo,  1632.  Mr.  Singer  adopts  '*  offers  **  without  hesitation,  but  hesitates 
to  acknowledge  from  whence  he  derived  an  improvement,  never  hinted  at,  until  the 
publication  of  my  vol.  of  «  Notes  and  Emendations."  He  is  entirely  silent  upon 
the  point,  owing,  perhaps,  to  the  extreme  brevity  of  his  note. 

VOL.  III.  O 
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And,  noble  Daupliin,  albeit  we  swear 

A  Yoluntary  zeal,  and  an  imurg'd  faitb^ 

To  your  proceedings ;  yet,  believe  me,  prince^ 

I  am  not  glad  that  such  a  sore  of  time 

Should  seek  a  plaster  by  contemn'd  reyolt, 

And  heal  the  inveterate  canker  of  one  woimd, 

By  making  many.     O  !  it  grieves  my  soul, 

That  I  must  draw  this  metal  from  my  aide 

To  be  a  widow-maker ;  O I  and  there. 

Where  honourable  rescue,  and  defence, 

Cries  out  upon  the  name  of  Salisbury. 

But  such  is  the  infection  of  the  time, 

That,  for  the  health  and  physic  of  our  rights 

We  cannot  deal  but  with  the  very  hand 

Of  stem  injustice  and  confiised  wrong. — 

And  is't  not  pity,  0,  my  grieved  friends  1 

That  we,  the  sons  and  children  of  this  isle. 

Were  bom  to  see  so  sad  an  hour  as  this ; 

Wherein  we  step  after  a  stranger,  march 

Upon  her  gentle  bosom,  and  fill  up 

Her  enemies'  ranks,  (I  must  withdraw,  and  weep 

Upon  the  spot  of  this  enforced  cause ') 

To  grace  the  gentry  of  a  land  remote. 

And  follow  unacquainted  colours  here  P 

What,  here  P — 0  nation,  that  thou  couldst  remove ! 

That  Neptune's  arms,  who  dippeth  thee  about  *, 

Would  bear  thee  from  the  knowledge  of  thyself. 

And  grapple  thee '  unto  a  pagan  shore ; 

Where  these  two  Christian  armies  might  combine 

The  blood  of  malice  in  a  vein  of  league. 

And  not  to  spend  it  so  xmneighbouily  I 

Lew,  A  noble  temper  dost  thou  show  in  this ; 
And  great  afiPections  wrestling  in  thy  bosom 
Do  make  an  earthquake  of  nobility. 

*  Upon  the  spot  of  this  enforced  cavse)]  **  Spot "  may  be  right,  and  therefore 
we  do  not  remove  it,  in  fityoor  of  thought,  the  word  io  the  ooir.  fb.  1682.  StiU 
thought  would  seem  to  fill  the  place  better,  and  thought  may  have  been  misheard 
"  spot  :**  it  was  the  thought  of  this  enforced  cause  that  made  Salisbury  weep. 

'  —  who  cLiPPBTH  thee  about,]  i .  e.  Who  embraeeth  thee.  To  clip,  from  the 
Saxon  elippaUf  is  of  perpetual  occurrence  in  our  old  writers.  We  have  had  it 
■hready  in  the  participle  '*  clipping"  in  " The  Winter's  Tale,"  A.  ¥.  sc.  3,  p.  106. 

*  And  ORAPPLS  thee]  "  And  cripple  thee  "  in  the  early  editions ;  an  un- 
doubted, but  still  not  an  indisputable,  misprint,  with  those  who  prefer  ingenuity  of 
explanation  to  plain  sense. 
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0  !  what  a  noble  combat  hast  thou  fought  \ 
Between  compulsion,  and  a  brave  respect ! 
Let  me  wipe  off  this  honourable  dew, 
That  silverly  doth  progress  on  thy  cheeks. 
My  heart  hath  melted  at  a  lady's  tears, 
Being  an  ordinary  inundation ; 

But  this  efiusion  of  such  manly  drops, 

This  shower,  blown  up  by  tempest  of  the  soul, 

Startles  mine  eyes,  and  makes  me  more  amaz'd 

Than  had  I  seen  the  vanity  top  of  heaven 

Figured  quite  o'er  with  burning  mejteors. 

Lift  up  thy  brow,  renowned  Salisbury, 

And  with  a  great  heart  heave  away  this  storm : 

Commend  these  waters  to  those  baby  eyes 

That  never  saw  the  giant- world  enrag'd ; 

Nor  met  with  fortune  other  than  at  feasts. 

Full  warm  of  blood,  of  mirth,  of  gossiping. 

Come,  come ;  for  thou  shalt  thrust  thy  hand  as  deep 

Lito  the  purse  of  rich  prosperity. 

As  Lewis  himself: — so,  nobles,  shall  you  all, 

That  knit  your  sinews  to  the  strength  of  mine. 

JEnter  Pandulph,  attended. 

And  even  there,  methinks,  an  angel  spake : 
Look,  where  the  holy  legate  comes  apace. 
To  give  us  warrant  from  the  hand  of  heaven, 
And  on  our  actions  set  the  name  of  right 
With  holy  breath. 

Pand.  Hail,  noble  prince  of  France, 

The  next  is  this : — ^king  John  hath  reconcil'd 
Himself  to  Rome ;  his  spirit  is  come  in. 
That  so  stood  out  against  the  holy  church. 
The  great  metropolis  and  see  of  Rome  : 
Therefore,  thy  threat'ning  colours  now  wind  up. 
And  tame  the  savage  spirit  of  wild  war. 
That,  like  a  lion  foster'd  up  at  hand. 
It  may  lie  gently  at  the  foot  of  peace. 
And  be  no  farther  harmful  than  in  show. 

Lew,  Your  grace  shall  pardon  me ;  I  will  not  back : 

1  am  too  high  bom  to  be  propertied, 

*  —  bast  THOU  fought,]  **  Thou/'  although  so  necessary  to  verse  and  meaning, 
did  not  find  its  way  into  the  text  until  the  publication  of  the  folio,  16S6. 
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To  be  a  secondary  at  control^ 

Or  useful  serying-man,  and  instrument^ 

To  any  sovereign  state  throughout  the  world. 

Your  breath  first  kindled  the  dead  coal  of  wars 

Between  this  chastised  kingdom  and  myself, 

And  brought  in  matter  that  should  feed  this  fire ; 

And  now  'tis  far  too  huge  to  be  blown  out 

With  that  same  weak  wind  which  enkindled  it. 

You  taught  me  how  to  know  the  face  of  right. 

Acquainted  me  with  interest  to  this  land, 

Yea,  thrust  this  enterprize  into  my  heart. 

And  come  ye  now  to  tell  me,  John  hath  made 

His  peace  with  Kome  P    What  is  that  peace  to  me  P 

I,  by  the  honour  of  my  marriage-bed, 

After  young  Arthur,  claim  this  land  for  mine ; 

And  now  it  is  half-conquer'd  must  I  back, 

Secause  that  John  hath  made  his  peace  with  B/Ome  P 

Am  I  Home's  slave  P    What  penny  hath  Rome  borne, 

What  men  provided,  what  munition  sent, 

To  underprop  this  action  P  is't  not  I 

That  undergo  this  charge  P  who  else  but  I, 

And  such  as  to  my  claim  are  liable. 

Sweat  in  this  business,  and  maintain  this  war  P 

Have  I  not  heard  these  islanders  shout  out, 

Vive  le  roy  /  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns  *  P 

Have  I  not  here  the  best  cards  for  the  game. 

To  win  this  easy  match,  play'd  for  a  crown. 

And  shall  I  now  give  o'er  the  yielded  set  P 

No,  no,  on  my  soul,  it  never  shall  be  said. 

Pand.  You  look  but  on  the  outside  of  this  work. 

Lew,  Outside  or  inside,  I  will  not  return 
Till  my  attempt  so  much  be  glorified. 
As  to  my  ample  hope  was  promised 
Before  I  drew  this  gallant  head  of  war, 

*  —  as  I  have  bank'd  their  towns  ?]  It  is  doubtful  in  what  sense  we  are  to 
take  **  bank'd ;''  whether  Lewis  means  to  say  that  he  has  tlirown  up  embankments 
before  the  towns,  or  whether  he  uses  '*  bank'd  "  in  reference  to  the  towns  on  the 
shores  of  the  Thames,  which  he  has  passed  by.  In  the  old  "  King  John  **  Lewis 
thus  mentions  *'  Rochester "  as  having  submitted,  and  in  Shakespeare  the  same 
character  may  allude  to  that  and  other  places  on  the  river : 

"  Your  city,  Rochester,  with  great  applause, 

By  some  divine  instinct  laid  arms  aside ; 

And  from  the  hollow  holes  of  Thamesis 

Echo  apace  replied  Vive  le  roi" 
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And  cull'd  these  fiery  spirits  firom  the  world, 
To  outlook  conquest,  and  to  win  renown 
Even  in  the  jaws  of  danger  and  of  death. — 

\Trum'pet  sounds. 
What  lusty  trumpet  thus  doth  summon  us  P 

Unter  the  Bastard,  attended. 

Bast.  According  to  the  fair  play  of  the  world, 
Let  me  have  audience  :  I  am  sent  to  speak. — 
My  holy  lord  of  Milan,  from  the  king 
I  come,  to  learn  how  you  have  dealt  for  him ; 
And,  as  you  answer,  I  do  know  the  scope 
And  warrant  limited  unto  my  tongue. 

Pand,  The  Dauphin  is  too  wilful-opposite. 
And  will  not  temporize  with  my  entreaties : 
He  flatly  says,  he'll  not  lay  down  his  arms. 

Bast.  By  all  the  blood  that  ever  fiiry  breath'd. 
The  youth  says  well. — ^Now,  hear  our  English  king, 
For  thus  his  royalty  doth  speak  in  me. 
He  is  prepared ;  and  reason,  too,  he  should : 
This  apish  and  unmannerly  approach. 
This  hamess'd  masque,  and  unadvised  revel. 
This  imhair'd  sauciness  of  boyish  troops  •, 
The  king  doth  smile  at ;  and  is  well  prepared 
To  whip  this  dwarfish  war,  these  pigmy  arms. 
From  out  the  circle  of  his  territories. 
That  hand,  which  had  the  strength,  even  at  your  door, 
To  cudgel  you,  and  make  you  take  the  hatch ' ; 
To  dive  like  buckets  in  concealed  wells  ; 
To  crouch  in  litter  of  your  stable  planks ; 
To  lie  like  pawns  lock'd  up  in  chests  and  ttunks ; 
To  hug  with  swine ;  to  seek  sweet  safety  out 
In  vaults  and  prisons ;  and  to  thrill,  and  shake. 
Even  at  the  crowing  of  your  nation's  cock  •, 

*  ThU  unhair'd  sauciness  of  boyish  troops/]  It  is  '*  unhe&rd  ssadnets,  imd 
boyish  troops "  in  the  old  copies ;  bat»  as  Mr.  Dyce  observes,  hair  and  haired 
were  often  spelt  hear  and  heard,  and  such  is  probably  the '  reason  why  the  cor- 
rector of  the  folio,  1632,  did  not  alter  unheard  to  **  unhair'd."  The  ^nitive  case, 
which  the  corrector  introduces,  is  clearly  necessary,  for  the  Bastard  was  speakin|; 
of  the  **  unhair'd  sauciness  "  of  the  boyish  troops  of  France ;  and  it  not  unfreqnently 
happened  that  the  compositor  blundered  by  confounding  the  abbreviation  for  and 
with  the  preposition  **  oL" 

f  —  and  make  you  take  the  hatch  ;]  t. «.  Leap  over  the  hatch  of  the  door. 

*  Even  at  the  crowino  of  your  nation's  cook,]-    This  is  the  amended  reading 


198  KING  JOHN.  [aCT  V. 

Thinking  tliis  Toice  an  armed  Englishman ; 
Shall  that  victorious  hand  be  feebled  here. 
That  in  your  chambers  gave  you  chastisement  P 
No  I     Know,  the  gallant  monarch  is  in  arms ; 
And  like  an  eagle  o'er  his  aiery  towers. 
To  souse  annoyance  that  comes  near  his  nest. — 
And  you  degenerate,  you  ingrate  revolts, 
You  bloody  Neroes,  ripping  up  the  womb 
Of  your  dear  mother  England,  blush  for  shame ; 
For  your  own  ladies,  and  pale-visa^'d  maids, 
LikfAmazons  come  tripp^  after  drums ; 
Their  thimbles  into  armed  gauntlets  chang'd. 
Their  needl's  to  lances ',  and  their  gentle  hearts 
To  fierce  and  bloody  inclination. 

Lew,  There ;  end  thy  brave,  and  turn  thy  face  in  peace : 
We  grant  thou  canst  outscold  us.     Fare  thee  well : 
We  hold  our  time  too  precious  to  be  spent 
With  such  a  brabbler. 

Pand,  Give  me  leave  to  speak. 

Bast  No,  I  will  speak. 

Lew.  We  will  attend  to  neither. — 

Strike  up  the  drums !  and  let  the  tongue  of  war 
Plead  for  our  interest,  and  our  being  here. 

Bast  Indeed,  your  drums,  being  beaten,  wiU  cry  out ; 
And  so  shall  you,  being  beaten.     Do  but  start 
An  echo  with  the  clamour  of  thy  drum. 
And  even  at  hand  a  drum  is  ready  braced. 
That  shaU  reverberate  all  as  loud  as  thine  ; 
Sound  but  another,  and  another  shall. 
As  loud  as  thine,  rattle  the  welkin's  ear. 
And  mock  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder :  for  at  hand 
(Not  trusting  to  this  halting  legate  here. 
Whom  he  hath  us'd  rather  for  sport  than  need) 


from  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  and  caiihot  be  wrong :  the  old  printer  got  into  some  con- 
cision with  crying  (the  word  in  the  old  copies)  and  **  crowing  "  and  g%7e  the  line 
thus  absurdly : 

**  Even  at  the  crying  of  your  nation's  erotic." 
Mr.  Singer  would  make  ns  believe,  radier  than  adopt  the  emendation  of  the  corr. 
fo.  I632t  that  "  crow  is  here  a  metonymj  for  cock  ;**  it  is  certainly  the  first  time 
it  was  efer  stated  that  a  crow  was  another  name  for  a  **  oock/'  or  a  "  cock''  for  a 
crow.    Neither  did  we  ever  before  hear  that  either  a  cock  or  a  crow  cried, 

*  Their  needl's  to  lances,]  So  printed  in  the  old  copies  of  1623  and  1632,  to 
show  that  **  needles  "  was  to  be  read  in  the  time  of  a  monosyllable.  In  the  pre- 
ceding line  change  is  altered  to  **  chang'd  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 


SCENE  IV.]  KING  JOHN.  199 

Is  warlike  John ;  and  in  his  forehead  sits 
A  bare-ribb'd  deaths  whose  office  is  this  day 
To  feast  upon  whole  thousands  of  the  French. 

Lew,  Strike  up  our  drums  to  find  this  danger  out. 

Bast.  And  thou  shalt  find  it,  Dauphin,  do  not  doubt. 

[Ikceunt. 

SCENE  m. 

The  Same.     A  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarums,    Enter  King  John  and  Hubert. 

K.  John,  How  goes  the  day  with  us  P   O !  tell  me,  Hubert. 
Hub,  Badly,  I  fear.     How  fares  your  majesty  ? 
K,  John,  This  fever,  that  hath  troubled  me  so  long. 
Lies  heavy  on  me :  0 !  my  heart  is  sick. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mess,  My  lord,  your  valiant  kinsman,  Faulconbridge, 
Desires  your  majesty  to  leave  the  field, 
And  send  him  word  by  me  which  way  you  go. 

K,  John.  Tell  him,  toward  Swinstead  \  to  the  abbey  there. 

Mess,  Be  of  good  comfort ;  for  the  great  supply. 
That  was  expected  by  the  Dauphin  here, 
Are  wrecked  three  nights  ago  on  Goodwin  sands : 
This  news  was  brought  to  Richard  but  even  now. 
The  French  fight  coldly,  and  retire  themselves. 

K,  John,  Ah  me !  this  tyrant  fever  bums  me  up. 
And  will  not  let  me  welcome  this  good  news. 
Set  on  toward  Swinstead ;  to  my  litter  straight : 
Weakness  possesseth  me,  and  I  am  faint.  .,  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

The  Same.    Another  Fart  of  the  Same. 

Enter  Salisbury,  Pembroke,  Bigot,  aud  Others. 

Sal,  I  did  not  think  the  king  so  stor'd  with  friends. 
Pern,  Up  once  again ;  put  spirit  in  the  French  :    . 
If  they  miscarry,  we  miscarry  too. 

'  —  toward  Swinstead,]  t.  e.  Swinethead,  but  called  Swinstead  also  in  the  old 
"  King  John/'  and  in  balladt  of  the  time.    See  onr  Introdnctiony  p.  122. 
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Sal.  That  misbegotten  devil,  Faulconbridge, 
In  spite  of  spite,  alone  upholds  the  day. 

Peni.  They  say,  king  John  sore  sick  hath  left  the  field. 

Enter  Melun  wounded,  and  led  by  Soldiers. 

Mel.  Lead  me  to  the  revolts  of  England  here. 

Sal.  When  we  were  happy  we  had  other  names. 

Pern.  It  is  the  count  Melun. 

Sal.  Wounded  to  death. 

Mel.  Fly,  noble  English ;  you  are  bought  and  sold : 
Untread  the  road- way  of  rebellion ', 
And  welcome  home  again  discarded  faith. 
Seek  out  king  John,  and  fall  before  his  feet ; 
For  if  the  French  be  lords  of  this  loud  day. 
He  means  to  recompense  the  pains  you  take. 
By  cutting  oflF  your  heads.     Thus  hath  he  sworn, 
And  I  with  him,  and  many  more  with  me, 
Upon  the  altar  at  Saint  Edmund's  Bury ; 
Even  on  that  altar,  where  we  swore  to  you 
Dear  amity  and  everlasting  love. 

Sal.  May  this  be  possible  P  may  this  be  true  P 

Mel.  Have  I  not  hideous  death  within  my  view, 
Retainiag  but  a  quantity  of  life. 
Which  bleeds  away,  even  as  a  form  of  wax 
Besolveth  from  his  figure  'gainst  the  fire  P 
What  in  the  world  should  make  me  now  deceive. 
Since  I  must  lose  the  use  of  all  deceit  P 

*  Untread  the  road-wat  of  rebellion,]  So  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  in  enttra 
aooordance  with  what  Theobald  proposed  :  even  if  it  were  mere  conjecture  in  both 
cases,  it  would  be  singolar  that  two  authorities  should  tally  so  exactly,  yet  not  be 
lig^t.  Besides,  common  sense  is  altogether  in  favour  of  the  emendation ;  for  with 
all  our  predilection  for  Shakespeare's  figures  of  speech,  where  they  are  intelligibly 
printed,  how  can  any  poetical  meaning  be  made  out  of  the  old  text, 

"  Unthread  the  rude  eye  of  rebellion  ?" 
It  can  present  no  image  but  the  degrading  one  of  unthreading  the  eye  of  a  needle, 
and  what  has  a  needle  and  thread  to  do  with  rebellion  ?  In  our  opinion  nothing 
can  be  clearer,  dian  that  the  emendation  restores  the  genuine  language  of  the  poet 
according  to  the  dictates  of  ordinary  reason.  Salisbury  not  long  afterwards  repeats 
the  very  advice  of  Melun,  and  almost  in  the  same  words : 

**  We  will  untread  the  tteps  of  damned  flight," 
referring  to  their  flight  from  duty  to  the  King.    The  editor  of  Schlegel  and  Tieck*s 
translation  of  this  play  follows  the  emendation  in  every  respect,  excepting  that 
iRstead  of  ** road-way"  he  has  broad  way : 

*'  Geht  der  Emporung  breiten  Pfttd  zuriick.*' 
We  have  no  hesitation  in  placing  the  change  made  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  in  the  text 
of  Shakespeare,  i^h^ie,  we  apprehend,  it  must  ever  hereafter  remain* 
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Why  should  I  then  be  false,  since  it  is  true 

That  I  must  die  here,  and  live  hence  by  truth  ? 

I  say  again,  if  Lewis  do  win  the  day. 

He  is  forsworn,  if  e'er  those  eyes  of  your's 

Behold  another  day  break  in  the  east : 

But  even  this  night,  whose  black  contagious  breath 

Already  smokes  about  the  burning  crest 

Of  the  old,  feeble,  and  day- wearied  sim. 

Even  this  ill  night,  your  breathing  shall  expire. 

Paying  the  fine  of  rated  treachery, 

Even  with  a  treacherous  fine  of  all  your  lives. 

If  Lewis  by  your  assistance  win  the  day. 

Commend  me  to  one  Hubert,  with  your  king ; 

The  love  of  him, — and  this  respect  besides. 

For  that  my  grandsire  was  an  Englishman, — 

Awakes  my  conscience  to  confess  all  this. 

In  lieu  whereof,  I  pray  you,  bear  me  hence 

From  forth  the  noise  and  rumour  of  the  field ; 

Where  I  may  think  the  remnant  of  my  thoughts 

In  peace,  and  part  this  body  and  my  soul 

With  contemplation  and  devout  desires. 

Sal.  We  do  believe  thee,  and  beshrew  my  soul. 
But  I  do  love  the  favour  and  the  form 
Of  this  most  fair  occasion,  by  the  which 
We  will  imtread  the  steps  of  damned  flight ; 
And,  like  a  bated  and  retired  flood, 
Leaving  our  rankness  and  irregular  course. 
Stoop  low  within  those  bounds  we  have  o'erlook'd. 
And  calmly  run  on  in  obedience. 
Even  to  our  ocean,  to  our  great  king  John. — 
My  arm  shall  give  thee  help  to  bear  thee  hence, 
For  I  do  see  the  cruel  pangs  of  death 
Bright  in  thine  eye  *. — Awaj,  my  Mends !     New  flight. 
And  happy  newness,  that  intends  old  right. 

\_Uxeunt,  leading  o/f  Melun. 

*  Bright  in  thine  eye.]  Here  we  see  the  valae  of  the  addition  of  a  single 
letter:  it  is  ** Right  in  thine  eye  ''  in  the  old  copies,  9Xi& fright, pight, fight  have 
been  suggested  by  various  commentators  as  emendations ;  but  Shakespeare  refers 
to  the  admitted  brilUancy  often  assumed  by  the  eyes  of  dying  persons.  The  corr. 
to.  1632  alters  the  text  to  "  Bright  in  thine  eye/'  the  letter  B  having,  in  some 
way,  escaped  at  the  beginning  of  the  line,  or  the  compositor  having  read  Br 
merely  iZ,  and  so  printed  it. 
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BGEKE  V. 

The  Same.    The  French  Camp. 

Unt^  Lewis  and  his  Train. 

Lew.  The  sun  of  heaven,  methought,  was  loath  to  set, 
Bnt  stay'd^  and  made  the  western  welkin  blush, 
When  English  measured  backward  their  own  ground  *, 
In  faint  retire.     O  !  bravely  came  we  off, 
When  with  a  volley  of  our  needless  shot, 
After  such  bloody  toil  we  bid  good  night, 
And  wound  our  tattering  colours  clearly  up ', 
Last  in  the  field,  and  almost  lords  of  it  P 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Where  is  my  prince,  the  Dauphin  P 

Leio.  Here. — ^What  news  P 

Mess.  The  count  Melun  is  slain :  the  English  lords. 
By  his  persuasion,  are  again  fallen  off; 
And  your  supply,  which  you  have  wish'd  so  long. 
Are  cast  away,  and  sunk,  on  Goodwin  sands. 

Lew.  Ah,  foul  shrewd  news ! — ^Beshrew  thy  very  heart  I 
I  did  not  think  to  be  BO  aad  to-night, 
As  this  hath  made  me. — ^Who  was  he,  that  said. 
King  John  did  fly  an  hour  or  two  before 
The  stiunbling  night  did  part  our  weary  powers  P 

Mess.  Whoever  spoke  it,  it  is  true,  my  lord. 

Lew.  Well ;  keep  good  quarter,  and  good  care  to-night : 
The  day  shall  not  be  up  so  soon  as  I, 
To  try  the  fair  adventure  of  to-morrow.  \Exeunt 

^  When  English  mbasur'd  backward  their  own  ground,]  The  old  copies  have 
metumrt :  the  necessary  alteration  was  made  by  Pope. 

*  And  woand  our  tattbrino  colours  clearly  up,]  "  Tattering  "  for  tattered, 
the  actiTe  for  the  passive  participle,  and  it  is  changed  to  tatter' d  in  the  oorr.  fo. 
1632 :  there  also  **  clearly ''  is  made  eloeely ;  but  "  clearly  ''  is  probably  right,  in 
reference  to  the  unmolested  manner  in  which  the  French  quitted  the  field.  The 
old  form  of  **  tattering,"  and  tatter'd  was  tottering  and  '*  tottcr'd,''  but  our  reprint, 
as  usual,  is  in  modem  orthography.  To  totter,  according  to  Richardson,  may  be 
taken  as  to  shake  or  wave,  and  **  tottering  "  may  be  waving. 
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SCENE  VI. 

An  open  Place  in  the  Neighbourhood  of  Swinstead- Abbey. 

Enter  the  Bastard  and  Hubert  severally. 

Hub.  Who's  there?  speak,  ho  !  speak  quickly,  or  I  shoot. 

Bast,  A  friend. — ^What  art  thou  ? 

Hub.  Of  the  part  of  England. 

Bast,  Whither  dost  thou  go  ? 

Hub,  What's  that  to  thee  ?  Why  may  not  I  demand 
Of  thine  affairs,  as  well  as  thou  of  mine  ? 

Bast.  Hubert,  I  think. 

Hub.  Thou  hast  a  perfect  thought : 

I  will,  upon  all  hazards,  well  believe 
Thou  art  my  friend,  that  know'st  my  tongue  so  well. 
Who  art  thou  P 

Bast.  Who  thou  wilt :  and,  if  thou  please, 

Thou  may'st  befriend  me  so  much,  as  to  think 
I  come  one  way  of  the  Plantagenets. 

Hub,  Unkind  remembrance  !  thou,  and  eyeless  night ', 
Have  done  me  shame  : — ^brave  soldier,  pardon  me. 
That  any  accent  breaking  from  thy  tongue 
Should  'scape  the  true  acquaintance  of  mine  ear. 

Bast.  Gome,  come ;  sans  compliment,  what  news  abroad  P 

Hub,  Why,  here  walk  I,  in  the  black  brow  of  night, 
To  find  you  out. 

Bast,  Brief,  then ;  and  what's  the  news  P 

Hub.  O !  my  sweet  sir,  news  fitting  to  the  night, 
Black,  fearful,  comfortless,  and  horrible. 

Bast,  Show  me  the  very  woimd  of  this  ill  news : 
I  am  no  woman  ;  I'll  not  swoon  at  it. 

Hub.  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poison'd  by  a  monk '. 

>  —  thoQ,  and  etslbss  night,]  In  our  fonner  edition  we  preferred  endlen  to 
"  eyeless,''  on  the  faith  of  the  uniformity  of  the  old  impressions ;  but  at  we  now  find 
that  "  eyeless  **  is  substituted  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  moreover  as  it  was  Theo- 
bald's proposal,  we  adopt  it. 

'  The  king,  I  fear,  is  poison'd  by  a  monk.]  <*  Not  one  of  the  historians,"  says 
Makme,  *'  who  wrote  within  sixty  years  after  the  death  of  King  John,  mentions 
tiiis  very  improbable  story.  The  tale  is,  that  a  monk,  to  rerenge  himself  on  the 
king  for  a  saying  at  which  he  took  offence,  poisoned  a  cup  of  ale,  and  having 
brought  it  to  his  majesty,  drank  some  of  it  himself,  to  induce  the  king  to  taste  it, 
and  soon  afterwards  expired.    Thomas  Wykea  is  the  first  who  relates  it  in  bis 
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I  left  him  almost  speecUess,  and  broke  out 

To  acquaint  you  with  this  evil,  that  you  might 

The  better  arm  you  to  the  sudden  time, 

Than  if  you  had  at  leisure  known  of  this. 
Sast  How  did  he  take  it  P  who  did  taste  to  him  p 
ffub.  A  monk,  I  tell  you ;  a  resolved  villain. 

Whose  bowels  suddenly  burst  out :  the  king 

Yet  speaks,  and,  peradventure,  may  recover. 

Sast  Whom  didst  thou  leave  to  tend  his  majesty  P 
Mub.  Why,  know  you  not  P  the  lords  are  all  come  back. 

And  brought  prince  Henry  in  their  company ; 

At  whose  request  the  king  hath  pardon'd  them, 

And  they  are  all  about  his  majesty. 

Bast  Withhold  thine  indignation,  mighty  heaven. 

And  tempt  us  not  to  bear  above  our  power. 

I'll  tell  thee,  Hubert,  half  my  power  this  night. 

Passing  these  flats,  are  taken  by  the  tide ; 

These  Lincoln  washes  have  devoured  them  : 

Myself  well-mounted  hardly  have  escap'd. 

Away,  before  :  conduct  me  to  the  king ; 

I  doubt,  he  will  be  dead  or  ere  I  come.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  vn. 

The  Orchard  of  Swinstead- Abbey. 

Enter  Prince  Hbnby,  Salisbury,  and  Bigot. 

P.  Hen.  It  is  too  late :  the  life  of  all  his  blood 
Is  touch'd  corruptibly ;  and  his  pure  brain 
(Which  some  suppose  the  soul*s  frail  dwelling-house) 
Doth,  by  the  idle  comments  that  it  makes, 
Foretel  the  ending  of  mortality. 

Enter  Pembroke. 

Pern.  His  highness  yet  doth  speak ;  and  holds  belief. 
That  being  brought  into  the  open  air, 

Chronide,  as  a  report.  According  to  the  l>e8t  accoants,  John  died  at  Newark  of 
a  ferer.''  The  incident  answered  the  protestant  purpose  of  Bishop  Bale  too  well 
for  him  not  to  employ  it  in  his  "  Kynge  Johan/'  where  the  monk  approaches  the 
king  with  tiie  poison  nnder  the  allegorical  character  of  Dissimulation.  See  the 
Camden  Society's  edit.  1838,  p.  80. 
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It  would  allay  the  burning  quality 
Of  that  fell  poison  which  assaileth  him. 

P.  Hen.  Let  him  be  brought  into  the  orchard  here. — 
Doth  he  still  rage  P  [Eont  Bigot. 

Pern.  ^  He  is  more  patient 

Than  when  you  left  him :  even  now  he  sung. 

P.  Hen.  0,  vanity  of  sickness  !  fierce  extremes 
In  their  continuance  will  not  feel  themselves. 
Death,  having  prey'd  upon  the  outward  parts. 
Leaves  them,  invisible  • ;  and  his  siege  is  now 
Against  the  mind,  the  which  he  pricks  and  wounds 
With  many  legions  of  strange  fantasies, 
Which,  in  their  throng  and  press  to  that  last  hold. 
Confound  themselves.     "lis  strange  that  death  should  sing : 
I  am  the  cygnet  to  this  pale  faint  swan. 
Who  chants  a  doleftd  hymn  to  his  own  death, 
And  from  the  organ-pipe  of  firailty  sings 
His  soul  and  body  to  their  lasting  rest. 

Sal.  Be  of  good  comfort,  prince  ;  for  you  are  bom 
To  set  a  form  upon  that  indigest. 
Which  he  hath  left  so  shapeless  and  so  rude. 

Be-enter  Bigot  and  Attendants,  who  bring  in  King  John  in  a 

chair  *. 

K.  John.  Ay,  marry,  now  my  soul  hath  elbow-room ; 
It  would  not  out  at  windows,  nor  at  doors. 
There  is  so  hot  a  summer  in  my  bosom. 
That  all  my  bowels  crumble  up  to  dust : 
I  am  a  scribbled  form,  drawn  with  a  pen 
Upon  a  parchment,  and  against  this  fire 
Do  I  shrink  up. 

P.  Hen.  How  fares  your  majesty  ? 

K.  John.  Poison'd, — ill-fare  ; — dead,  forsook,  cast  off, 
And  none  of  you  will  bid  the  winter  come, 

*  Leayes  them,  intisible  ;]  We  do  not  disturb  the  old  text  here,  although 
the  oorr.  fo.  1632  instructs  us,  with  some  plausibility,  to  substitute  uwririttd  for 
'*  invisible.''  We  rely  mainly  upon  the  subsequent  line  in  Marlowe's  *'  Tambur- 
laine,"  Pt  II.  A.  ▼.  sc.  3,  where,  in  the  edit.  4to,  1(>06,  we  read  thus  appositely : 

"  These  cowards  invisibly  assail  his  soul, 
And  threaten  conquest  of  our  sovereign." 
Nevertheless,  it  is  to  be  observed  that  in  the  earliest  edition  of  **  Tamburlaine," 
in  1590,  the  word  is  invincibly, 

*  —  who  bring  in  King  John  in  a  chair.]  The  old  simple  stage-direction  merely 
is,  "  John  brought  in." 
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To  tlirust  Ills  icy  fingers  in  my  maw  * ; 

Nor  let  my  kingdom's  rivers  take  their  course 

Through  my  bum'd  bosom ;  nor  entreat  the  north 

To  make  his  bleak  winds  kiss  my  parched  lips. 

And  comfort  me  with  cold.     I  do  not  ask  you  much : 

I  beg  cold  comfort ;  and  you  are  so  strait. 

And  so  ingratefiily  you  deny  me  that. 

P.  Hen,  0,  that  there  were  some  virtue  in  my  tears. 
That  might  relieve  you  I 

K.  John,  The  salt  in  them  is  hot. — 

Within  me  is  a  hell ;  and  there  the  poison 
Is,  as  a  fiend,  confin'd  to  tyrannize 
On  unreprievable  condenmed  blood. 

Enter  the  Bastard. 

Bast.  0 !  I  am  scalded  with  my  violent  motion, 
And  spleen  of  speed  to  see  your  majesty. 

K.  John.  0  cousin !  thou  art  come  to  set  mine  eye. 
The  tackle  of  my  heart  is  crack'd.and  bum'd ; 
And  all  the  shrouds,  wherewith  my  life  should  sail. 
Are  turned  to  one  thread,  one  little  hair : 
My  heart  hath  one  poor  string  to  stay  it  by, 
Which  holds  but  till  thy  news  be  uttered. 
And  then  all  this  thou  seest  is  but  a  clod. 
And  model  of  confounded  royalty '. 

Bast.  The  Dauphin  is  preparing  hitherward, 
Where,  heaven  he  knows,  how  we  shall  answer  him ; 
For,  in  a  night,  the  best  part  of  my  power. 
As  I  upon  advantage  did  remove. 


1  To  thrust  his  icy  fingers  in  mj  bbaw  ;]  Malone  quoted  the  following  lines, 
nnder  the  mistaken  supposition  that  they  were  by  BCarlowe,  and  that  Shakespeare 
had  adopted  one  of  them  with  the  change  of  a  single  word : — 

'*  O !  I  am  dully  and  the  cold  hand  of  sleep 
Hath  ihruil  hit  icyfingert  in  §my  breast ^ 
And  made  a  frost  within  me." 

This  passage  is  found  in  a  play  called  *'  Lust's  Dominion,"  printed  in  1^7»  And 
improperly  assigned  to  Marlowe,  as  we  have  elsewhere  explained.  In  "The 
History  of  Dramatic  Poetry  and  the  Stage,''  toI.  iii.  p.  96,  reasons  are  given  for 
attributing  *'  Lust's  Dominion  "  to  Dekker,  Haughton,  and  Day  in  1698  or  1599. 
In  Dekker's  **  Gull's  Hornbook,"  4to,  1609,  we  meet  with  this  expression :  **  the 
morning  waxing  cold,  thrtmt  hi$  icy  fingers  into  thy  boeomV 

*  And  BiODBL  of  confounded  royalty.]  Here  again  "  model "  is  spelt  module 
in  the  oUI  copies,  but,  as  has  been  shown,  Vol.  ii.  p.  602,  module  and  model  were 
in  fiict  the  same  word. 
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Were  in  the  washes,  all  unwarily, 

Devoured  by  the  unexpected  flood.  {^The  King  dies. 

Sal.  You  breathe  these  dead  news  in  as  dead  an  ear. — 
My  liege !  my  lord ! — ^But  now  a  king,  now  thus. 

P.  Sen.  Even  so  must  I  run  on,  and  even  so  stop. 
What  surety  of  the  world,  what  hope,  what  stay, 
When  this  was  now  a  king,  and  now  is  clay  ? 

Bast.  Art  thou  gone  so  P    I  do  but  stay  behind, 
To  do  the  office  for  thee  of  revenge. 
And  then  my  soul  shall  wait  on  thee  to  heaven, 
As  it  on  earth  hath  been  thy  servant  stiU. — 
Now,  now,  you  stars,  that  move  in  your  right  spheres, 
Where  be  your  powers  P    Show  now  your  mended  faiths. 
And  instantly  return  with  me  again, 
To  push  destruction,  and  perpetual  shame. 
Out  of  the  weak  door  of  our  fainting  land. 
Straight  let  us  seek,  or  straight  we  shall  be  sought : 
The  Dauphin  rages  at  our  very  heels. 

Sal.  It  seems  you  know  not,  then,  so  much  as  we. 
The  cardinal  Pandulph  is  within  at  rest, 
Who  half  an  hour  since  came  from  the  Dauphin, 
And  brings  from  him  such  ofiers  of  our  peace 
As  we  with  honour  and  respect  may  take, 
With  purpose  presently  to  leave  this  war. 

Bast.  He  will  the  rather  do  it,  when  he  sees 
Ourselves  well  sinewed  to  our  defence. 

Sal.  Nay,  it  is  in  a  manner  done  already ; 
For  many  carriages  he  hath  despatched 
To  the  sea-side,  and  put  his  cause  and  quarrel 
To  the  disposing  of  the  cardinal : 
With  whom  yourself,  myself,  and  other  lords. 
If  you  think  meet,  this  afternoon  will  post 
To  consummate  this  business  happily. 

Bast.  Let  it  be  so. — ^And  you,  my  noble  prince. 
With  other  princes  that  may  best  be  spared. 
Shall  wait  upon  your  father's  funeral. 

P.  Sen.  At  Worcester  must  his  body  be  interred  * ; 
For  so  he  wiU'd  it. 

Bast.  Thither  shall  it  then. 

*  At  Worcester  must  his  body  be  interred ;]  "  A  stone  coffin/'  Steerens  informs 
US,  "  containing  the  body  of  King  John,  was  discovered  in  the  cathedral  church  of 
Worcester,  July  17»  1797>''  His  corpse  was  conveyed  thither  from  Newark» 
where,  in  fikct,  he  died. 
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And  happily  may  your  sweet  self  put  on 
The  lineal  state  and  glory  of  the  land : 
To  whom,  with  all  submission,  on  my  knee, 
I  do  bequeath  my  faithM  services, 
And  true  subjection  everlastingly. 

Sal.  And  the  like  tender  of  our  love  we  make. 
To  rest  without  a  spot  for  evermore.  [^They  kneel. 

P.  Sen.  I  have  a  kind  soul,  that  would  give  thanks, 
And  knows  not  how  to  do  it,  but  with  tears. 

Bast.  0 !  let  us  pay  the  time  but  needAil  woe,         [^Rising. 
Since  it  hath  been  beforehand  with  our  griefs. — 
This  England  never  did,  nor  never  shall. 
Lie  at  the  proud  foot  of  a  conqueror. 
But  when  it  first  did  help  to  woimd  itself. 
Now  these,  her  princes,  are  come  home  again. 
Come  the  three  comers  of  the  world  in  arms, 
And  we  shall  shock  them.     Nought  shall  make  us  rue, 
If  England  to  itself  do  rest  but  true  *.        '  [Exetmt. 

*  If  England  to  itself  do  rest  bat  tnie.]  Nothing  oonld  be  mnch  easier  than  to 
collect  (or  rather  to  repeat^  for  most  of  them  may  be  seen  in  the  notes  of  the 
different  commentators)  authorities  in  which  this  sentiment  is  variously  modified. 
We  shall  content  ourselves  with  the  following  from  the  old  "  King  John/'  which 
Shakespeare,  no  doubt,  had  in  his  mind : — 

'*  Let  England  live  but  true  within  itself, 
And  all  the  worid  can  never  wrong  her  state.'' 
Here,  too,  as  in  Shakespeare,  England  is  spoken  of  in  the  neuter — "  itself,"  but 
Mr.  Singer,  professing  to  quote  the  same  passage,  alters  it  to  heneff.    We  notice 
it  only  because  Shakespeare  speaks  of  England  exactly  in  the  same  way  in  A.  ii. 
8C  1,  of  his  *'  Richard  II."  p.  242, 

*'  That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others, 
Hath  made  a  shameful  conquest  of  iiteff." 
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"  The  Tragedie  of  King  JEUchard  the  second.  As  it  bath  beene 
publikely  acted  by  the  right  Honourable  the  Lorde  Chamberlaipe 
his  Seruants.  London  Printed  by  Valentine  Simmes  for  Andrew 
Wise,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  in  Faules  church  yard  at  the 
signe  of  the  Angel.  1597."  4to.  37  leaves. 

"  The  Tragedie  of  King  Eichard  the  fecond.  As  it  hath  beene 
publikely  acted  by  the  Bight  Honourable  the  Lord  Chamberlaine 
his  seruants.  By  William  Shake-speare.  London  Printed  by 
Valentine  Simmes  for  Andrew  Wise,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his 
shop  in  Paules  churchyard  at  the  signe  of  the  Angel.  1598."  4to. 
86  leaves. 

*^  The  Tragedie  of  King  Bichard  the  Second :  with  new  additions 
of  the  Parliament  Sceane,  and  the  deposing  of  King  Bichard.  As 
it  hath  been  lately  acted  by  the  Kinges  Maiesties  seruantes,  at 
the  Globe.  By  William  Shake-speare.  At  London,  Printed  by 
W.  W.  for  Mathew  Law,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  in  Paules 
churchyard,  at  the  signe  of  the  Foze.  1608."  4to.  39  leaves. 

«  GRie  Tragedie  of  King  Bichard  the  Second :  with  new  additions 
of  the  Parliament  Sceane,  and  the  deposing  of  King  Bichard.  As 
it  hath  been  lately  acted  by  the  Kinges  Maiesties  seruants,  at 
the  Qlobe.  By  William  Shake-speare.  At  London,  Printed  for 
Mathew  Law,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  in  Paules  Church- 
yard, at  the  signe  of  the  Foxe.  1616."  4to.  39  leaves. 

Li  the  folio  of  1623,  ''  The  life  and  death  of  King  Bichard  the 
Second"  occupies  twenty-three  pages,  viz.  from  p.  23  to  p.  46, 
inclusive.  The  three  other  folios  reprint  it  in  the  same  form,  and 
in  all  it  is  divided  into  Acts  and  Scenes. 
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Ok  the  opposite  page  we  have  given  the  titles  of  four  quarto  edi* 
tions  of  "  King  Eichard  II.,"  which  preceded  the  publication  of 
the  folio  of  1623,  and  which  were  all  put  forth  during  the  life-time 
of  Shakespeare :  they  bear  date  respectively  in  1597,  1598, 1608, 
and  1615.  It  will  be  observed  that  the  title  of  the  edition  of  1608 
states  that  it  contains  "  new  additions  of  the  Parliament  Scene, 
and  the  deposing  of  King  Eichard."  The  Duke  of  Devonshire  is 
in  possession  of  an  unique  copy,  dated  1608,  the  title  of  which 
merely  follows  the  wording  of  the  preceding  impression  of  1598, 
omitting  any  notice  of  "  new  additions,*'  though  containing  the 
whole  of  them  \  The  name  of  our  great  dramatist  first  appears  in 
connexion  with  this  historical  play  in  1598,  as  if  Simmes  the 
printer,  and  Wise  the  stationer,  when  they  printed  and  published 
their  edition  of  1597,  did  not  know,  or  were  not  authorised  to 
state,  that  Shakespeare  was  the  writer  of  it.  Precisely  the  same 
was  the  case  with  "  King  Eichard  III.,"  printed  and  published  by 
the  same  parties  in  the  same  year,  and  of  which  also  a  second 
edition  appeared  in  1598,  with  the  name  of  the  author. 

We  will  first  speak  regarding  the  date  of  the  original  production 
of  "  Eichard  II. ;"  and  then  of  the  period  when  it  is  likely  that  the 
"  new  additions  "  were  inserted. 

It  was  entered  on  the  Stationers'  Eegister  in  1597,  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner : — 

"  29  Aug.  1597. 
Andrew  Wise.]  The  Tragedye  of  Eichard  the  Seconde." 

^  There  is  another  drcamstance  belong^ing  to  the  title-page  of  the  Duke  of 
DeTonshire's  copy  which  deserves  notice :  it  states  that  the  play  was  printed  '*  as 
it  hath  been  pubUkely  acted  by  the  Right  Honourable  the  Lord  Chamberlaine,  his 
semantes."  The  company  to  which  Shakespeare  belonged  were  not  called  the 
servants  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain  after  James  I.  came  to  the  throne,  but  **  the 
King's  Majesty's  servants/'  as  in  the  title-page  of  the  other  copy  of  1608.  This 
hud  might  give  rise  to  the  supposition,  that  it  had  been  intended  to  reprint  an 
edition  of  Richard  II.,  including  "  the  Parliament  scene/'  but  not  mentioning  it, 
before  the  death  of  Elizabeth ;  but  that  for  some  reason  the  intention  was  post- 
poned for  about  five  years. 
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This  memorandum  was  made  anterior,  but  perhaps  only  shortly 
anterior,  to  the  actual  publication  of  "  Eichard  II.,"  and  it  forms 
the  earliest  notice  of  its  existence.  Malone  supposes  that  the  play 
was  written  in  1593,  but  he  does  not  produce  a  single  fact  or  argu- 
ment to  establish  his  position ;  nor  perhaps  could  any  be  adduced 
beyond  the  circumstance,  that  having  assigned  "  The  Comedy  of 
Errors  "  to  1592,  and  "  Love's  Labour's  Lost "  to  1594,  he  had 
left  an  interval  between  those  years  in  which  he  could  place  not 
only  "  Richard  II."  but  "  Eichard  III."  In  fact,  we  can  arrive  at 
no  nearer  approximation;  although  Chalmers,  in  his  "Supple- 
mental Apology,"  contended  that  a  note  of  time  was  to  be  found 
in  allusions,  in  the  first  and  second  Acts,  to  the  "disturbances  in 
Ireland.  It  is  quite  certain  that  the  rebellion  in  that  country  was 
renewed  in  1594,  and  proclaimed  in  1595 :  but  it  is  far  from  clear 
that  any  reference  to  it  was  intended  by  Shakespeare.  Where  the 
matter  is  so  extremely  doubtful,  we  shall  not  attempt  to  fix  on 
any  particular  year.  If  any  argument,  one  way  or  the  other,  could 
be  founded  upon  the  publication  of  Daniel's  "  Civil  Wars,"  in 
1595,  it  would  show  that  that  poet  had  made  alterations  in  sub- 
sequent editions  of  his  poem,  in  order,  perhaps,  to  fall  in  more 
with  the  popular  notions  regarding  the  history  of  the  time,  as  pro- 
duced by  the  success  of  the  play  of  our  great  dramatist.  Meres 
mentions  "  Eichard  the  2  "  in  1598. 

Eespecting  the  "new  additions"  of  "the  deposing  of  King 
Eichard  "  we  have  some  evidence,  the  existence  of  which  was  not 
known  in  the  time  of  Malone,  who  conjectured  that  this  scene  had 
originally  formed  part  of  Shakespeare's  play,  and  was  "  suppressed 
in  the  printed  copy  of  1597,  from  the  fear  of  offending  Elizabeth," 
and  not  published,  with  the  rest,  until  1608*.  Such  may  have 
been  the  case,  but  we  now  know  that  there  were  two  separate 
plays  upon  the  events  of  the  reign  of  Eichard  II.,  and  the  depo- 
sition seems  to  have  formed  a  portion  of  both.  On  the  30th  April, 
1611,  Dr.  Simon  Forman  saw  "  Eichard  2,"  as  he  expressly  calls 
it,  at  the  Globe  Theatre,  for  which  Shakespeare  was  a  writer,  at 
which  he  had  been  an  actor,  and  in  the  receipts  of  which  he  was 

*  There  might  be  many  reasons  why  the  exhibition  of  the  deposing  of 
Richard  II.  would  be  objectionable  to  Elizabeth,  especially  after  the  insurrection 
of  Lords  Essex  and  Southampton.  Thorpe's  Custumah  Roffense^  p.  89,  contains 
an  account  of  an  interview  between  Lambarde  (when  he  presented  his  pandect  of 
the  records  in  the  Tower)  and  Elizabeth,  shortly  subsequent  to  that  event,  in 
which  she  observed,  "  I  am  Richard  the  Second ;  know  you  not  that?"  Lambarde 
replied,  **  Such  a  wicked  imagination  was  determined  and  attempted  by  a  most 
unkind  gentleman,  the  most  adorned  creature  that  ever  your  Majestic  made." 
**  He  (said  the  Queen)  that  will  forget  God  will  alsoe  forgett  his  benefactors." 
The  publication  of  the  edition  of  1608,  without  the  mention  on  the  title-page  of 
'*The  Parliament  Scene  and  the  deposing  of  King  Richard,"  mi|^t  have  been 
contemplated  about  this  date. 
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interested.  In  bis  original  Diary,  (MS.  Asbm.  208,)  preserved  in 
tbe  Museum  at  Oxford,  Eorman  inserts  the  following  account  of, 
and  observations  upon,  the  plot  of  tbe  "  Kichard  II.,"  be  having 
been  present  at  tbe  representation : — 

"  Bemember  therein  how  Jack  Straw,  by  bis  overmuch  boldness, 
not  being  politic,  nor  suspecting  any  thing, -was  suddenly,  at 
Smithfield  Bars,  stabbed  by  Walworth,  the  Mayor  of  London ;  and 
so  he  and  bis  whole  army  was  overthrown.  Therefore,  in  such 
case,  or  the  like,  never  admit  any  party  without  a  bar  between, 
for  a  man  cannot  be  too  wise,  nor  keep  himself  too  safe.  Also, 
remember  how  the  Duke  of  Glouster,  the  Earl  of  Arundel,  Oxford, 
and  others,  crossing  the  King  in  his  humour  about  the  Duke  of  ' 
Erland  (Ireland)  and  Bushy,  were  glad  to  fly,  and  raise  a  host  of 
men :  and  being  in  his  castle,  how  the  Duke  of  Erland  came  by 
night  to  betray  him,  with  300  men;  but,  having  privy  warning 
thereof,  kept  his  gates  fast,  and  would  not  suffer  the  enemy  to 
enter,  which  went  back  again  with  a  fly  in  his  ear,  and  after  was 
slain  by  the  Earl  of  Arundel  in  the  battle.  Eemember,  also,  when 
the  Duke  (*.  e,  of  Gloucester)  and  Arundel  came  to  London  with 
their  army,  King  Eichard  came  forth  to  them,  and  met  them,  and 
gave  them  fair  words,  and  promised  them  pardon,  and  that  all 
should  be  well,  if  they  would  discharge  their  army ;  upon  whose 
promises  and  fair  speeches  they  did  it :  and  after,  the  King  bid 
them  all  to  a  banquet,  and  so  betrayed  them,  and  cut  off  their 
heads,  &c.,  because  they  had  not  his  pardon  under  bis  band  and 
seal  before,  but  his  word.  Bemember  therein,  also,  how  the  Duke 
of  Lancaster  privily  contrived  all  villainy  to  set  them  all  together 
by  the  ears,  and  to  make  the  nobility  to  envy  the  King,  and  mis- 
like  him  and  his  government ;  by  which  means  he  made  his  own 
son  king,  which  was  Henry  Bolingbroke.  Bemember,  also,  how 
the  Duke  of  Lancaster  asked  a  wise  man,  whether  himself  should 
ever  be  king ;  and  he  told  him  no,  but  his  son  should  be  a  king : 
and  when  he  had  told  him,  he  hanged  him  up  for  bis  labour,  be- 
cause he  should  not  bruit  abroad,  or  speak  thereof  to  others. 
This  was  a  policy  in  the  Commonwealth* s  opinion,  but  I  say  it 
was  a  villain's  part,  and  a  Judas'  kiss,  to  hang  the  man  for  telling 
bim  the  truth.  Beware  by  this  example  of  noblemen  and  their 
fair  words,  and  say  little  to  them,  lest  they  do  the  like  to  thee  for 
thy  good  will." 

This  quotation  was  first  published  in  "  New  Particulars  regarding 
Shakespeare  and  his  Works,"  8vo,  1836,  where  it  was  suggested 
that  this  "  Eichard  II."  might  be  the  play  which  Sir  Qilly  Merrick 
and  others  are  known  to  have  procured  to  be  acted  the  aflemoon 
before  the  insurrection  headed  by  the  Earls  of  Essex  and  South- 
ampton in  1601  (Bacon's  Works  by  Mallet,  iv.  820) ;  but  in  a  letter^ 
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published  in  a  note  to  the  same  tract,  the  late  Mr.  Amyot  argued, 
that  '^  the  deposing  of  Kipg  Bichard  "  probably  formed  no  part  of 
the  play  Forman  saw,  and  that  it  might  actually  be  another,  and 
a  lost  play  by  Shakespeare,  intended  as  a  ^' first  part"  to  hia 
extant  drama  on  the  later  portion  of  the  reign  of  that  monarch. 
It  is  true  that  Forman  says  nothing  of  the  formal  deposition  of 
Bichard  II. ;  but  he  tells  us  that  in  the  course  of  the  drama  the 
Duke  of  Lancaster  "  made  his  own  son  King,"  and  he  could  not 
do  so  without  something  like  a  deposition  exhibited  or  narrated. 
It  is  also  to  be  observed,  that  if  Forman' s  account  be  at  all  correct, 
Shakespeare  could  never  have  exhibited  the  characters  of  the  King 
and  of  Gaunt  so  inconsistently  in  two  parts  of  the  same  play.  The 
Bichard  and  the  Gtiunt  of  Forman,  with  their  treachery  and  cruelty, 
are  totally  unlike  the  Bichard  and  Gaunt  of  Shakespeare.  For 
these  reasons  we  may,  perhaps,  arrive  at  the  conclusion,  that  it 
was  a  distinct  drama,  and  not  by  Shakespeare :  we  may  presume, 
also,  that  it  was  the  very  piece  which  Sir  Gilly  Merrick  procured 
to  be  represented,  and  for  the  performance  of  which,  according  to 
a  passage  in  the  arraignment  of  Cuffe  and  Merrick,  the  latter  paid 
forty  shillings  additional,  because  it  was  an  old  play,  and  not  likely 
to  attract  an  audience. 

"With  reference  to  this  point  we  have  recently  been  put  in 
possession  of  a  piece  of  singular  and  authentic  evidence.  It 
is  no  other  than  a  copy  of  the  original  deposition  of  Augustine 
Phillips,  the  actor,  before  Lord  Chief  Justice  Fopham,  Mr.  Justice 
Anderson,  and  Serjeant  Fenner,  signed  by  the  examinant  and  by 
the  rest,  containing  the  particulars  of  an  interview  between  cer- 
tain friends  of  the  Earl  of  Essex  and  the  leaders  of  the  company  at 
the  Globe,  when  the  latter  were  applied  to  to  substitute  "  Bichard 
the  Second  "  for  another  play,  and  when  they  were  promised  forty 
shillings  additional  for  so  doing.  It  is  in  these  terms,  and  they 
are  on  every  account  curious : — 

"  The  exam,  of  Augustyne  Phillippes,  Servant  unto  the 
L.  Chamberlayne,  and  one  of  his  players,  taken  the  xviijth 
of  Februarij,  1600,  upon  hys  othe. 

"He  sayeth  that  on  Fryday  last  was  sennyght,  or  Thursday, 
S'  Charles  Pryce,  or  Jostlyne  Pryce,  and  the  L.  Montegle  with 
some  thre  more  spake  to  some  of  the  players  in  the  presens  of 
thys  exam^  to  have  the  playe  of  the  deposing  and  kyllyng  Kyng 
Bychard  the  Second  to  be  played  the  Saterday  next,  promysing  to 
geve  them  xl*  more  then  their  ordynary  to  play  yt;  when  thys 
Exam'  and  his  fellowes  were  determyned  to  have  played  some  other 
playe,  holdyng  that  play  of  Kyng  Bychard  to  be  so  old,  and  so 
long  out  of  youB  [use],  that  they  should  have  small  or  no  company 
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at  jt.  But  at  tlieire  request  this  Exam^  and  his  fellowes  were 
content  to  play  it  the  Saterday,  and  have  theise  zl*  more  then 
theire  ordynary  for  yt,  and  so  played  yt  accordyngly. 

Ex.  per  Jo.  Fopham.  Augustine  Phillipps." 

Edw.  Anderson. 

Edw.  Fenner." 

This  remarkable  document  (the  body  of  which  is  in  Fopham's 
hand-writing)  does  not  at  all  serve  to  settle  the  point  whether 
the  play  thus  agreed  to  be  performed  was  by  Shakespeare,  or 
whether  it  was  the  work  of  some  other  dramatist.  All  we  learn 
is  that  early  in  the  spring  of  1601  it  was  considered  so  old  a  play, 
and  "  so  long  out  of  use/^  that  it  was  thought  by  the  company 
that  it  would  not  be  profitable ;  and  in  order  to  compensate  for 
their  loss,  on  account  of  changing  the  play,  they  were  to  receive 
forty  shillings  "more  than  their  ordinary,"  meaning,  we  may  sup- 
pose, the  ordinary  receipt  at  their  theatre  for  a  dramatic  repre- 
sentation. What  we  have  above  quoted  is  one  of  the  preliminary 
depositions,  taken  by  three  commissioners,  appointed  to  ascertain 
what  evidence  could  be  adduced  against  a  party  accused  of  so  high 
a  crime  as  treason  and  rebellion. 

The  persons  named  by  Phillips  are  neither  Sir  Gilly  Merrick 
nor  Cuffe,  but  Lord  Monteagle  and  the  two  Fryces,  but  we  may 
pretty  safely  conclude  that  Merrick  and  Cuffe  were  two  out  of 
the  "  three  more "  who  negociated  with  the  Lord  Chamberlain's 
players,  and  against  whom,  as  we  have  stated,  it  was  subsequently 
made  a  matter  of  charge,  that  they  had  been  instrumental  in  pro- 
curing the  performance  of  "  Richard  the  Second."  Augustine 
Phillips  seems  to  have  been  the  only  witness  called  to  the  fact  to 
which  he  deposes,  but  other  players  were  present  at  the  negociation, 
and  we  may  infer,  perhaps,  that  the  matter  was  never  disputed  by 
the  accused  parties. 

The  description  of  the  plot  given  by  Forman  reads  as  if  it  were 
an  old  play,  with  the  usual  quantity  of  blood  and  treachery.  How 
it  came  to  be  popular  enough,  in  1611,  to  be  performed  when 
Forman  saw  it  at  the  G-lobe  must  be  matter  of  mere  speculation : 
perhaps  the  revival  of  it  by  the  party  of  the  Earls  of  Essex  and 
Southampton  had  recalled  public  attention  to  it,  and  improvements 
might  have  been  made  in  it,  which  would  render  it  a  favourite  in 
1611,  though  it  had  been  laid  by  in  1601. 

Out  of  these  improvements,  and  out  of  this  renewed  popu- 
larity, may,  possibly,  have  grown  the  "  new  additions,"  which  were 
printed  with  the  impression  of  Shakespeare's  "  Eichard  II."  in 
1608 ',  and  which  solely  relate  to  the  deposing  of  the  King.     On 

'  It  may  possibly  be  gathered  that  there  was  an  intention  to  publish  the 
*'  history/'  with  these  ''  new  additions,"  in  1603  :  at  all  events,  in  that  year  the. 
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the  other  hand,  if  these  '*  new  additions,"  as  they  were  termed  in 
1608,  were  only  a  suppressed  part  of  the  original  play,  there  seems 
hardly  sufficient  ground  for  believing  that  it  was  not  Shakespeare's 
drama  which  was  acted  at  the  instance  of  Sir  Gilly  Merrick  in 
1601.  If  it  were  written  in  1593,  as  Malone  imagined,  or  even 
in  1596,  according  to  the  speculation  of  Chalmers,  it  might  be 
called  an  old  play  in  1601,  considering  the  rapidity  with  which 
dramas  were  often  written  and  brought  out  at  the  period  of  which 
we  are  speaking.  If  neither  Shakespeare's  play,  nor  that  de- 
scribed by  Eorman,  were  the  piece  selected  by  Sir  Gilly  Merrick, 
there  must  have  been  three  distinct  plays,  in  the  possession  of 
the  company  acting  at  the  Globe,  upon  the  events  of  the  reign  of 
Bichard  II. 

The  general  favour  in  which  Shakespeare's  ''Bichard  II."  and 
"Hamlet"  were  held  early  in  the  seventeenth  century,  may  be 
seen  from  this  remarkable  circumstance,  mentioned  in  one  of  the 
publications  of  the  Hakluyt  Society  \  viz.  that  when  a  ship  called 
"  The  Dragon  "  was  at  Sierra  Leone,  in  the  Autumn  of  1607,  both 
those  dramas  were  acted  for  the  amusement  of  the  crew.  The 
&ct  is  derived  from  a  manuscript  belonging  to  the  East  India 
Company,  which  Furchas  originally  printed,  but  without  the  in- 
formation we  derive  from  it.  It  is  the  Journal  of  the  Captain 
(Keeling),  and  it  contains  the  following  entries : — 

"  September  5.  I  sent  the  interpreter,  according  to  his  desire, 
on  board  the  *  Hector,'  where  he  broke  fast,  and  after  came  on 
board  me,  where  we  gave  the  tragedy  of '  Hamlet.' 

"  September  80.  Captain  Hawkins  dined  with  me,  where  my 
companions  acted  *  King  Bichard  the  Second.' 

"  September  31.  I  invited  Captain  Hawkins  to  a  fish-dinner, 
and  had  *  Hamlet '  acted  on  board  me ;  which  I  permit  to  keep  my 
people  from  idleness  and  unlawful  games,  or  sleep." 

We  thus  see  that  "Bichard  the  Second"  (probably  Shake- 
speare's tragedy)  was  a  favourite  performance  in  1607,  although 
'^  Hamlet,"  as  far  as  Captain  Keeling  and  his  crew  were  concerned, 
exceeded  it  in  popularity. 

For  the  incidents  of  this  "most  admirable  of  all  Shakespeare's 

right  in  "  Ricbard  II.,"  "  Ricbard  III."  and  <<  Henry  IV.  Part  I."  was  transferred 
to  Matthew  Law,  in  whose  name  the  plays  came  ont  when  the  next  editions  of 
them  appeared.  The  entry  relating  to  them  in  the  books  of  the  Stationers'  Com- 
pany runs  thus : — 

<<27  Jane  1603 
**  Matth.  Lawe]  in  full  Conrte,  iij  Enterludes  or  playes.    The  first  of 
Richard  the  3d.    The  second  of  Richard  the  2d.    The  third  of 
Henry  the  4,  the  first  pte.  all  Kings." 
*  **  Narratives  of  Voyages  towards  the  North-west,"  edited  by  Thomas  Randall, 
Esq.,  London,  1849,  p.  231. 
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purely  historical  plays,"  as  Coleridge  calls  it,  (Lit.  Bern.  ii.  164,) 
our  great  poet  appears  to  have  gone  no  farther  than  Holinshed, 
who  was  himself  indebted  to  Hall  and  Eabian.  However,  Shake- 
speare has  no  where  felt  himself  bound  to  adhere  to  chronology 
when  it  better  answered  his  purpose  to  desert  it.  Thus,  the 
Prince  of  Wales,  afterwards  Henry  V.,  is  spoken  of  in  Act  v. 
8C.  3,  as  frequenting  taverns  and  stews,  when  he  was  in  fact  only 
twelve  years  old.  Marston,  in  a  short  address  before  his  *'  Wonder 
of  Women,"  1606,  aiming  a  blow  at  Ben  Jonson,  puts  the  duty  of 
a  dramatic  author  in  this  respect  upon  its  true  footing,  when  he 
says,  "  1  have  not  laboured  to  tie  myself  to  relate  any  thing  as  a 
historian,  but  to  enlarge  every  thing  as  a  poet;"  and  what  we 
have  just  referred  to  in  this  play  is  exactly  one  of  those  ana- 
chronisms which,  in  the  words  of  Schlegel,  Shakespeare  committed 
"purposely  and  most  deliberately*."  His  design,  of  course,  was 
in  this  instance  to  link  together  "  Eichard  11."  and  the  first  part 
of  «  Henry  IV." 

Of  the  four  4to.  editions  of  "  Eichard  11."  the  most  valuable, 
for  its  readings  and  general  accuracy,  beyond  all  dispute,  is  the 
impression  of  1597.  The  other  three  4tos.  were,  more  or  less, 
printed  from  it,  and  the  folio  of  1623  seems  to  have  taken  the 
latest,  that  of  1615,  as  the  foundation  of  its  text ;  but,  from  a  few 
words  found  only  in  the  folio,  it  may  seem  that  the  player-editors 
referred  also  to  some  extrinsic  authority.  It  is  quite  certain,  how- 
ever, that  the  folio  copied  obvious  and  indisputable  blunders  from 
the  4to.  of  1615.  There  are  no  fewer  than  eight  places  where  the 
folio  omits  passages  inserted  in  the  4tos,  in  one  instance  to  the 
destruction  of  the  continuity  of  the  sense,  and  in  most  to  the 
detriment  of  the  play.  .Hence  not  only  the  expediency,  but  the  ab- 
solute necessity  of  referring  to  the  4to.  copies,  from  which  we  have 
restored  all  the  missing  lines,  pointing  them  out  distinctly  in 
our  notes  at  the  foot  of  the  page. 

*  "  Ich  unternehme  darzu'than,  dass  Shakspeare's  Anachronismen  mehrentheils 
g^fliMentUch  und  mit  grossem  Bedacht  angebracbt  sind." — Ueber  dramatiscbe 
Kimst  and  Litteratur,  yol.  ii.  43. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON^'. 


KING  EICHAED  THE  SECOND. 
.  EDMUND  OF  LANGLET,  Duke  of  York. 
JOHN  OF  GAUNT,  Duke  of  Lancaster. 
HENET  BOLINGBEOKE,  Duke  of  Hereford. 
DUKE  OF  AUMEELE,  Son  to  the  Duke  of  York. 
THOMAS  MOWBEAY,  Duke  of  Norfolk. 
DUKE  OF  SUEEEY. 

EAEL  OF  SALISBURY.    EAEL  BEEKLEY. 
BUSHY,  "I 

BAGOT,    >  Creatures  to  King  Eichard. 
GEEEN,  J 

EAEL  OF  NOETHUMBEELAND. 
HENEY  PEECY,  his  Son. 
LOED  BOSS.    LOED  WILLOUGHBY.    LOED  FITZ- 

WATEE. 
BISHOP  OF  CAELISLE.    Abbot -of  Westminster. 
LOED  MAESHAL ;  and  another  Lord. 
SIE  PIEECE  OF  EXTON.    SIE  STEPHEN  SCEOOP. 
Captain  of  a  Band  of  Welchmen. 

QUEEN  TO  KING  EICHAED. 
DUCHESS  OF  GLOSTEE. 
DUCHESS  OF  YOEK. 

Ladjr  attending  the  Queen. 

Lords,  Heralds,  Officers,  Soldiers,  Qurdeners,  Keeper,  Messenger, 

Groom,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  dispersedly  in  England  and  Wales. 

1  No  list  of  characters  is  in  any  of  the  old  editions :  it  was  first  supplied  by 
Rowe. 


THE  LIFE  AND  DEATH 


OF 


KING  RICHARD  II 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

London.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

JEnter  King  Richakd,  attended;  John  of  GtAVirr,  and  other 

Nobles,  with  him. 

K,  Rich.  Old  John  of  Gaunt,  time-hononr'd  Lancaster, 
Hast  thou,  according  to  thy  oath  and  band, 
Brought  hither  Henry  Hereford  thy  bold  son'; 
Here  to  make  good  the  boisterous  late  appeal, 
Which  then  our  leisure  would  not  let  us  hear, 
Against  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  P 

Gaunt.  I  have,  my  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Tell  me,  moreover,  hast  thou  sounded  him. 
If  he  appeal  the  duke  on  ancient  malice, 
Or  worthily,  as  a  good  subject  should. 
On  some  known  ground  of  treachery  in  him  P 

Gaunt.  As  near  as  I  could  sift  him  on  that  argument, 
On  some  apparent  danger  seen  in  him, 
Aim'd  at  your  highness ;  no  inveterate  malice. 

K.  Rich.  Then,  call  them  to  our  presence :  face  to  face. 
And  frowning  brow  to  brow,  ourselves  will  hear 
Th'  accuser,  and  th'  accused,  freely  speak. — 

[Exeunt  some  Attendants. 

'  Brought  hither  Henry  HEREroRD  thy  bold  son ;]  In  all  the  ancient  oopiei, 
4to.  and  folio,  this  name  is  here  spelt  Herford^  showing  that  it  was  pronounced  in 
Shakespeare's  time  as  a  dissyllable.  The  difficulty  is  easily  overcome ;  by  reading 
the  first  two  syllables  in  the  time  of  one  the  rhythm  is  preserved.  Daniel,  in 
his  "Civil  Wars/'  1595,  always  prints  Bolingbroke's  title,  Her/ord. 
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High-stomach'd  are  they  both,  and  fiill  of  ire, 
In  rage  deaf  as  the  sea,  hasty  as  fire '. 

Re-enter  Attendants  with  Bolingbroke  and  Norfolk. 

Boling.  Full  many  years  of  happy  days  befal ' 
My  gracious  sovereign,  my  most  loving  liege ! 

Nor,  Each  day  still  better  other's  happiness ; 
Until  the  heavens,  envying  earth's  good  hap. 
Add  an  immortal  title  to  your  crown ! 

K.  Rich.  We  thank  you  both :  yet  one  but  flatters  us, 
As  well  appeareth  by  the  cause  you  come ; 
Namely,  to  appeal  each  other  of  high  treason. — 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  what  dost  thou  object 
Against  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray  P 

Boling,  First,  heaven  be  the  record  to  my  speech  ! 
In  the  devotion  of  a  subject's  love. 
Tendering  the  precious  safety  of  my  prince. 
And  free  from  other  misbegotten  hate  *, 
Come  I  appellant  to  this  princely  presence. — 
Now,  Thomas  Mowbray,  do  I  turn  to  thee, 
And  mark  my  greeting  well ;  for  what  I  speak, 
My  body  shall  make  good  upon  this  earth. 
Or  my  divine  soul  answer  it  in  heaven. 
Thou  art  a  traitor,  and  a  miscreant ; 
Too  good  to  be  so,  and  too  bad  to  live. 
Since  the  more  fair  and  crystal  is  the  sky. 
The  uglier  seem  the  clouds  that  in  it  fly. 
Once  more,  the  more  to  aggravate  the  note, 
With  a  foul  traitor's  name  stuff  I  thy  throat ; 
And  wish,  (so  please  my  sovereign)  ere  I  move. 
What  my  tongue  speaks,  my  right-drawn  sword  may  prove. 

'  In  rage  deaf  as  the  sea,  hasty  as  fire.]  This  conplet  is  quoted  in  a  MS. 
oommon-plaoe  book  of  the  time  in  my  possession,  and  there  the  last  line  is  made 
tonin, 

"  Deaf  as  the  sea  in  rage,  hasty  as  fire.'' 
Possibly  this  might  be  the  original  reading. 

'  Full  many  years  of  happy  days  befal]  No  old  edition  has  ''  Full/'  bnt  it  is 
clearly  required  by  the  metre,  and  is  found  in  the  corr.  fo.  1(>32.  We  have  no 
hesitation  in  inserting  it. 

*  And  firee  from  other  misbegotten  hate,]  So  the  printed  editions,  and  the 
meaning  may  be,  that  his  hate  was  derived  from  no  other  cause  than  the  care  he 
felt  for  the  nfety  of  the  king :  the  corr.  fo.  1632  reads, 

'*  Free  from  wrath  or  misbegotten  hate," 
and  it  is  possible  that  wrath  or  was  misheard  *'  other."    It  is  frei  von  Zom  in 
Ftofesaor  Mommsen's  German  edition. 
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JVor.  Let  not  my  cold  words  here  accuse  my  zeal. 
'Tis  not  the  trial  of  a  woman's  war, 
The  bitter  clamour  of  two  eager  tongues^ 
Can  arbitrate  this  cause  betwixt  us  twain  : 
The  blood  is  hot  that  must  be  cool'd  for  this ; 
Yet  can  I  not  of  such  tame  patience  boast. 
As  to  be  hush'd,  and  nought  at  all  to  say. 
First,  the  fair  reverence  of  your  highness  curbs  me 
From  giving  reins  and  spurs  to  my  free  speech, 
Which  else  would  post,  imtil  it  had  retum'd 
These  terms  of  treason  doubled  *  down  his  throat. 
Setting  aside  his  high  blood's  royalty. 
And  let  him  be  no  kinsman  to  my  liege, 
I  do  defy  him,  and  I  spit  at  hiTn  ; 
Call  him  a  slanderous  coward,  and  a  villain : 
Which  to  maintain  I  ^^uld  allow  him  odds, 
And  meet  him,  were  I  tied  to  run  a-foot 
Even  to  the  frozen  ridges  of  the  Alps, 
Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable  *, 
Where  ever  Englishman  durst  set  his  foot. 
Mean  time,  let  this  defend  my  loyalty : — 
By  all  my  hopes,  most  falsely  doth  he  lie. 

Boling.  Pale  trembling  coward,  there  I  throw  my  gage. 
Disclaiming  here  the  kindred  of  the  king ' ; 
And  lay  aside  my  high  blood's  royalty. 
Which  fear,  not  reverence,  makes  thee  to  except : 
K  guilty  dread  have  left  thee  so  much  strength. 
As  to  take  up  mine  honour's  pawn,  then  stoop. 
By  that  and  all  the  rites  of  knighthood  else. 
Will  I  make  good  against  thee,  arm  to  arm, 
What  I  have  spoke,  or  thou  canst  worse  devise  •. 

Nor.  I  take  it  up ;  and,  by  that  sword  I  swear, 

*  —  DOUBLED  down  bis  throat.]     So  every  4to  :  the  folio,  1623,  doubly. 

'  Or  any  other  ground  inhabitable,]  i.  e.  Uninhabitable :  so  used  by  Ben 
Jonson,  Donne,  and  other  writers  of  the  time.  The  following  passage  occurs  in 
T.  Heywood's  *' General  History  of  Women,'*  folio,  1624:— "Where  all  the 
country  was  scorched  by  the  heat  of  the  sun,  and  the  place  almost  inhabitable  for 
the  multitude  of  serpents.'' 

^  —  kindred  of  the  king;]  The  editions  after  the  4to,  1597,  read  "kindred 
of  a  king ;"  but  Bolingbroke,  of  course,  refers  to  the  king  before  whom  he  stood, 
and  whose  "  kinsman  "  Norfolk  had  just  said  that  he  was. 

■  What  I  have  spoke,  or  thou  canst  worse  devise.]  So  the  4to,  1697.  4to, 
1598,  "  What  I  have  spoke,  or  thou  canst  devise."  4tos,  1608  and  1615,  "  What 
I  have  spoke,  or  what  thou  canst  devise/'  Folio,  1623,  "  What  I  have  tpoken,  or 
thou  canst  devise." 
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Which  gently  laid  my  knighthood  on  my  shoulder, 
I'll  answer  thee  in  any  fair  degree, 
Or  chivalrous  design  of  knightly  trial: 
And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light  •, 
K I  be  traitor,  or  unjustly  fight ! 

K.  Rich.  What  doth  our  cousin  lay  to  Mowbray's  charge  P 
It  must  be  great,  that  can  inherit  us 
So  much  as  of  a  thought  of  ill  in  him. 

Boling,    Look,   what  I  speak  \  my  life    shall  prove  it 
true : — 
That  Mowbray  hath  received  eight  thousand  nobles. 
In  name  of  lendings  for  your  higlmesa'  soldiers, 
The  which  he  hath  detained  for  lewd  employments ', 
Like  a  false  traitor,  and  injurious  villain. 
Besides,  I  say,  and  will  in  battle  prove. 
Or  here  or  elsewhere,  to  the  furthest  verge 
That  ever  was  surveyed  by  English  eye. 
That  all  the  treasons,  for  these  eighteen  years 
Complotted  and  contrived  in  this  land, 
Fetch  from  false  Mowbray  *  their  first  head  and  spring. 
Farther,  I  say,  and  farther  will  maintain 
Upon  his  bad  life  to  make  all  this  good, 
That  he  did  plot  the  duke  of  Gloster's  death ; 
Suggest  his  soon-believing  adversaries  *, 
And,  consequently,  like  a  traitor  coward, 
Sluic'd  out  his  innocent  soul  through  streams  of  blood : 
Which  blood,  like  sacrificing  Abel's,  cries, 
Even  from  the  tongueless  caverns  of  the  earth, 
To  me  for  justice  and  rough  chastisement ; 
And,  by  the  glorious  worth  of  my  descent. 
This  arm  shall  do  it,  or  this  life  be  spent. 

K,  Rich.  How  high  a  pitch  his  resolution  soars ! — 
Thomas  of  NoVfolk,  what  say'st  thou  to  this  P 

'  And,  when  I  mount,  alive  may  I  not  light,]  The  4tos.  of  1608  and  1615 
repeat  the  word  **  aUve/'  to  the  injury  of  the  metre. 

^  Look,  what  I  speak,]  This  is  Uie  reading  of  the  4to,  1697 :  the  other  4to0. 
and  the  first  folio  have  taid  for  *'  speak."  "  Speak,"  in  the  present  tense,  seema 
more  proper,  as  it  refers  to  the  particular  accusations  Bolingbroke  is  about  to  bring 
against  Mowbray. 

'  —  for  LEWD  employments,]  i.  e.  For  wicked  purposes :  this  is  one  of  the  old 
aenaes  of  '*  lewd."    See  Vol.  ii.  p.  77* 

*  Fetch  from  false  Mowbray]  All  editions,  after  the  first  of  1597f  reeA  fetched. 
Farther  on,  **  my  kmgdom's  heir  "  is  printed  only  in  the  folio  our. 

*  Suggest  his  soon- believing  adversaries,]  In  Shakespeare,  to  ''suggest" 
usuaUy  means  to  tempt ^  and  here  to  incite.    See  Vol.  ii.  p.  61 1. 
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Nor.  0  !  let  my  sovereign  turn  away  his  &ce, 
And  bid  his  ears  a  little  while  be  deaf, 
Till  I  have  told  this  slander  of  his  blood, 
How  God,  and  good  men,  hate  so  foul  a  liar. 

K,  Rich.  Mowbray,  impartial  are  our  eyes,  and  ears : 
Were  he  my  brother,  nay,  my  kingdom's  heir, 
As  he  is  but  my  father's  brother's  son. 
Now  by  my  sceptre's  awe  I  make  a  vow. 
Such  neighbour  nearness  to  our  sacred  blood 
Should  nothing  privilege  him,  nor  partialize 
The  unstooping  firmness  of  my  upright  soul. 
He  is  our  subject,  Mowbray ;  so  art  thou : 
Free  speech  and  fearless,  I  to  thee  allow. 

Nor.  Then,  Bolingbroke,  as  low  as  to  thy  heart. 
Through  the  false  passage  of  thy  throat,  thou  liest. 
Three  parts  of  that  receipt  I  had  for  Calais, 
Disburs'd  I  duly  *  to  his  highness'  soldiers : 
The  other  part  reserv'd  I  by  consent ; 
For  that  my  sovereign  liege  was  in  my  debt. 
Upon  remainder  of  a  clear  account  *, 
Since  last  I  went  to  France  to  fetch  his  queen. 
Now,  swallow  down  that  lie. — ^For  Gloster's  death, 
I  slew  him  not ;  but  to  mine  own  disgrace, 
Neglected  my  sworn  duty  in  that  case. — 
For  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Lancaster, 
The  honourable  father  to  my  foe. 
Once  did  I  lay  an  ambush  for  your  life, 
A  trespass  that  doth  vex  my  grieved  soul ; 
But,  ere  I  last  receiVd  the  sacrament, 
I  did  confess  it,  and  exactly  begg'd 
Your  grace's  pardon,  and,  I  hope,  I  had  it. 
This  is  my  fault :  as  for  the  rest  appeal'd. 
It  issues  from  the  rancour  of  a  villain, 
A  recreant  and  most  degenerate  traitor ; 
Which  in  myself  I  boldly  will  defend. 
And  interchangeably  hurl  down  my  gage 

*  Disbun'd  I  duly]  '*  Daly ''  U  only  in  4to,  1597*  The  neoeanty  of  the  word, 
if  only  for  the  oompletenefls  of  the  verse,  is  obvious. 

'  Upon  remainder  of  a  clear  account,]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  with  indis- 
putable fitness,  the  reading  of  all  editions,  ancient  and  modem,  having  been  "  dear 
account."  Mr.  Singer  prints  it  *'  clear  account,"  observing  that  dear  is  *'  an 
evident  error  i"  so  it  is,  but  he  did  not  discover  it  until  it  was  pointed  out  in  my 
oovr.  fo.  1632,  of  which  he  says  nothing,  although  he  adopts  the  emendation  foand 
in  no  other  authority.    The  German  editor  puts  it  einer  klaren  Fordnmg. 
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TJpon  this  overweening  traitor's  foot, 

To  prove  myself  a  loyal  gentleman 

Even  in  the  best  blood  chamber'd  in  bis  bosom. 

In  baste  wbereof,  most  beartily  I  pray 

Your  bigbness  to  assign  our  trial  day. 

JT.  Rich.  Wratb-kindled  gentleman,  be  rul'd  by  me '. — 
Let's  purge  tbis  cboler  witbout  letting  blood : 
Tbis  we  prescribe,  tbougb  no  pbysician ; 
Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incision. 
Forget,  forgive ;  conclude,  and  be  agreed ; 
Our  doctors  say  tbis  is  no  montb  to  bleed '. — 
Good  uncle,  let  tbis  end  wbere  it  begun ; 
We'll  calm  tbe  duke  of  Norfolk,  you  your  son. 

Oaunt.  To  be  a  make-peace  sball  become  my  age. — 
Tbrow  down,  my  son,  tbe  duke  of  Norfolk's  gage. 

K.  Rich,  And,  Norfolk,  tbrow  down  bis. 

Oaunt.  Wben,  Harry  P  wben  *  P 

Obedience  bids,  I  sbould  not  bid  again. 

K.  Rich,  Norfolk,  tbrow  down ;  we  bid ;  tbere  is  no  boot. 

Nor,  Myself  I  tbrow,  dread  sovereign,  at  tby  foot. 
My  life  tbou  sbalt  command,  but  not  my  sbame : 
Tbe  one  my  duty  owes  ;  but  my  fair  name, 
Despite  of  deatb,  tbat  lives  upon  my  grave, 
To  dark  disbonour's  use  tbou  sbalt  not  bave. 
I  am  disgrac'd,  impeacb'd,  and  baffled  bere  ; 
Pierc'd  to  tbe  soul  witb  slander's  venom'd  spear ; 
Tbe  wbicb  no  balm  can  cure,  but  bis  beart-blood 
Wbicb  breatb'd  tbis  poison. 

K,  Rich,  Rage  must  be  withstood. 

'  Wrath-ldDdled  gentleman,  be  rul'd  by  me.]  So  all  the  4to8 ;  the  King 
addressing  himself  to  Norfolk,  who  had  just  concluded  his  angry  speech.  The  folio 
reads  gentlemen ;  but  Bolingbroke,  merely  as  the  accuser,  was  not  so  properly 
''wrath-kindled,''  and,  moreover,  had  had  time  to  cool.  In  consistency  with 
this  notion  the  King  afterwards  undertakes  to  '*  calm  the  duke  of  Norfolk." 

'  Our  doctors  say  this  is  no  month  to  bleed.]  This  line,  and  three  others 
preceding  it,  are  quoted  in  a  MS.  of  the  time  in  my  hands.  It  may  be  worth 
noting,  that  the  line, 

"  Deep  malice  makes  too  deep  incision," 
is  there  omitted.    The  folio,  1623,  contrary  to  all  the  earlier  printed  authorities 
and  my  MS  ,  has  time  instead  of  "  month." 

*  When,  Harry  ?  when  ?]  This  expression  of  impatience  is  followed,  in  all  the 
old  copies,  4to.  and  folio,  by  the  words  "  obedience  bids,"  as  the  conclusion  of  the 
line,  though  the  same  words  begin  the  next  line.  They  are  surplusage,  as  is 
obvious  both  from  the  sense  and  the  hyme.  *'When,  Harry?  when?"  is  the 
conclusion  of  the  line  commenced  by  the  King  with  '*  And,  Norfolk,  throw  down 
his,"  and  **  obedience  bids  "  is  struck  out  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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Give  me  his  gage  :  lions  make  leopards  tame. 

Nor.  Yea,  but  not  change  his  spots :  take  but  my  shamOi 
And  I  resign  my  gage.     My  dear,  dear  lord. 
The  purest  treasure  mortal  times  afford 
Is  spotless  reputation ;  that  away,  v 

Merare  butted  loam,  or  painted  clay. 
A  jewel  in  a  ten  times  barr'd-up  chest 
Is  a  bold  spirit  in  a  loyal  breast. 
Mine  honour  is  my  life ;  both  grow  in  one : 
Take  honour  from  me,  and  my  life  is  done. 
Then,  dear  my  liege,  mine  honour  let  me  try ; 
In  that  I  live,  and  for  that  will  I  die. 

K.  Rich,  Cousin,  throw  down  your  gage :  do  you  begin. 

Baling.  0,  God  defend  my  soul  from  such  deep  sin  *  I 
Shall  I  seem  crest-fallen  in  my  father's  siirht  P 
Or  with  pale  beggar-fear '  im^b  my  bdgbt 
Before  this  outdar'd  dastard  ?     Ere  my  tongue 
Shall  wound  mine  honour  with  such  feeble  wrong, 
Or  soimd  so  base  a  parle,  my  teeth  shall  t«ar 
The  slavish  motive  of  recanting  fear, 
And  spit  it  bleeding  in  his  high  disgrace, 
Where  shame  doth  harbour,  even  in  Mowbray's  face. 

[Exit  Gaunt. 

K.  Rich.  We  were  not  bom  to  sue,  but  to  command : 
Which  since  we  cannot  do  to  make  you  friends, 
Be  ready,  as  your  lives  shall  answer  it. 
At  Coventry,  upon  Saint  Lambert's  day. 
There  shall  your  swords  and  lances  arbitrate 
The  swelling  diflference  of  your  settled  hate : 
Since  we  cannot  atone  you ',  we  shall  see 
Justice  design  the  victor's  chivalry  *. — 
Lord  Marshal,  command  our  officers  at  arms 
Be  ready  to  direct  these  home-alarms.  [ExeunU 


'  O,  God  defend  my  soul  from  such  dksp  sin !]  So  all  the  4to.  editions :  the 
folio,  1623,  substitutes  hfoven  for  "  God  "and  foul  for  "  deep."  The  last  change 
would  seem  to  have  been  merely  arbitrary. 

'  Or  with  |mle  beggar-FSAR]  So  the  4to,  1697f  and  the  first  folio :  the  other 
4tos.  have  "  beggar ^ac«.'' 

'  Since  we  cannot  atone  you,  wb  shall  see]  **  Atone  **  is  reconcile  or  at  oitu 
you ;  see  "  As  you  like  it,"  A.  t.  sc.  4.  Vol.  ii.  p.  4:^0.  '*  We  shall  see''  is  the 
preferable  reading  of  the  4to,  1597  :  it  is  "  you  shall  see ''  in  all  the  folios. 

*  Justice  DESIGN  the  victor's  chivalry.]  To  *'  design "  was  used  in  Shake- 
speare's  time  in  its  etymological  sense,  from  the  Lat.  detignOt  to  nutrk  oic/,  or 
point  out.     Pope  most  injudiciously  altered  the  word  to  decide. 

VOL.  III.  Q 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Same.    A  Room  in  the  Duke  of  Lancaster's  Palace. 

Enter  Gaunt,  and  Diichess  of  Gloster. 

Gaunt.  Alas !  the  part  I  had  in  Gloster's  blood ' 
Doth  more  solicit  me,  than  your  exclaims, 
To  stir  against  the  butchers  of  his  life : 
But  since  correction  lieth  in  those  hands. 
Which  made  the  fault  that  we  cannot  correct, 
Put  we  our  quarrel  to  the  will  of  heaven ; 
Who,  when  they  see  the  hours  ripe  on  earth  *, 
Will  rain  hot  vengeance  on  offenders'  heads. 

Duch,  Finds  brotherhood  in  thee  no  sharper  spur  P 
Hath  love  in  thy  old  blood  no  living  fire  ? 
Edward's  seven  sons,  whereof  thyself  art  one. 
Were  as  seven  phials  of  his  sacred  blood. 
Or  seven  fair  branches  springing  fix)m  one  root : 
Some  of  those  seven  are  dried  by  nature's  course. 
Some  of  those  branches  by  the  destinies  cut ; 
But  Thomas,  my  dear  lord,  my  life,  my  Gloster, 
One  phial  full  of  Edward's  sacred  blood. 
One  flourishing  branch  of  his  most  royal  root. 
Is  crack'd,  and  all  the  precious  liquor  spilt ; 
Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  summer  leaves  all  faded ', 
By  envy's  hand,  and  murder's  bloody  axe. 
Ah !  Gaimt,  his  blood  was  thine :  that  bed,  that  womb. 
That  metal,  that  seK  mould,  that  fashion'd  thee, 
Made  him  a  man ;  and  though  thou  liv'st,  and  breath'st, 
Yet  art  thou  slain  in  him.     Thou  dost  consent 
In  some  large  measure  to  thy  father's  death, 
In  that  thou  seest  thy  wretched  brother  die, 

*  Alas  1  the  part  I  had  in  Gloster's  blood]  In  all  the  4to.  editions,  prior  to 
the  folio,  1623,  it  stands  "  Woodstock's  blood."  He  was  bom  at  Woodstock,  and 
was  always  called  Thomas  of  Woodstock  by  the  historians,  till  Richard  II.  first 
created  him  Earl  of  Backingham,  and  afterwards  (according  to  Dngdale  and  Sand- 
ford)  Duke  of  Gloster  in  the  9th  year  of  his  reign. 

*  Who  when  thkt  seb  the  hoars  ripe  on  earth,]  So  all  the  ancient  copies, 
4to.  and  folio,  which  the  modems  haye  needlessly  altared  to  he  Met.  Gaunt  naee 
"  heaven  "  as  a  plural  noun. 

'  Is  hack'd  down,  and  his  summer  leares  all  tadbd,]  All  the  4to.  editions 
hare  '*  &ded,"  and  the  folio  vaded.    They  were  in  Hdt  the  same  word. 
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Who  was  the  model  of  thy  father's  life. 
Gall  it  not  patience,  Gaunt,  it  is  despair : 
In  suffering  thus  thy  brother  to  be  slaughter'd, 
Thou  show'st  the  naked  pathway  to  thy  life, 
Teaching  stem  murder  how  to  butcher  thee. 
That  which  in  mean  men  we  entitle  patience, 
Is  pale  cold  cowardice  in  noble  breasts. 
What  shall  I  say  ?  to  safeguard  thine  own  life, 
The  best  way  is  to  venge  my  Gloster's  death. 

Oaunt.  God's  is  the  quarrel ;  for  God's  substitute ", 
His  deputy  anointed  in  his  sight. 
Hath  caus'd  his  death ;  the  which,  if  wrongfidly. 
Let  heaven  revenge,  for  I  may  never  lift 
An  angry  arm  against  his  minister. 

Duch.  Where  then,  alas !  may  I  complain  myself? 

Oaunt.  To  God,  the  widow's  champion  and  defence. 

Duch.  Why  then,  I  will. — Farewell,  farewell,  old  Gaunt '. 
Thou  go'st  to  Coventry,  there  to  behold 
Our  cousin  Hereford  and  fell  Mowbray  fight. 

0  !  sit  my  husband's  wrongs  on  Hereford's  spear, 
That  it  may  enter  butcher  Mowbray's  breast ; 

Or  if  misfortune  miss  the  first  career. 
Be  Mowbray's  sins  so  heavy  in  his  bosom. 
That  they  may  break  his  foaming  courser's  back, 
And  throw  the  rider  headlong  in  the  lists, 
A  caitift'  recreant  to  my  cousin  Hereford. 
Farewell,  old  Gaunt :  thy  sometimes  brother's  wife 
With  her  companion  grief  must  end  her  life. 

Oaunt  Sister,  farewell :  I  must  to  Coventry. 
As  much  good  stay  with  thee,  as  go  with  me ! 

Duch.  Yet  one  word  more. — Grief  boundeth  where  it  falls. 
Not  with  the  empty  hollowness,  but  weight : 

1  take  my  leave  before  I  have  begun. 

For  sorrow  ends  not  when  it  seemeth  done. 


'  God's  is  the  qaarrel ;  for  God's  substitute  J  So  the  4to.  editions :  the  folio, 
1023,  has  heaven* 9  in  both  instances.  Three  lines  lower,  all  the  copies,  folio  and 
4to,  read,  '*  Let  heaven  revenge,"  &c.  but  further  on,  "  To  God,  the  widow's 
champion,"  is  the  reading  of  the  4tos,  and  '*  To  heaven  "  that  of  the  folio.  These 
changes  were,  of  course,  made  in  consequence  of  the  statute,  3  Jac.  I.  c.  21  ;  but 
the  original  words  of  Shakespeare  were  nevertheless  preserved  in  all  the  4to.  im- 
preasions,  and  to  those  we  adhere. 

•  Why  then,  I  will.— Farewell,  farewell,  old  Gaunt]  The  repetition  of 
'*  fiffewell "  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  we  have  little  doubt  that  the  poet  wrote  it, 
although  it  is  not  found  in  the  early  printed  copies :  the  measure  requires  it 

q2 
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Commend  me  to  my  brother,  Edmimd  York. 

Lo !  this  is  all : — ^nay,  yet  depart  not  so  ; 

Though  this  be  all,  do  not  so  quickly  go ; 

I  shall  remember  more.     Bid  him — 0 !  what  P — 

With  all  good  speed  at  Flashy  visit  me. 

Alack  !  and  what  shall  good  old  York  there  see. 

But  empty  lodgings  and  unfumiah'd  walls, 

Unpeopled  offices,  untrodden  stones  P 

And  what  hear  there  for  welcome,  but  my  groans  P 

Therefore  commend  me ;  let  him  not  come  there. 

To  seek  out  sorrow  that  dwells  every  where. 

Desolate,  de^rate,  will  I  hence,  and  die ' : 

The  last  leave  of  thee  takes  my  weeping  eye.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  in. 

Gosford  Gbeen,  near  Coventry. 

Lists  set  out,  and  a  Throne.    Heralds^  Sfc.^  attenditig. 
Enter  the  Lord  Marshal,  and  Aumerle. 

Mar.  My  lord  Aiunerle,  is  Harry  Hereford  arm'd  P 

Aum.  Yea,  at  all  points,  and  longs  to  enter  in. 

Mar.  The  duke  of  Norfolk,  q)rightfully  and  bold, 
Stays  but  the  summons  of  the  appellant's  trumpet. 

Aum.  Why  then,  the  champions  are  prepared,  and  stay 
For  nothing  but  his  majesty^s  approach. 

Flourish.  Enter  King  Eichard,  u?ho  takes  his  seat  on  his 
Throne;  Gaunt,  Bushy,  Bagot,  Green,  and  others,  who 
take  their  places.  A  Trumpet  is  sounded,  and  ansu^ered  by 
another  Trumpet  mthin.  Then  enter  Norfolk  in  armour^ 
preceded  by  a  Herald. 

K.  Mich.  Marshal,  demand  of  yonder  champion 
The  cause  of  his  arrival  here  in  arms : 

1  Desolate,  dsspvuatk,  will  I  hence,  and  die :]  The  old  printed  text  has  alwa^ 
been  "  Desolate,  detolaie,  will  I  hence,  and  die,"  but  it  is  not  likely  that  Shake- 
■peare  would  have  thus  repeated  the  word  '*  desolate,''  and  most  likely  that  it  was 
misheard,  in  the  second  instance,  by  the  scribe  or  printer  for  *'  desperate,''  which 
so  well  expresses  the  state  of  mind  of  the  Duchess  when  she  makes  her  exit. 
This  emendation  is  from  the  con*,  fo.  1632. 
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Ask  liiTTi  his  name ;  and  orderly  proceed 
To  swear  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cause. 

Mar.  In  God's  name,  and  the  king's,  say  who  thou  art^ 
And  why  thou  com'st  thus  knightly  clad  in  arms ; 
Against  what  man  thou  com'st,  and  what  thy  quarreL 
Speak  truly,  on  thy  knighthood,  and  thine  oath, 
As  so  defend  thee  heaven,  and  thy  valour  ! 

Nor.  My  name  is  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk ; 
Who  hither  come  engaged  by  my  oath, 
(Which,  God  defend ',  a  knight  should  violate !) 
Both  to  defend  my  loyalty  and  truth. 
To  God,  my  king,  and  my  succeeding  issue  *, 
Against  the  duke  of  Hereford  that  appeals  me ; 
And  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  this  mine  arm. 
To  prove  him,  in  defending  of  myself, 
A  traitor  to  my  God,  my  king,  and  me  : 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven ! 

Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Bolingbroke,  in  armour^  preceded  by 

a  Herald  *. 

K.  Rich.  Marshal,  ask  yonder  knight  in  arms. 
Both  who  he  is,  and  why  he  cometh  hither 
Thus  plated  in  habiliments  of  war ; 
And  formally,  according  to  our  law, 
Depose  him  in  the  justice  of  his  cause. 

Mar.  What  is  thy  name,  and  wherefore  com'st  tiiou  hitheri 
Before  King  Bichard  in  his  royal  lists  ? 
Against  whom  com'st  thou  ?  and  what  is  thy  quarrel  P 
Speak  like  a  true  knight ;  so  defend  thee  heaven ! 

Baling.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Am  I ;  who  ready  here  do  stand  in  arms, 
To  prove  by  God's  grace,  and  my  body's  valour, 
In  lists,  on  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk, 
That  he's  a  traitor,  foul  and  dangerbus, 

'  (Which,  God  defend,]  So  all  the  4to8 :  the  folio,  <<  (Which  heaten  defend,)" 
&C.    Just  before,  however,  it  has,  '*  In  God's  name." 

*  To  God.  my  king,  and  my  succeeding  issue,]  Here  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  reetores 
the  old  reading  of  the  4tos,  viz.  "  my  succeeding  issue,"  for  "  hii  succeeding  issue  ". 
of  the  folio,  1623.  It  is  therefore  dear  that  Mowbray,  as  Johnson  argued,  ad- 
verted to  his  own  issue  endangered  by  attainder,  and  not  to  the  issue  of  the  King. 

*  Enter  Bolingbroke,  in  armour,  preceded  by  a  Herald.]  The  old  stage- 
direction  in  the  4to.  editions  terms  Bolingbroke  appellantf  and  omits  tiie 
"  Herald,"  a  deficiency  supplied  by  the  folio,  1623. 
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To  God  of  heaven,  king  Kichard,  and  to  me ; 
And,  as  I  truly  fight,  defend  me  heaven ! 

Mar,  On  pain  of  death  no  person  be  so  bold, 
Or  daring  hardy,  as  to  touch  the  lists  ; 
Except  the  marshal,  and  such  oiGcers 
Appointed  to  direct  these  fair  designs. 

Baling,  Lord  marshal,  let  me  kiss  my  sovereign's  hand^ 
And  bow  my  knee  before  his  majesty ; 
For  Mowbray  and  myself  are  like  two  men 
That  vow  a  long  and  weary  pilgrimage : 
Then,  let  us  take  a  ceremonious  leave, 
And  loving  farewell  of  our  several  friends. 

Mar,  The  appellant  in  all  duty  greets  your  highness, 
And  craves  to  kiss  your  hand,  and  take  his  leave. 

JST.  liich.  We  will  descend,  and  fold  him  in  our  arms. — 
Cousin  of  Hereford,  as  thy  cause  is  right  *, 
So  be  thy  fortune  in  this  royal  fight. 
Farewell,  my  blood  ;  which  if  to-day  thou  shed, 
Lament  we  may,  but  not  revenge  thee  dead  *. 

Boling,  0  !  let  no  noble  eye  profane  a  tear 
For  me,  if  I  be  gor'd  with  Mowbray's  spear. 
As  confident  as  is  the  falcon's  flight 
Against  a  bird,  do  I  with  Mowbray  fight. — 
My  loving  lord,  I  take  my  leave  of  you ; — 
Of  you,  my  noble  cousin,  lord  Aumerle ; — 
Not  sick,  although  I  have  to  do  with  death. 
But  lusty,  young,  and  cheerly  drawing  breath. 
Lo !  as  at  English  feasts,  so  I  regreet 
The  daintiest  last,  to  make  the  end  most  sweet : 
0  !  thou,  [To  Gaunt.]  the  earthly  author '  of  my  blood, 
Whose  youthfiil  spirit,  in  me  regenerate. 
Doth  with  a  two-fold  vigour  lift  me  up 
To  reach  at  victory  above  my  head. 
Add  proof  imto  mine  armour  with  thy  prayers ; 
And  with  thy  blessings  steel  my  lance's  point, 
That  it  may  enter  Mowbray's  waxen  coat, 

'  -^  as  thy  cause  is  right,]     So  every  4to :  all  the  folios  have^'tct/. 

'  —  but  not  revenge  thek  dead.]  The  4tos.  of  1597  and  1598  read  *' M« 
dead;''  that  of  1G08,  and  subsequent  editions,  *Uhee  dead/'  which  is  doubtless 
right."     Thee  was  often  of  old  written  and  printed  the, 

'  —  EARTHLY  author]  The  folio  of  1623  reads  earthy,  (it  is  "earthly"  in 
the  4to.  from  which  it  was  reprinted)  which  is  amended  to  "  earthly  "  in  the  corr. 
fo.  1032.  A  few  lines  lower  the  folio,  1623,  misprints  "furbish,"  the  word  in 
all  the  4tos,yMmMA.     "  Furbish  "  is  restored  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 
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And  fiirbish  new  the  name  of  Jolm  of  Gaunt, 
Even  in  the  lusty  'haviour  of  his  son. 

Gaunt.  God  in  thy  good  cause "  make  thee  prosperous ! 
Be  swift  like  lightning  in  the  execution ; 
And  let  thy  blows,  doubly  redoubled, 
Fall  like  amazing  thunder  on  the  casque 
Of  thy  adverse  pernicious  enemy  : 
Rouse  up  thy  youthful  blood,  be  valiant  and  live. 

Baling,  Mine  innocence,  and  Saint  George  to  thrive ! 

Nor.  However  God,  or  fortune,  cast  my  lot. 
There  lives  or  dies,  true  to  king  Richard's  throne, 
A  loyal,  just,  and  upright  gentleman. 
Never  did  captive  with  a  freer  heart 
Cast  off  his  chains  of  bondage,  and  embi^ace 
His  golden  uncontrolled  enfranchisement. 
More  than  my  danciug  soul  doth  celebrate 
This  feast  of  battle  with  mine  adversary. — 
Most  mighty  liege,  and  my  companion  peers, 
Take  from  my  mouth  the  wish  of  happy  years : 
As  gentle  and  as  jocund,  as  to  jest. 
Go  I  to  fight.     Truth  hath  a  qmet  breast. 

JST.  Mick,  Farewell,  my  lord  :  securely  I  espy 
Virtue  with  valour  couched  in  thine  eye. — 
Order  the  trial,  marshal,  and  begin. 

Mar.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Receive  thy  lance ;  and  God  defend  the  right ! 

Baling,  Strong  as  a  tower  in  hope,  I  cry,  amen. 

Mar.  Go  bear  this  lance  [To  an  Officer.']  to  Thomas,  duke 
of  Norfolk. 

1  Her.  Harry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 
Stands  here  for  God,  his  sovereign,  and  himself, 
On  pain  to  be  foimd  false  and  recreant. 

To  prove  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  Mowbray, 
A  traitor  to  his  God,  his  king,  and  him ; 
And  dares  him  to  set  forward  to  the  fight. 

2  Her.  Here  standeth  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk, 
On  pain  to  be  found  false  and  recreant, 

Both  to  defend  himself,  and  to  approve 
Henry  of  Hereford,  Lancaster,  and  Derby, 

■  God  in  thy  good  cause]  All  the  4tos.  have  *'  God/'  which  is  doubtless  what 
Shakespeare  wrote,  and  is  therefore  to  be  preferred  to  heaven  of  the  folio,  1623, 
in  spite  of  erasure  by  the  Master  of  the  Revels  under  the  statute.  Lower  down, 
the  folio  reads  amaz*d  for  '*  adverse." 
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To  God,  his  sovereign,  and  to  him,  disloyal ; 
Courageously,  and  with  a  free  desire. 
Attending  but  the  signal  to  begin. 

Mar.  Sound,  trumpets ;  and  set  forward,  combatants. 

[A  Charge  sounded. 
Stay !  the  king  hath  thrown  his  warder  down '. 

Jr.  Rich.  Let  them  lay  by  their  helmets  and  their  spears, 
And  both  return  back  to  their  chairs  again. — 
"Withdraw  with  us  ;  and  let  the  trumpets  sound, 
While  we  return  these  dukes  what  we  decree. — 

\A  long  flourish. 
Draw  near,  \_To  the  Combatants.']  and  list,  what  with  our 

council  we  have  done. 
For  that  our  kingdom's  earth  should  not  be  soil'd 
With  that  dear  blood  which  it  hath  fostered ; 
And  for  our  eyes  do  hate  the  dire  aspect 
Of  civil  woimds  ploughed  up  with  neighbours'  swords ; 
And  for  we  think  the  eagle- winged  pride 
Of  sky-aspiring  and  ambitious  thoughts, 
With  rival-hating  envy,  set  on  you 
To  wake  our  peace,  which  in  our  country's  cradle 
Draws  the  sweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  sleep ' ; 
Which  so  rous'd  up  with  boisterous  imtun'd  drums, 
With  harsh  resounding  trumpets'  dreadful  bray, 
And  grating  shock  of  wrathful  iron  arms. 
Might  &om  our  quiet  confines  Mght  fair  peace. 
And  make  us  wade  even  in  our  kindred's  blood : 
Therefore,  we  banish  you  our  territories  :— 
You,  cousin  Hereford,  upon  pain  of  life ", 

'  -»  hath  thrown  his  warder  down.]  A  warder,  says  Steevens,  appears  to 
have  heen  a  kind  of  truncheon,  carried  by  the  person  who  presided  at  these  single 
combats.  So,  in  Daniel's  '*  Civil  Wars/'  1596,  in  reference  to  this  transaction, 
Book  i.  St.  63  :— 

'*  When,  lo !  the  king  chang'd  suddenly  his  mind, 
Casts  down  his  warder^  and  so  stays  them  there." 
8b  John  Denham  (State  Poems,  i.  44)  calls  it,  not  a  "  warder"  but,  an  award: 
**  So  champions  hare  shar'd  the  lists  and  sun, 
The  judge  throws  down's  award  and  they  have  done." 
^  Draws  the  sweet  infant  breath  of  gentle  sleep ;]     It  is  not  easy  to  discover 
why  this  and  the  four  preceding  lines,  were  omitted  in  the  folio,  1623 :  nothing 
of  the  kind  can  be  more  beautifuL    They  are  fortunately  preserved  in  all  the  4tos, 
and  the  sense  is  incomplete  without  them. 

>  —  upon  pain  of  lipb,]  t.  e.  Of  the  loss  of  life.  Thus  all  the  4to.  editions, 
and  afterwards,  when  the  King  addresses  Norfolk :  the  folio,  1623,  with  obvious 
inconsistency,  has  '*  upon  pain  of  death  "  in  one  place,  and  "  upon  pain  of  /{/«  " 
in  another. 
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Till  twice  five  summers  have  enrich'd  our  fields, 

ShaU  not  regreet  our  fair  dominions, 

But  tread  the  stranger  paths  of  banishment. 

Baling.  Tour  will  be  done.     This  must  my  comfort  be, 
That  Sim  that  warms  you  here  shall  shine  on  me  ; 
And  those  his  golden  beams,  to  you  here  lent. 
Shall  point  on  me,  and  gild  my  banishment. 

K,  Rich.  Norfolk,  for  thee  remains  a  heavier  doom. 
Which  I  with  some  unwillingness  pronoimce : 
The  fly-slow  hours  shall  not  determinate  * 
The  dateless  limit  of  thy  dear  exile. 
The  hopeless  word  of — never  to  return 
Breathe  I  against  thee,  upon  pain  of  life. 

Nor.  A  heavy  sentence,  my  most  sovereign  Uege, 
And  all  imlook'd  for  from  your  highness*  mouth  : 
A  dearer  merit,  not  so  deep  a  maim 
As  to  be  cast  forth  in  the  common  air. 
Have  I  deserved  at  your  highness'  hands. 
The  language  I  have  leam'd  these  forty  years. 
My  native  English,  now  I  must  forego  ; 
And  now  my  tongue's  use  is  to  me  no  more, 
Than  an  unstringed  viol,  or  a  harp ; 
Or  like  a  cunning  instrument  cas'd  up, 
Or,  being  open,  put  into  his  hands 
That  knows  no  touch  to  tune  the  harmony. 
Within  my  mouth  you  have  enjail'd  my  tongue. 
Doubly  portcullis'd,  with  my  teeth  and  lips ; 
And  dull,  unfeeling,  barren  ignorance 
Is  made  my  jailor  to  attend  on  me. 
I  am  too  old  to  fawn  upon  a  nurse, 
Too  far  in  years  to  be  a  pupil  now ; 
What  is  thy  sentence,  then,  but  speechless  death  *, 
Which  robs  my  tongue  from  breathing  native  breath  P 

K.  Rich.  It  boots  thee  not  to  be  compassionate  : 
After  our  sentence  plaining  comes  too  late. 

*  The  PLY-SLOW  honn  shall  not  determinate]  The  folio,  1623,  has  sly  thw 
(not  with  a  hyphen  as  Mr.  Singer  erroneously  quotes  it),  and  so  also  some  copies 
of  the  folio,  1632 ;  but  in  others  the  compound  epithet  seems  to  hare  been  amended 
in  the  press  to  "  fly-slow."  In  the  corr.  fo.  1632  *ly  iiow  is  altered  to  '*  fly -slow/' 
and  a  hyphen  properly  interposed,  "  fly-slow."  Pope  preferred  *'  fly-slow,"  very 
reasonably. 

*  What  is  thy  sentence,  then,  but  speechless  death,]  '*  Then  "  is  found  in 
the  first  and  other  folios :  it  is  clearly  necessary  to  the  measure,  and  perhaps  had 
originally  dropped  out  from  the  4to8. 
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Nor,  Then,  thus  I  turn  me  from  my  country's  light, 
To  dwell  in  solemn  shades  of  endless  night.  [Retiring. 

K,  Rich.  E/etum  again,  and  take  an  oath  with  thee. 
Lay  on  our  royal  sword  your  banish'd  hands ; 
Swear  by  the  duty  that  ye  owe  to  God, 
(Our  part  therein  we  banish  with  yourselves) 
To  keep  the  oath  that  we  administer  : — 
You  never  shall  (so  help  you  truth  and  God !) 
Embrace  each  other's  love  in  banishment ; 
Nor  never  look  upon  each  other's  face  * ; 
Nor  never  write,  regreet,  nor 'reconcile 
This  lowering  tempest  of  your  home-bred  hate  ; 
Nor  never  by  advised  purpose  meet. 
To  plot,  contrive,  or  complot  any  ill, 
'GFainst  us,  our  state,  our  subjects,  or  our  land. 

BoUng,  I  swear. 

Nor.  And  I,  to  keep  aU  this.       [Kimng  the  King^s  9word*, 

Boling.  Norfolk,  so  fare,  as  to  mine  enemy '. 
By  this  time,  had  the  king  permitted  us. 
One  of  our  souls  had  wander'd  in  the  air, 
Banish'd  this  frail  sepulchre  of  our  flesh. 
As  now  our  flesh  is  banish'd  from  this  land : 
Confess  thy  treasons,  ere  thou  fly  the  realm ; 
Since  thou  hast  far  to  go,  bear  not  along 
The  clogging  burden  of  a  guUty  soul. 

Nor.  No,  Bolingbroke  :  if  ever  I  were  traitor, 
My  name  be  blotted  from  the  book  of  life. 
And  I  irom  heaven  banish'd,  as  from  hence. 
But  what  thou  art,  God,  thou,  and  I  do  know; 
And  all  too  soon,  I  fear,  the  king  shall  rue. — 
Farewell,  my  liege. — ^Now  no  way  can  I  stray : 
Save  back  to  England,  all  the  world's  my  way.  [Exit. 

'  Nor  NEVER  look  upon  each  other's  face ;]  This  reduplication  of  the  negative 
was  the  language  of  Shakespeare's  time,  and  is  preserved  in  all  the  4to.  editions : 
the  folio,  1623,  has  "  Nor  ever,'*  &c. 

'  Kissing  the  King's  sword.]  This  is  a  MS.  stage-direction  in  the  corr.  fo. 
1632,  and  shows  the  precise  manner  in  which  the  oath  was  administered,  and  re- 
ceived on  the  stage  in  the  time  of  the  old  annotator. 

^  Norfolk,  so  PARE,  as  to  mine  enemy.]  This  line  presents  a  difficulty  arising 
out  of  a  textual  discordance :  the  folio,  161^,  alone  has  far,  for  '*  fare  "  of  all  the 
earlier  copies,  and  hence  some  have  supposed  (the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe  among  the 
number)  that  Bolingbroke  wished  to  warn  Mowbray  that  he  was  not  his  friend. 
What  should  have  reconciled  them  ?  How  could  Mowbray  have  imagined  his 
adversary  any  thing  but  his  enemy  ?  The  clear  meaning  is,  (if  commentators 
would  but  allow  themselves  to  see  it,)  ''  Norfolk,  so  fare,  as  I  wish  to  mine  enemy." 
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K,  Rich.  Unde,  even  in  the  glasses  of  thine  eyes 
I  see  thy  grieved  heart :  thy  sad  aspect 
Hath  from  the  number  of  his  banish'd  years 
Pluek'd  four  away. — \To  Boling.]  Six  frozen  winters  spent. 
Return  with  welcome  home  from  banishment. 

Boling.  How  long  a  time  lies  in  one  little  word ! 
Four  lagging  winters  and  four  wanton  springs, 
End  in  a  word :  such  is  the  breath  of  kings. 

Gaunt.  I  thank  my  liege  that,  in  regard  of  me. 
He  shortens  four  years  of  my  son's  exile ; 
But  little  vantage  shall  I  reap  thereby, 
For,  ere  the  six  years,  that  he  hath  to  spend. 
Can  change  their  moons,  and  bring  their  times  about, 
My  oil-dried  lamp,  and  time-bewasted  light. 
Shall  be  extinct  with  age  and  endless  night : 
My  inch  of  taper  will  be  burnt  and  done. 
And  blindfold  death  not  let  me  see  my  son. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle,  thou  hast  many  years  to  live. 

Gaunt.  But  not  a  minute,  king,  that  thou  canst  give : 
Shorten  my  days  thou  canst  with  sullen  sorrow ', 
And  pluck  nights  from  me,  but  not  lend  a  morrow. 
Thou  canst  help  time  to  furrow  me  with  age, 
But  stop  no  wrinkle  in  his  pilgrimage : 
Thy  word  is  current  with  him  for  my  death, 
But,  dead,  thy  kingdom  cannot  buy  my  breath. 

JT.  Rich.  Thy  son  is  banish'd  upon  good  advice, 
Whereto  thy  tongue  a  party- verdict  gave  : 
Why  at  our  justice  seem'st  thou,  then,  to  lower  P 

Gaunt.  Things  sweet  to  taste  prove  in  digestion  sour. 
You  urg'd  me  as  a  judge ;  but  I  had  rather 
You  would  have  bid  me  argue  like  a  father. 
0 !  had  it  been  a  stranger,  not  my  child. 
To  smooth  his  fault  I  should  have  been  more  mild : 
A  partial  slander  sought  I  to  avoid, 
And  in  the  sentence  my  own  life  destroyed '. 
Alas  !  I  look'd  when  some  of  you  should  say, 
I  was  too  strict,  to  make  mine  own  away ; 
But  you  gave  leave  to  my  imwilling  tongue, 
Against  my  will,  to  do  myself  this  wrong. 

■  —  with  SULLEN  sorrow,]  The  folios  read  tudden.  Here  again,  as  in  "  King 
John/'  A.  i.  sc.  2,  p.  126,  we  have  sudden  and  *'  sullen  ''  confounded. 

*  And  in  the  sentence  mj  own  life  destroy 'd.]  This  and  the  three  preceding 
linet  are  omitted  in  the  folio  editions. 


236f  KING  RICHAED  H.  [aCT  I. 

JST.  Mich.  Cousiii,  farewell ; — and,  uncle,  bid  him  bo  : 
Six  years  we  banish  him,  and  he  shall  go. 

[^Flourish.    Exeunt  King  Eichard  and  Train. 

Aum.  Cousin,  farewell :  what  presence  must  not  know, 
From  where  do  you  remain,  let  paper  show. 

Mar.  My  lord,  no  leave  take  I ;  for  I  will  ride, 
As  far  as  land  will  let  me,  by  your  side. 

Gaunt.  0  !  to  what  purpose  dost  thou  hoard  thy  words, 
That  thou  retum'st  no  greeting  to  thy  Mends  P 

Baling.  I  have  too  few  to  take  my  leave  of  you. 
When  the  tongue's  office  should  be  prodigal 
To  breathe  th'  abimdant  dolour  of  the  heart. 

Gaunt.  Thy  grief  is  but  thy  absence  for  a  time. 

Baling.  Joy  absent,  grief  is  present  for.  that  time. 

Gaunt.  What  is  six  winters  ?  they  are  qmckly  gone. 

Baling.  To  men  in  joy ;  but  grief  makes  one  hour  ten. 

Gaunt.  Call  it  a  ti^vel,  that  thou  tak'st  for  pleasure. 

Baling.  My  heart  will  sigh  when  I  miscall  it  iao. 
Which  finds  it  an  enforced  pilgrimage. 

Gaunt.  The  sullen  passage  of  thy  weary  steps 
Esteem  a  foil,  wherein  thou  art  to  set 
The  precious  jewel  of  thy  home-return. 

Baling.  Nay,  rather,  every  tedious  stride  I  make  '* 
Will  but  remember  me,  what  a  deal  of  world 
I  wander  from  the  jewels  that  I  love. 
Must  I  not  serve  a  long  apprenticehood 
To  foreign  passages,  and  in  the  end. 
Having  my  freedom,  boast  of  nothing  else 
But  that  I  was  a  journeyman  to  grief? 

Gaunt.  All  places  that  the  eye  of  heaven  visits, 
Are  to  a  wise  man  ports  and  happy  havens. 
Teach  thy  necessity  to  reason  thus  ; 
There  is  no  virtue  like  necessity  : 
Think  not  the  king  did  banish  thee. 
But  thou  the  king :  woe  doth  the  heavier  sit 
Where  it  perceives  it  is  but  faintly  borne. 
Go,  say  I  sent  thee  forth  to  purchase  honour. 
And  not  the  king  exil'd  thee  ;  or  suppose. 
Devouring  pestilence  hangs  in  our  air, 

1®  Nay,  rather,  every  tedious  stride  I  make]  This  and  the  twenty-fire  next 
lines  are  in  all  the  4to.  editions,  but  omitted  in  the  folio  of  1623  and  of  course 
in  the  other  folios — perhaps  for  the  sake  of  shortening  the  performance  on  the 
stage. 
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And  thou  art  flying  to  a  fresher  clime : 

Look,  what  thy  soul  holds  dear,  imagine  it 

To  lie  that  way  thou  go'st,  not  whence  thou  com'st. 

Suppose  the  singing  birds  musicians, 

The  grass  whereon  thou  tread'st  the  presence  strew*d. 

The  flowers  fair  ladies,  and  thy  steps  no  more 

Than  a  delightful  measure,  or  a  dance ; 

For  gnarling  sorrow  hath  less  power  to  bite 

The  man  that  mocks  at  it,  and  sets  it  light. 

Boling,  0  !  who  can  hold  a  Are  in  his  hand 
By  thinking  on  the  frosty  Caucasus  P 
Or  cloy  the  hungry  edge  of  appetite 
By  bare  imagination  of  a  feast  P 
Or  wallow  naked  in  December  snow 
By  thinking. on  fantastic  summer's  heat  P 
0 !  no :  the  apprehension  of  the  good 
GKves  but  the  greater  feeling  to  the  worse : 
Fell  sorrow's  tooth  doth  never  rankle  more, 
Than  when  he  bites  *,  but  lanceth  not  the  sore. 

Gaunt.  Come,  come,  my  son,  I'll  bring  thee  on  thy  way  : 
Had  I  thy  youth  and  cause,  I  would  not  stay. 

Baling.  Then,   England's    ground,    farewell!    sweet    soil^ 
adieu; 
My  mother,  and  my  nurse,  that  bears  me  yet ! 
Where-e'er  I  wander,  boast  of  this  I  can. 
Though  banish'd,  yet  a  truebom  Englishman.  [Exeunt. 


SCEI^  IV. 


The  Same.    A  Room  in  the  King's  Castle. 

Enter  King  Richard,  Bagot,  and  Green,  at  me  door; 

AuMERLE  at  another. 

K.  Rich.  We  did  observe  *. — Cousin  Aimierle, 


1  Than  when  hk  bites,]  The  4to.  of  1597  reads  he,  and  so,  we  are  persuaded, 
Shakespeare  wrote ;  but  later  copies  have  it  for  '*  he :"  the  poet  personifies  sorrow. 
In  the  preceding  line  the  folio,  1623,  misprints  ** never"  eter. 

'  We  did  observe.]  These  words  are  addressed  by  the  King  to  Bagot  and 
Green,  and  are  the  continuation  of  something  that  had  passed  between  them  before 
their  entrance.  Bushy  is  mentioned  in  the  old  stage-direction  of  the  4t08,  but  he 
does  not  in  fiict  enter  till  afterwards. 
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How  far  brought  you  Mgli  Hereford  on  his  way  P 
Aum.  I  brought  high  Hereford,  if  you  call  him  so. 

But  to  the  next  highway,  and  there  I  left  him. 

JST.  liich.  And  say,  what  store  of  parting  tears  were  shed  P 
Aum,  'Faith,  none  for  me ;  except  the  north-east  wind. 

Which  then  blew  bitterly  against  our  fewjes  *, 

Awak'd  the  sleeping  rhemn,  and  so  by  chance 

Did  grace  our  hollow  parting  with  a  tear. . 

K.  Rich.   What  said  our  cousin,  when  you  parted  with 

himP 
Aum.    Farewell :    and^   for  my  heart  disdained  that  my 
tongue 

Should  so  profane  the  word,  that  taught  me  craft 

To  counterfeit  oppression  of  such  grief. 

That  words  seem'd  buried  in  my  sorrow's  grave. 

Marry,  would  the  word  "  farewell "  have  lengthen'd  hours. 

And  added  years  to  his  short  banishment, 

He  should  have  had  a  volume  of  farewells ; 

But,  since  it  would  not,  he  had  none  of  me. 

K.  Rich,  He  is  our  cousin,  cousin ;  but  'tis  doubt. 

When  time  shall  call  him  home  from  banishment, 

Whether  our  kinsman  come  to  see  his  friends. 

Ourself,  and  Bushy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green  *, 

Observ'd  his  courtship  to  the  common  people : 

How  he  did  seem  to  dive  into  their  hearts. 

With  humble  and  familiar  courtesy ; 

What  reverence  he  did  throw  away  on  slaves ; 

Wooing  poor  craftsmen  with  the  craft  of  smiles  *, 

And  patient  imderbearing  of  his  fortune. 

As  'twere  to  banish  their  affects  with  him. 

Off  goes  his  bonnet  to  an  oyster- wench ; 

A  brace  of  draymen  bid  God  speed  him  well. 

And  had  the  tribute  of  his  supple  knee, 


*  Which  then  blew  bitterly  against  onr  faces,]  The  folio,  1023«  reads,  '*  Which 
then  grew  bitterly/'  flee. ;  a  misprint  followed  by  the  later  impressions  of  the  same 
Yolume :  every  4to.  edition  has  *'  blew/'  and  grew  is  altered  to  "  blew  **  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632.  The  earlier  4to8.  also  have  "laces"  ioT  face  of  the  folio,  and 
"  sleeping ''  for  tleepy  in  the  next  line. 

*  Ourself,  and  Bashy,  Bagot  here,  and  Green,]  This  line  (with  the  traas* 
position  of  "  here '')  is  from  the  folio,  1623 :  the  4tos.  merely  have  "  Ourself  and 
Bushy  /'  but  Bushy  was  not  on  the  stage,  entering  some  time  afterwards. 

'  — ^  with  the  craft  of  smiles,]  It  is  **  with  the  craft  of  eouU  "  in  all  the  folios, 
but  "  craft  of  smiles  "  of  all  the  4t08.  is  of  course  the  true  text,  and  to  that  it  ia 
amended  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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With — "  Thanks,  my  countrymen,  my  loving  Mends ;" — 
As  were  our  England  in  reversion  his, 
And  he  our  subjects*  next  degree  in  hope. 

Green.  Well,  he  is  gone ;  and  with  him  go  these  thoughts. 
Now  for  the  rebels,  which  stand  out  in  Ireland, 
Expedient  manage  *  must  be  made,  my  liege, 
Ere  farther  leisure  yield  them  farther  means. 
For  their  advantage,  and  your  highness'  loss. 

K.  Mich.  We  will  ourself  in  person  to  this  war : 
And,  for  our  coffers,  with  too  great  a  court 
And  liberal  largess,  are  grown  somewhat  light. 
We  are  enforc'd  to  farm  our  royal  realm ; 
The  revenue  whereof  shall  fiimish  us 
For  our  affairs  in  hand.     If  that  come  short. 
Our  substitutes  at  home  shall  have  blank  charters ; 
Whereto,  when  they  shall  know  what  men  are  rich, 
They  shall  subscribe  them  for  large  sums  of  gold, 
And  send  them  after  to  supply  our  wants. 
For  we  will  make  for  Ireland  presently. 

JEnter  Bushy  '. 

Bushy,  what  news  ? 

Bushy.  Old  John  of  Gaimt  is  grievous  sick,  my  lord  *, 
Suddenly  taken,  and  hath  sent  post-haste 
To  entreat  your  majesty  to  visit  him. 

JST.  Sich.  Where  lies  he  now  P 

Bushy.  At  Ely-house,  my  liege  *. 

K.  Rich.  Now  put  it,  God,  in  his  physician's  mind, 
To  help  him  to  his  grave  immediately ! 
The  lining  of  his  coffers  shall  make  coats 
To  deck  our  soldiers  for  these  Irish  wars. — 
Come,  gentlemen ;  let's  all  go  visit  him  : 
Pray  God,  we  may  make  haste,  and  come  too  late !     [Exeunt 

'  Expedient  maiiage]  i.  e.  Expeditious  conduct,  or  arrangements, 
f  Enter  Bushy.]     The  old  stage-direction,  as  if  to  indicate  that  Bushy  was  to 
enter  in  haste,  has  "  Enter  Bushy  with  news." 
*  —  is  OKISV0U8  sick,  my  lord,]     The  folio,  1623»  poorly  substitutes  very  for 


"  grieyous." 


'  At  Ely-house,  mt  liege.]  The  words  "  my  liege,"  and  "  now  **  in  the  line 
sboTe,  are  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  it  is  clear  that  the  measure  requires  them,  and 
there  can  be  little  doubt  that  in  some  way  they  made  their  escape. 
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ACT  n.    SCENE  I. 

London.    An  Apartment  in  Ely-house. 

Gaunt  on  a  Couch;  the  D^uke  o/'Tork,  and  Others,  standing 

by  him. 

Gaunt.  Will  the  king  come,  that  I  may  breathe  my  last 
In  wholesome  counsel  to  his  unstaid  youth  P 

Tork.  Vex  not  yourself,  nor  strive  not  with  your  breath ; 
For  all  in  vain  comes  counsel  to  his  ear. 

Gaunt.  0 !  but  they  say,  the  tongues  of  d^ing  men 
Enforce  attention  like  deep  harmony : 
Where  words  are  scarce,  they  are  seldom  spent  in  vain ; 
For  they  breathe  truth  that  breathe  their  words  in  pain. 
He  that  no  more  must  say  is  listen'd  more. 

Than  they  whom  youth  and  ease  have  taught  to  glose ; 
More  are  men's  ends  mark'd,  than  their  Uves  before. 

The  setting  sun,  and  music  at  the  close  ^ 
As  the  last  taste  of  sweets,  is  sweetest  last. 
Writ  in  remembrance  more  than  things  long  past. 
Though  Richard  my  life's  counsel  would  not  hear, 
My  death's  sad  tale  may  yet  undeaf  his  ear. 

Tork.  No ;  it  is  stopp'd  with  other  flattering  sounds. 
As  praises  of  his  state :  then,  there  are  found ' 
Lascivious  metres,  to  whose  venom  sound 
The  open  ear  of  youth  doth  always  listen : 
Keport  of  fashions  in  proud  Italy ; 
Whose  manners  still  our  tardy  apish  nation 
Limps  after,  in  base  imitation. 
Where  doth  the  world  thrust  forth  a  vanity, 
So  it  be  new  there's  no  respect  how  vile. 
That  is  not  quickly  buzz'd  into  his  ears  ? 

1  —  and  music  at  the  dose,]  The  folios  have  ''music  is  the  dose:"  our 
reading  is  that  of  the  4to,  1597 :  the  later  4tos.  print  glote  for  **  dose."  The 
passage  is  quoted  in  **  England's  Parnassus,"  1600,  p.  54,  as  in  our  text,  and  it  is 
so  amended  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1 632. 

*  As  praises  of  his  state :  then,  there  are  found]  The  two  earliest  4to8,  those 
of  1 597  and  1 598,  give  this  line,  **  As  praises,  of  whose  taste  the  wise  are  found," 
which  yields  admirable  sense,  if  we  retAfond  for  "  found,"  a  very  easy  corruption  : 
the  meaning  would  then  be,  that  even  the  wise  are  fond  of  the  taste  of  praise.  The 
two  4tos.  of  1608  and  1615  have  the  line  as  in  our  text,  and  they  are  followed  by 
the  folio,  1623 :  these  authorities  we  feel  unwillingly  bound  to  take. 
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Then,  all  too  late '  comes  counsel  to  be  heard. 
Where  will  doth  mutiny  with  wit's  regard. 
Direct  not  him,  whose  way  himself  will  choose : 
'Tis  breath  thou  lack'st,  and  that  breath  wilt  thou  lose. 

Gaunt.  Methinks,  I  am  a  prophet  new  inspired. 
And  thus,  expiring,  do  foretell  of  him. 
His  rash  fierce  blaze  of  riot  cannot  last. 
For  violent  fires  soon  bum  out  themselves ; 
Small  showers  last  long,  but  sudden  storms  are  short ; 
He  tires  betimes,  that  spurs  too  fast  betimes ; 
With  eager  feeding  food  doth  choke  the  feeder : 
Light  vanity,  insatiate  cormorant. 
Consuming  means,  soon  preys  upon  itself. 
This  royal  throne  of  kings,  this  scepter'd  isle. 
This  earth  of  majesty,  this  seat  of  Mars, 
This  other  Eden,  demi-paradise ; 
This  fortress,  built  by  nature  for  herself. 
Against  infection  *,  and  the  hand  of  war ; 
This  happy  breed  of  men,  this  little  world, 
This  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea. 
Which  serves  it  in  the  office  of  a  wall. 
Or  as  a  moat  defensive  to  a  house. 
Against  the  envy  of  less  happier  lands ; 
This  blessed  plot,  this  earth,  this  realm,  this  England^ 
This  nurse,  this  teeming  womb  of  royal  kings, 
Fear'd  by  their  breed,  and  famous  by  their  birth  *, 
Renowned  for  their  deeds  as  far  from  home. 
For  Christian  service  and  true  chivalry, 
As  is  the  sepulchre  in  stubborn  Jewry 
Of  the  world's  ransom,  blessed  Mary^s  Son : 
This  land  of  such  dear  souls,  this  dear,  dear  land. 
Dear  for  her  reputation  through  the  world, 

*  Thin,  all  too  late]  So  the  4to8  :  the  folios  read  *'  Ilkat,'*  which  is  altered 
to  **Then"  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 

*  Against  iNrKcrioN,]  Every  ancient  copy,  4to.  and  folio,  has  '*  infection/' 
and  it  affords  the  clearest  possible  meaning.  In  **  England's  Ptonassns,"  1800» 
p.  348,  this  line,  among  others,  is  misquoted,  for  there  we  read  "  against  m/et/ton/' 
which  led  Farmer  to  conjecture  that  we  ought  to  read  infettion.  If  this  authority 
were  to  guide  us,  we  ought  also  to  read  fulher  on  **  For  charity ^  service,  and  true 
chivalry,"  instead  of  "  For  Christian  service,"  &c.  There  cannot,  we  apprehend, 
be  a  moment's  doubt  as  to  the  propriety  of  adhering  to  the  Uction  of  every  old 
edition,  and  of  rejecting  that  of  nearly  every  modem  one. 

*  —  and  famous  bt  their  birth,]  This  text  is  that  of  all  the  4tos :  the 
folio,  1623,  has  **  famous/or  their  birth,"  but  it  is  amended  to  **  by  their  birth  " 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  ' 

VOL.  III.  R 
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Is  now  leas'd  out,  I  die  pronouncing  it, 
Like  to  a  tenement,  or  pelting  farm. 
England,  bound  in  witli  the  triumphant  sea, " 
Whose  rocky  shore  beat«  back  the  envious  siege 
Of  watery  Neptune,  is  now  bound  in  with  shame, 
With  inky  blots,  and  rotten  parchment  bonds : 
That  England,  that  was  wont  to  conquer  others. 
Hath  made  a  shameM  conquest  of  itself. 
Ah !  would  the  scandal  vanish  with  my  life, 
How  happy  then  were  my  ensuing  death. 

JEnter  King  Richard,  and  Queen  ;  Adi^erle,  Bushy,  Greek, 

Bagot^  Ross^  and  Willoughby. 

York.  The  king  is  come :  deal  mildly  with  his  youth ; 

For  young  hot  colts,  being  urg'd,  do  rage  the  more  *. 
Queen.  How  fares  our  noble  imcle,  Lancaster  P 
K,  Rich.  What,  comfort,  man !  How  is't  with  aged  Gaunt  ? 
Gaunt.  O,  how  that  name  befits  my  composition ! 

Old  Gaunt,  indeed ;  and  gaunt  in  being  old : 

Within  me  grief  hath  kept  a  tedious  fast ; 

And  who  abstains  irom  meat  that  is  not  gaunt  P 

For  sleeping  England  long  time  have  I  watch'd ; 

Watching  breeds  leanness,  leanness  is  all  gaunt : 

The  pleasure  that  some  fathers  feed  upon 

l8  my  strict  faat,  I  mean  my  chUdren's  looks ; 

And  therein  fasting  hast  thou  made  me  gaunt. 

Ghkunt  am  I  for  the  grave,  gaimt  as  a  grave. 

Whose  hollow  womb  inherits  nought  but  bones. 

K.  Mich.  Can  sick  men  play  so  nicely  with  their  names  P 
Gaunt.  No ;  misery  makes  sport  to  mock  itself: 

Since  thou  dost  seek  to  kill  my  name  in  me, 

I  mock  my  name,  great  king,  to  flatter  thee. 

K.  Rich.  Should  dying  men  flatter  with  those  that  live '  P 
Gaunt.  No,  no ;  men  Uving  flatter  those  that  die. 

*  For  yomig  hot  colta,  being  uro'd,  do  rage  the  more.]  In  all  the  early  oopies 
the  line  stands  "  For  young  hot  oolts,  being  rag^d^  do  rage  the  more,"  than  which 
Bothing  can  be  more  undeniable ;  but  Shakespeare  meant  no  such  truism.  Our 
emendation  is  that  of  the  corr.  fb.  1632,  and  it  shows  that  rag'd  is  a  misprint 
for  *'urg'd :"  urge  a  hot  polt  and  he  rages  the  more  is  what  is  meant;  and  since 
this  new  reading  has  been  published,  editors  have  .become  sensible  that  rag*d  must 
he  wrong.    We  alter  the  text  accordingly. 

'  —  flatter  with  those  that  Utc?]  The  folio,  1623,  omits  the  prepoeitioii. 
Farther  on  it  reads,  <*  /  see  thee  ill :"  the  4to8,  **  and  see  thee  ill." 
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K.  Rich,  Thou,  now  a-dying,  say^st — ^thou  flatter'st  me. 

Gaunt.  0 !  no ;  thou  diest,  though  I  the  sicker  be. 

K,  Mich.  I  am  in  health,  I  breathe,  and  see  thee  ill. 

Gaunt  Now,  He  that  made  me  knows  I  see  thee  ill ; 
HI  in  myself  to  see,  and  in  thee  seeing  ill. 
Thy  death-bed  is  no  lesser  than  the  land, 
Wherein  thou  Uest  in  reputation  sick ; 
And  thou,  too  careless  patient  as  thou  art, 
Commit'st  thy  'nointed  body  to  the  cure 
Of  those  physicians  that  first  woimded  thee. 
A  thousand  flatterers  sit  within  thy  crown. 
Whose  compass  is  no  bigger  than  thy  head. 
And  yet,  incaged  in  so  small  a  verge ', 
The  waste  is  no  whit  lesser  than  thy  land. 
0  !  had  thy  grandsire,  with  a  prophet's  eye, 
Seen  how  his  son's  son  should  destroy  his  sons. 
From  forth  thy  reach  he  would  have  laid  thy  shame, 
Deposing  thee  before  thou  wert  possessed. 
Which  art  possess'd  now  to  depose  thyself. 
Why,  cousin,  wert  thou  regent  of  the  world. 
It  were  a  shame  to  let  this  land  by  lease  ; 
But  for  thy  world  enjoying  but  this  land. 
Is  it  not  more  than  shame  to  shame  it  so  P 
Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now,  not  king  • : 
Thy  state  of  law  is  bondslave  to  the  law. 
And  thou — 

K,  Rich.      A  lunatic  lean-witted  fool  *, 


*  And  jet,  incagko  in  so  small  a  verge,]    The  four  early  4tos.  have  iura^ed: 
the  literal  error  was  corrected  iu  the  first  folio. 

'  Landlord  of  England  art  thon  now,  not  king :]     In  the  old  copies,  this  line  is 
diflerentlj  printed:  in  the  4to,  1597»  thos: — 

**  Landlord  of  England  art  thou  now  not,  not  king  ;** 
and  so  it  is  repeated  in  the  4tos.  of  1598  and  1608 ;  bnt  that  of  1615  substitutes 
nor  for  the  last  not.    The  folio,  1623,  reads, 

**  Landlord  of  England  art  thou,  and  not  king ;" 
wluch  is  moch  less  forcible  than  our  text,  in  which  the  repetition  of  the  negative, 
injurious  to  the  metre  and  to  the  sense  of  the  passage,  is  omitted.    None  of  the 
commentators  have  pointed  out  the  variation.    The  allusion,  of  course,  is  to  the 
manner  in  which  Ricliard  had  let  out  his  kingdom  **  to  farm." 

^  And  thou — 

K.  Rick.  A  lunatic  lean-witted  fool,]  It  is  astonishing  to  see  a  man 
like  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  not  perceiving,  that  here  Richard  continues  the  sentence 
which  Cvaunt  has  begun  with  the  words  "  And  thou — .*'  The  king  impatientiy 
inteArupts  the  dying  man,  refusing  longer  to  listen  to  reproof :  Richard,  therefore, 
most  properly  makes  **  thou,"  which  Graunt  had  used,  the  nominative  case  to 
*'  dar'st "  in  the  next  line  but  one.    Besides,  the  most  unpractised  ear  must  per- 
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Presuming  on  an  ague's  privilege, 

Dar'st  with  thy  frozen  admonition 

Make  pale  our  cheek,  chasing  the  royal  blood ' 

With  fury  from  his  native  residence. 

Now,  by  my  seat's  right  royal  majesty, 

Wert  thou  not  brother  to  great  Edward's  son. 

This  tongue  that  runs  so  roimdly  in  thy  head. 

Should  rim  thy  head  from  thy  imreverend  shoulders. 

Gaunt  0 !  spare  me  not,  my  brother  Edward's  son, 
For  that  I  was  his  father  Edward's  son : 
That  Wood  already,  like  the  pelican. 
Hast  thou  tapp'd  out,  and  drunkenly  carous'd. 
My  brother  Gloster,  plain  well-meaning  soul, 
Whom  fair  befal  in  heaven  'mongst  happy  souls ! 
May  be  a  precedent  and  witness  good. 
That  thou  respect'st  not  spilling  Edward's  blood. 
Join  with  the  present  sickness  that  I  have. 
And  thy  imkindness  be  like  crooked  age. 
To  crop  at  once  a  too-long  withered  flower. 
Live  in  thy  shame,  but  die  not  shame  with  thee : 
These  words  hereafter  thy  tormentors  be ! — 
Convey  me  to  my  bed,  then  to  my  grave : 
Love  they  to  Uve,  that  love  and  honour  have. 

[^Exit,  borne  out  by  Attendants. 

K.  Rich.  And  let  them  die,  that  age  and  sullens  have, 
For  both  hast  thou,  and  both  become  the  grave. 

York.  I  do  beseech  ypur  majesty,  impute  his  words 
To  wayward  sickliness  and  age  in  him : 
He  loves  you,  on  my  life,  and  holds  you  dear 
As  Harry,  duke  of  Hereford,  were  he  here. 

K.  Rich.  Right,  you  say  true ;  as  Hereford's  love,  so  his : 
As  their's,  so  mine ;  and  all  be  as  it  is. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

North.  "iJLj  liege,  old  Gaunt  commends  him  to  your  ma- 
jesty. 
K.  Rich.  What  says  he  P 
North.  Nay,  nothing ;  all  is  said. 

odve,  that  to  make  Richard  repeat  "  And/'  as  in  the  folios,  gives  the  line  a  ivper- 
abundant  syllable.  We  adhere  to  the  language  and  regulation  of  all  the  4to. 
editions,  which  are  on  every  account  preferable,  and  which  we  are  confident*  Mr. 
Dyoe  will  hereafter  himself  adopt. 

'  ^  CHASING  the  royal  blood]     So  all  the  4to8 :  the  folio,  1623,  chajln^. 
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His  tongue  is  now  a  stringless  instrument : 
Words,  life,  and  all,  old  Lancaster  hatli  spent. 

York.  Be  York  the  next  that  must  be  bankrupt  so  I 
Though  death  be  poor,  it  ends  a  mortal  woe. 

K.  Rkh.  The  ripest  fruit  first  falls,  and  so  doth  he : 
His  time  is  spent ;  our  pilgrimage  must  be. 
So  much  for  that. — ^Now  for  our  Irish  wars. 
We  must  supplant  those  rough  rug-headed  kerns  *, 
Which  live  like  venom,  where  no  venom  else, 
But  only  they,  hath  privilege  to  live : 
And  for  these  great  a&irs  do  ask  some  charge, 
Towards  our  assistance  we  do  seize  to  us 
The  plate,  coin,  revenues,  and  moveables, 
Whereof  our  uncle  Gaimt  did  stand  possess'd. 

York.  How  long  shall  I  be  patient  P    Ah  I  how  long 
Shall  tender  duty  make  me  suffer  wrong  P 
Not  Gloster's  death,  nor  Hereford's  banishment, 
Not  Gaunt's  rebukes,  nor  England's  private  wrongs, 
Nor  the  prevention  of  poor  Bolingbroke 
About  his  marriage,  nor  my  own  disgrace. 
Have  ever  made  me  sour  my  patient  cheek. 
Or  bend  one  wrinkle  on  my  sovereign's  face. 
I  am  the  last  of  noble  Edward's  sons, 
Of  whom  thy  father,  prince  of  Wales,  was  first :     , 
In  war  was  never  lion  rag'd  more  fierce. 
In  peace  was  never  gentle  lamb  more  mild. 
Than  was  that  yoimg  and  princely  gentleman. 
His  face  thou  hast,  for  even  so  look'd  he, 
Accomplish'd  with  the  number  of  thy  hours  * ; 
But  when  he  frown'd,  it  was  against  the  French, 
And  not  against  his  friends :  his  noble  hand 
Did  win  what  he  did  spend,  and  spent  not  that 
Which  his  triumphant  father's  hand  had  won : 
His  hands  were  guilty  of  no  kindred  blood. 
But  bloody  with  the  enemies  of  his  kin. 

t  —  rog-headed  kerns,]  ''  Kerns  **  were  wild  Irish  foot-soldiers,  whose  heads 
were  like  the  rough  rtigt  which  the  peasantry  nsually  wore  as  outer  garments. 
Hence,  as  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  *'  Night  Walkes,"  A.  t.  sc.  1,  the  Irish  were 
sometimes  designated  as  rugt :  in  that  comedy  a  servant  speaks  of  **  a  Kilkenny 
rug,"  which  is  misprinted  '*  a  Kilkenny  ring  **  in  the  old  copies,  a  difficulty  no 
commentator  has  ever  been  able  to  overcome,  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  was  obliged 
to  giTO  up  the  matter  in  despair — so  easy  is  it  to  puzzle  editors. 

*  Accomplish'd  with  thk  number  of  thy  hours ;]  This  is  the  oorreot  reading 
of  the  folio,  1623 :  the  4tos.  all  have  the  indefinite  for  the  definite  artide. 
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0,  Bichard !  York  is  too  fer  gone  with  grief^ 
Or  else  he  never  would  compare  between. 

K.  Rich.  Why,  uncle^  what's  the  matter  P 

York,  0,  my  liege  1 

Pardon  me,  if  you  please ;  if  not,  I,  pleas'd 
Not  to  be  pardon'd,  am  content  withal. 
Seek  you  to  seize,  and  gripe  into  your  hands. 
The  royalties  and  rights  of  banish'd  Hereford  P 
Is  not  Gaunt  dead,  and  doth  not  Hereford  Uye  P 
Was  not  Gaunt  just,  and  is  not  Harry  true  P 
Did  not  the  one  deserve  to  have  an  heir  P 
Is  not  his  heir  a  well-deserving  son  P 
Take  Hereford's  rights  away,  and  take  from  time 
His  charters  and  his  customary  rights ; 
Let  not  to-morrow,  then,  ensue  to-day ; 
Be  not  thyself ;  for  how  art  thou  a  king, 
But  by  fair  sequence  and  succession  P 
Now,  afore  God  (God  forbid,  I  say  true !) 
If  you  do  wrongfully  seize  Hereford's  rights. 
Gall  in  the  letters  patents  that  he  hath 
By  his  attomies-general  to  sue 
His  livery ',  and  deny  his  offer'd  homage, 
You  pluck  a  thousand  dangers  on  your  head, 
You  lose  a.  thousand  well-disposed  hearts. 
And  prick  my  tender  patience  to  those  thoughts, 
Which  honour  and  allegiance  cannot  think. 

JT.  Rich.  Think  what  you  will :  we  seize  into  our  hands 
His  plate,  his  goods,  his  money,  and  his  lands. 

York.  I'll  not  be  by  the  while.     My  liege,  farewell : 
What  will  ensue  hereof,  there's  none  can  tell ; 
But  by  bad  courses  may  be  understood. 
That  their  events  can  never  fall  out  good.  [Exit. 

K.  Rich,  Go,  Bushy,  to  the  earl  of  Wiltshire  straight : 
Bid  him  repair  to  us  to  Ely-house, 
To  see  this  business.     To-morrow  next 
We  will  for  Ireland ;  and  'tis  time,  I  trow : 
And  we  create,  in  absence  of  ourself, 

'  His  LiTBRT,]  *'  On  the  death  of  eveiy  person  (says  Malone)  who  held  by 
knight's  service,  the  escheator  of  the  court  in  which  he  died  sammoned  a  jury, 
who  inquired  what  estate  he  died  seized  of,  and  of  what  age  his  next  heir  wa^ 
If  he  was  under  age,  he  became  a  ward  of  the  king ;  but  if  he  was  found  to  be  of 
Ibll  age,  he  then  had  a  right  to  sue  out  a  writ  of  outter  le  maiut  that  is,  his  livery^ 
that  the  king's  hand  might  be  taken  off,  and  the  land  delivered  to  him."  This  is 
▼ery  shortly,  and  very  correctly  stated* 
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Our  unde  York  lord  governor  of  England, 
For  lie  is  just,  and  always  loVd  us  well. — 
Come  on,  our  queen  ;  to-morrow  must  we  part ; 
Be  merry,  for  our  time  of  stay  is  short. 

[Flaurkh. 
\_JExeunt  King,  Queen,  Busht,  Aumerle, 
Green,  and  Baoot. 

North.  Well,  lords,  the  duke  of  Lancaster  is  dead. 

Boss.  And  living  too,  for  now  his  son  is  duke. 

JFillo.  Barely  in  title,  not  in  revenues. 

North,  Richly  in  both,  if  justice  had  her  right. 

Boss.  My  heart  is  great ;  but  it  must  break  with  silence, 
Ere't  be  disburdened  with  a  liberal  tongue. 

North,  Nay,  speak  thy  mind;   and  let  him  ne'er  speak 
more. 
That  speaks  thy  words  again  to  do  thee  harm  I 

JFillo,  Tends  that  thou'dst  speak  to  the  duke  of  Hereford  P 
If  it  be  so,  out  with  it  boldly,  man ; 
Quick  is  mine  ear  to  hear  of  good  towards  him. 

JRoss.  No  good  at  all  that  I  can  do  for  himi 
Unless  you  call  it  good  to  pity  him. 
Bereft  and  gelded  of  his  patrimony. 

North,  Now,  afore  God,  'tis  shame  such  wrongs  are  borne 
In  him,  a  royal  prince,  and  many  more 
Of  noble  blood  in  this  declining  land. 
The  king  is  not  himself,  but  basely  led 
By  flatterers ;  and  what  they  will  inform^ 
Merely  in  hate,  'gainst  any  of  us  all. 
That  will  the  king  severely  prosecute, 
'Gainst  us,  our  wives,  our  children,  and  our  heirs  *. 

B088,  The  commons  hath  he  pill'd  with  grievous  taxes. 
And  quite  lost  their  hearts :  the  nobles  hath  he  fin'd 
For  ancient  quarrels,  and  quite  lost  their  hearts. 

Willo,  And  daily  new  exactions  are  devis'd, 
As  blanks,  benevolences,  and  I  wot  not  what. 
But  what,  o'  God's  name,  doth  become  of  this  ? 

*  'Giainst  ut,  our  wivbs,  our  children,  and  our  heirs.]  It  is  iivei  in  the  old 
copies,  but  sssuiedly  s  mistake  for  *' wives:"  the  words  "'gainst  us''  must  of 
course  mean  against  the  lives  of  the  conspirators,  and  the  rest  of  the  lino  is  devoted 
to  the  consideration  of  their  wives  and  families.  We  have  therefore  amended  the 
text  by  the  margin  of  the  oorr.  fo.  1632;  and  Prof.  Mommsen  has  pursued  the 
same  course  by  rendering  the  line  thus : 

"  gcg«n  WM 

Und  unsre  Weiber,  Kinder,  Erben  durch." 
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North,  Wars  have  not  wasted  it,  for  warr'd  he  liatli  not. 
But  basely  yielded  upon  compromise 
That  which  his  noble  ancestors  achieVd  with  blows ' : 
More  hath  he  spent  in  peace,  than  they  in  wars. 

RoBB.  The  earl  of  Wiltshire  hath  the  realm  in  farm. 

Willo,  The  king's  grown  bankrupt,  like  a  broken  man. 

North.  Reproach  and  dissolution  hangeth  over  him. 

Robs,  He  hath  not  money  for  these  Irish  wars, 
His  burdenoue  taxations  noLithstanding. 
But  by  the  robbing  of  the  banish'd  duke. 

North,  His  noble  kinsman :  most  degenerate  king ! 
But,  lords,  we  hear  this  fearful  tempest  sing. 
Yet  seek  no  shelter  to  avoid  the  storm : 
We  see  the  wind  sit  sore  upon  our  sails, 
And  yet  we  strike  not,  but  securely  perish. 

Ross,  We  see  the  very  wreck  that  we  must  suffer ; 
And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now, 
For  suffering  so  the  causes  of  our  wreck. 

North,  Not  so :  even  through  the  hollow  eyes  of  death, 
I  spy  life  peering ;  but  I  dare  not  say 
How  near  the  tidings  of  our  comfort  is. 

Willo,  Nay,  let  us  share  thy  thoughts,  as  thou  dost  our's. 

Ross.  Be  confident  to  speak,  Northumberland : 
We  three  are  but  thyself;  and,  speaking  so. 
Thy  words  are  but  our  thoughts :  therefore,  be  bold  *. 

North.  Then  thus. — ^I  have  from  Port  le  Blanc,  a  bay 
In  Britanny,  received  intelligence. 
That  Harry  duke  of  Hereford,  Eeginald  lord  Cobham, 
That  late  broke  &om  the  duke  of  Exeter  ^ 

'  That  which  his  nobls  ancestors  achier'd  with  hlows :]  Eyerj  4to.  printed  in 
the  lifetime  of  the  author  has  **  noble/'  which,  it  is  true,  makes  the  line  of  twelve 
syllables,  but  of  such  we  have  numerous  examples.  The  folio,  1623,  omits  the 
epithet :  yet  on  p.  2255,  under  exactly  similar  circumstances,  the  folio  preserres  the 
same  word,  and  it  is  not  erased  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  Thy  words  are  but  our  thoughts  :  therefore,  be  bold.]  *'  Our "  is  the 
■mended  reading  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  so  self-evidently  right,  that  Mr.  Singer 
has  not  been  able  to  ayoid  the  insertion  of  it  in  his  text.  The  line  has  hitherto 
been  "  Thy  words  are  but  at  thoughts  \**  but  the  meaning  of  Ross  must  be  that,  as 
Northumberland  is  only  speaking  the  thoughts  of  all  the  conspirators,  he  need  not 
fear  to  utter  what  is  actually  passing  through  their  minds:  his  words  are  noc 
merely  *'  at  thoughts/'  but  "  our  thoughts,''  so  that  there  can  be  no  danger  in 
tpealdng  out  freely. 

1  That  late  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter,]  It  not  being  historically  true  that 
Lord  Cobham  broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter,  but  that  fact  applying,  according  to 
Holinshed,  to  the  son  of  the  Earl  of  Arundel,  Malone  here  inserted 

"  The  son  of  Richard  Earl  of  Arundel " 
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His  brother,  archbishop  late  of  Canterbury, 

Sir  Thomas  Erpingham,  sir  John  Ramston, 

Sir  John  Norbery,  sir  Robert  Waterton,  and  Francis  Coines  *, 

All  these  well  fiimish'd  by  the  duke  of  Bretagne, 

With  eight  tall  ships,  three  thousand  men  of  war, 

Are  making  hither  with  all  due  expedience, 

And  shortly  mean  to  touch  our  northern  shore : 

Perhaps,  they  had  ere  this,  but  that  they  stay 

The  first  departing  of  the  king  for  Ireland. 

If,  then,  we  shall  shake  off  our  slavish  yoke. 

Imp  out '  our  drooping  country^s  broken  wing, 

Redeem  from  broking  pawn  the  blemish'd  crown, 

Wipe  off  the  dust  that  hides  our  scepter's  gilt. 

And  make  high  majesty  look  like  itself. 

Away  with  me  in  post  to  Ravenspurg ; 

But  if  you  faint,  as  fearing  to  do  so, 

Stay  and  be  secret,  and  myself  will  go. 

Ito88.  To  horse,  to  horse !  urge  doubts  to  them  that  fear. 

Willo,  Hold  out  my  horse,  and  I  will  first  be  there. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

The  Same.    An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

JSnter  Queen,  Bushy,  and  Bagot. 

Bmhy.  Madam,  your  majesty  is  too  much  sad : 
You  promis'd,  when  you  parted  with  the  king, 

in  tiie  text,  bat  between  brackets :  whether  it,  or  something  like  it,  had  esci^ied 
from  the  original  MS.  employed  by  the  old  printers  (and  the  deficiency  applies  to 
four  impressions  in  4to.  and  as  many  in  folio)  cannot  be  positively  determined, 
bat  the  langaage  of  the  old  chronicler,  whom  Shakespeare  undoubtedly  followed,  is 
qoite  clear,  and  it  is  not  likely  that  the  poet  really  said  that  Lord  Cobham  "  late 
broke  from  the  Duke  of  Exeter."  With  this  note  we  leave  the  text  as  it  stands 
in  every  edition  till  the  time  of  Malone ;  who,  however,  was  guilty  of  the  un- 
pardonable omission  of  the  words  **  duke  of"  before  **  Hereford,"  in  the  preceding 
line,  merely  because  it  did  not  well  come  into  the  measure :  for  the  same  reason 
he  abridged  the  name  of  **  Reginald  "  to  Reignold,  a  more  pardonable  liberty. 

*  —  and  Francis  Coinks,]  The  real  name  of  this  person  appears  to  have  been 
Qooint,  but  Shakespeare  gives  it  **  Coines,"  and  so  we  reprint  it. 

'  Imp  out]  When  (says  Steevens)  the  wing.feathers  of  a  hawk  were  dropped, 
or  forced  out  by  any  accident,  it  was  usual  to  supply  as  many  as  were  deficient. 
This  operation  was  called  to  imp  a  hawk,  Turbervile  has  a  whole  chapter  on  *'  The 
Way  and  Manner  howe  to  ympe  a  Hawke's  Feather,  how-soever  it  be  broken  or 
brooaed."    The  use  of  the  woid  to  impf  as  here  figuratively,  wis  rerj  oomnum. 
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To  lay  aside  life-harming  heaviness  *, 
And  entertain  a  cheerful  disposition. 

Queen.  To  please  the  king,  I  did ;  to  please  myselfi 
I  cannot  do  it ;  yet  I  know  no  cause 
Why  I  should  welcome  such  a  guest  as  grief. 
Save  bidding  farewell  to  so  sweet  a  guest 
As  my  sweet  Bichard.     Yet,  again,  methinks, 
Some  unborn  sorrow,  ripe  in  fortune's  womb. 
Is  coming  towards  me ;  and  my  inward  soul 
With  nothing  trembles :  at  some  thing  it  grieves, 
More  than  with  parting  from  my  lord  the  king. 

Bushy,  Each  substance  of  a  grief  hath  twenty  shadows. 
Which  show  like  grief  itself,  but  are  not  so : 
For  sorrow's  eye,  glazed  with  blinding  tears, 
Divides  one  thing  entire  to  many  objects ; 
Like  perspectives,  which,  rightly  gaz'd  upon. 
Show  nothing  but  concision ;  ey'd  awry. 
Distinguish  form :  so  your  sweet  majesty, 
Looking  awry  upon  your  lord's  departure. 
Finds  shapes  of  grief  more  than  himself  to  wail ; 
Which,  look'd  on  as  it  is,  is  nought  but  shadows 
Of  what  it  is  not.     Then,  thrice-gracious  queen. 
More  than  your  lord's  departure  weep  not :  more's  not  seen ; 
Or  if  it  be,  'tis  with  false  sorrow's  eye. 
Which  for  things  true  weeps  things  imaginary. 

Queen,  It  may  be  so ;  but  yet  my  inward  soul 
Persuades  me,  it  is  otherwise :  howe'er  it  be, 
I  cannot  but  be  sad ;  so  heavy  sad. 
As,  though  in  thinking  on  no  thought  I  think ', 


*  To  lay  aside  LiFK-harming  heaviness.]  This  is  the  reading  of  tiie  two 
editions  in  1597  And  1598:  those  of  1608  and  1615  have  the  oompound  absurdly 
oonrapted  to  Aa(/*-harming ;  which  the  folio,  1623,  corrected  to  te(^- harming ; 
certainly  an  improvement,  but  not  the  word  employed  by  Shakespeare.  The  true 
text,  we  take  it,  is  represented  by  the  4tos.  of  1597  and  1598. 

*  As,— though  in  thinking  on  no  thought  I  think,]  Mr.  Singer,  probably  not 
having  himself  consulted  the  oldest  impressions,  here  states  what  is  the  revert^  of 
the  (act,  viz.  that  the  4to,  1597»  "  has  though  for  thought  :*'  it  has  thought  for 
though.  There  is  no  doubt  that  that  edition  does  not  give  us  the  true  words,  and  it 
is  difficult  to  say  here,  with  any  positiveness,  what  Shakespeare  wrote.  Our  text 
was  suggested  by  Johnson,  the  old  copies,  after  the  4to,  1 598,  giving  **  As  though 
on  thinking,"  &c.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  puts  it  **  As  though  tmthinking,''  thus 
making  the  Queen  say,  as  she  might  do  naturally  enough,  that  even  when  her 
mind  was  vacant  of  thought,  when  she  was  entirely  unthinking^  still  she  was  op- 
pressed with  the  apprehension  of  coming  calamity.  We  consider  this  emendation 
right,  but  still  we  have  hardly  sufficient  confidence  in  it  to  warrant  the  insertion  of 
it,  excepting  in  a  note. 
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Makes  me  with  heavy  nothing  faint  and  shrink. 

Bmhy,  'Tis  nothing  but  conceit,  my  gracious  lady. 

Queen.  "Ks  nothing  less :  conceit  is  stUl  derived 
From  some  forefather  grief ;  mine'  is  not  so, 
For  nothing  hath  begot  my  something  grief; 
Or  something  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve ' : 
'Tis  in  reversion  that  I  do  possess, 
But  what  it  is,  that  is  not  yet  known ;  what 
I  cannot  name :  'tis  nameless  woe,  I  wot. 

Enter  Green. 

Oreen,    God  save  your  majesty! — and  well  met,  gentle- 
men.— 
I  hope,  the  king  is  not  yet  shipp'd  for  Ireland. 

Queen.  Why  hop'st  thou  so  P  'tis  better  hope  he  is, 
For  his  designs  crave  haste,  his  haste  good  hope ; 
Then,  wherefore  dost  thou  hope,  he  is  not  shipp'd  P 

Oreen.  That  he,  our  hope,  might  have  retir'd  his  power, 
And  driven  into  despair  an  enemy's  hope, 
Who  strongly  hath  set  footing  in  this  land. 
The  banish'd  Bolingbroke  repeals  himself. 
And  with  uplifted  arms  is  safe  arriv'd 
At  Bavenspurg. 

Queen.  Now,  God  in  heaven  forbid ! 

Green.  Ah  I  madam,  'tis  too  true :  and  that  is  worse  ^ 
The  lord  Northumberland,  his  son  young  Henry  Percy, 
The  lords  of  Boss,  Beaumond,  and  Willoughby, 
With  all  their  powerful  friends,  are  fled  to  him. 

Bushy.  Why  have  you  not  proclaim'd  Northumberland, 
And  all  the  rest  of  the  revolted  faction,  traitors  *  P 

•*  Or  something  hath  the  nothing  that  I  grieve :]  Here  Johnsoo  owned  that 
he  could  make  nothing  of  this  and  the  preceding  line :  we  therefore  give  the  words 
as  thej  stand  printed  in  the  old  copies,  adding  here  merely  the  way  in  which  the 
four  lines  appear  as  amended  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 ; 

— — *«  mine  is  not  so, 

For  nothing  hath  begot  mj  something  woe ; 

Or  something  hath  the  nothing  that  I  guett : 

'Tifl  in  reversion  that  I  do  possess.'' 
The  above  seems  to  clear  the  meaning,  and  to  restore  the  rhymes,  whidi  in  the 
lapse  of  time  had  perhaps  been  lost. 

'  —  and  THAT  is  worse,]  "  And  tthal  is  worse  "  is  the  change  in  the  corr.  fo. 
1632,  but  unnecessarily. 

*  And  ALL  the  rest  of  the  revolted  faction,  traitors  ?]  This  is  the  reading  of 
Ihe  4tos.  of  1597  and  1598 :  those  of  1608  and  1615  omit  *'  all,"  and  have  rf-^ 
totting  for  "  revolted." 
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Green,  We  liave :  whereupon  the  earl  of  Worcester 
Hath  broken  his  stafiP,  resigned  his  stewardship. 
And  all  the  household  servants  fled  with  him 
To  Bolingbroke. 

Queen.  So,  Ghreen,  thou  art  the  midwife  to  my  woe, 
And  Bolingbroke  my  sorrow's  dismal  heir  : 
Now  hath  my  soul  brought  forth  her  prodigy. 
And  I,  a  gasping  new-deliver'd  mother. 
Have  woe  to  woe,  sorrow  to  sorrow  join'd. 

Bushy.  Despair  not,  madam. 

Queen.  Who  shall  hinder  me  P 

I  will  despair,  and  be  at  enmity 
With  cozening  hope  :  he  is  a  flatterer, 
A  parasite,  a  keeper  back  of  death. 
Who  gently  would  dissolve  the  bands  of  life. 
Which  false  hope  lingers  in  extremity. 

Enter  the  Duke  of  York  •. 

Oreeti.  Here  comes  the  duke  of  York. 

Queen.  With  signs  of  war  about  his  aged  neck. 
0  !  fail  of  careful  business  are  his  looks. — 
Uncle,  for  God's  sake,  speak  comfortable  words. 

York.  Should  I  do  so,  I  should  belie  my  thoughts ' : 
Comfort's  in  heaven ;  and  we  are  on  the  earth. 
Where  nothing  lives  but  crosses,  care,  and  grief. 
Your  husband,  he  is  gone  to  save  far  ofl*. 
Whilst  others  come  to  make  him  lose  at  home : 
Here  am  I  left  to  imderprop  his  land. 
Who,  weak  with  age,  cannot  support  myself. 
Now  comes  the  sick  hour  that  his  surfeit  made ; 
Now  shall  he  try  his  Mends  that  flatter'd  him. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

8erv.  My  lord,  your  son  was  gone  before  I  came. 
Tork.  He  was  P — ^Why,  so : — ^go  all  which  way  it  will. — 
The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  cold ', 

<• 

*  Enter  the  Doke  of  York.]  Part-armed  adds  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  and  tach 
afterwards  appears  to  be  the  fact. 

*  Should  I  do  80,  I  should  helie  mj  thoughts :]  This  line  is  found  in  all  the 
4tos,  but  is  wanting  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  it  is  not  inserted  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  The  nobles  they  are  fled,  the  commons  cold,]  The  redundant  words  **  thej 
are "  are  inserted  before  "cold ;**  but  they  are  struck  out  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632, 
and  were  probably  not  recited  on  the  stage,  nor  written  by  the  poet 
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And  will,  I  fear,  revolt  on  Hereford's  side. — 
Sirrah,  get  thee  to  Plashy,  to  my  sister  Gloster ; 
Bid  her  send  me  presently  a  thoiisand  pomid. 
Hold ;  take  my  ring. 

Serv.  My  lord,  I  had  forgot  to  tell  your  lordship  : 
To-day,  as  I  came  by,  I  called  there ; 
But  I  shall  grieve  you  to  report  the  rest. 

York.  What  is't,  knave  P 

Serv.  An  hour  before  I  came  the  duchess  died. 

Tork.  God  for  his  mercy !  what  a  tide  of  woes 
Comes  rushing  on  this  woeful  land  at  once  ! 
I  know  not  what  to  do  : — ^I  would  to  God, 
(So  my  untruth  had  not  provok'd  him  to  it) 
The  long  had  cut  off  my  head  with  my  brother's — 
What !  are  there  no  posts  dispatch'd  for  Ireland  *  P — 
How  shall  we  do  for  money  for  these  wars  P — 
Come,  sister, — cousin,  I  would  say :  pray,  pardon  me. — 
Go,  fellow,  \_To  the  Servanfl  get  thee  home ;  provide  some 

carts. 
And  bring  away  the  armour  that  is  there. —      [^Exit  Servant. 
Gentlemen,  will  you  go  muster  men  P 
If  I  know  how,  or  which  way,  to  order  these  affidrs, 
Thus  disorderly  thrust  into  my  hands, 
Never  believe  me.     Both  are  my  kinsmen : 
The  one  is  my  sovereign,  whom  both  my  oath 
And  duty  bids  defend ;  the  other  again, 
Is  my  kinsman,  whom  the  king  hath  wrong'd  *, 
Whom  conscience  and  my  kindred  bids  to  right. 
Well,  somewhat  we  must  do. — Come,  cousin, 
I'll  dispose  of  you. — Gentlemen,  go  muster  up  your  men. 
And  meet  me  presently  at  Berkley. 
I  should  to  Plashy  too. 

But  time  will  not  permit. — ^All  is  uneven,  > 

And  every  thing  is  left  at  six  and  seven. 

[^Exeunt  York  and  Queen. 

Bmhy.  The  wind  sits  fair  for  news  to  go  for  Ireland, 

'  What !  are  there  no  posts  dispatch'd  for  Ireland  ?]  So  the  4to,  1597 :  the 
three  other  4t08.  substitute  two  for  "no/'  and  the  folio  omits  both  words. 

*  Is  my  kinsman,  whom  the  Idng  hath  wrong'd,]  "  Is  my  near  kinsman  "  says 
the  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  perhaps  to  aid  the  verse ;  but  it  may  be  that 
the  poet  here  intended  it  to  be  irregular  and  disjointed,  and  therefore  adapted  to 
the  perturbation  of  York.  Just  below,  when  the  Duke  tells  his  followers  to  meet 
him  "at  Berkley,"  the  folio,  1623,  adds  coitle,  as  if  to  make  complete  the  line, 
which  very  Ukely  was  meant  to  be  imperfect. 
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But  none  returns.     For  us  to  levy  power, 
Proportionable  to  the  enemy, 
Is  all  impossible. 

Oreen,  Besides,  our  nearness  to  the  king  in  loTe 
Is  near  the  hate  of  those  love  not  the  king. 

Bagot.  And  that's  the  wavering  conmions ;  for  their  loTe 
Lies  in  their  purses,  and  whoso  empties  them. 
By  so  much  fills  their  hearts  with  deadly  hate. 

Bushy.  Wherein  the  king  stands  generally  condenm'd. 

Bagot,  If  judgment  lie  in  them,  then  so  do  we. 
Because  we  ever  have  been  near  the  king. 

Oreen,  Well,  I'll  for  refuge  straight  to  Bristol  casde : 
The  earl  of  Wiltshire  is  already  there. 

Bushy,  Thither  will  I  with  you ;  for  little  office 
Will  the  hateM  commons  perform  for  us. 
Except  like  curs  to  tear  us  all  to  pieces. — 
Will  you  go  along  with  us  P 
"    Bagot,  No ;  I  will  to  Ireland  to  his  majesty. 
Farewell :  if  heart's  presages  be  not  vain. 
We  three  here  part,  that  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 

Bushy,  That's  as  York  thrives  to  beat  back  Bolingbroke. 

Oreen,  Alas,  poor  duke !  the  task  he  undertakes 
Is  numbering  sands,  and  drinking  oceans  dry : 
Where  one  on  his  side  fights,  thousands  will  fly.* 
Farewell  at  once ;  for  once,  for  all,  and  ever. 

Bushy,  Well,  we  may  meet  again. 

Bagot.  I  fear  me,  never  *. 

[ExeunU 


SCENE  in. 

The  Wilds  in  Glostershire. 

« 

Enter  Bolinobroke  and  Northumberland,  with  Forces. 

Bolmg.  How  far  is  it,  my  lord,  to  Berkley  now  P 
North,  Believe  me,  noble  lord, 

'  I  fear  me,  neTer.]  We  follow  the  division  of  the  dialogue  marked  out  in  all 
the  4t08,  whidi  seems  the  natural  distributioD.  The  folio,  1623,  improbably, 
gives  the  desponding  line,  **  Farewell  at  once,''  &c.  to  Bushy,  who  had  spoken 
cheerfully  just  before  of  the  possible  success  of  the  Duke  of  York,  and  who  in  the 
4toB.  consistently  adds,  *<  Well,  we  may  meet  again,"  which  the  folio  strangely 
iqppends  to  "  Farewell  at  once,"  &c 
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I  am  a  stranger  here  in  Glostersliire. 
These  liigh  wild  hills,  and  rough  uneven  wa js. 
Draw  out  our  miles,  and  make  them  wearisome ; 
And  yet  your  fair  discourse '  hath  been  as  sugar. 
Making  tiie  hard  way  sweet  and  delectable. 
But,  I  bethink  me,  what  a  weary  way 
From  Ravenspurg  to  Cotswold  will  be  foimd 
In  Ross  and  Willoughby,  wanting  your  company, 
Which,  I  protest,  hath  very  much  beguil'd 
The  tediousness  and  process  of  my  travel : 
But  their's  is  sweetened  with  the  hope  to  have 
The  present  benefit  which  I  possess ; 
And  hope  to  joy  is  little  less  in  joy. 
Than  hope  enjoyed  :  by  this  the  weary  lords 
Shall  make  their  way  seem  short,  as  mine  hath  done 
By  sight  of  what  I  have,  your  noble  company. 
Baling.  Of  much  less  value  is  my  company. 
Than  your  good  words.     But  who  comes  here  P 

Enter  Harry  Percy. 

North.  It  is  my  son,  young  Harry  Percy, 
Sent  from  my  brother  Worcester,  whencesoever. — 
Harry,  how  fares  your  uncle  P 

Percy.  I  had  thought,  my  lord,  to  have  leam'd  his  health 
of  you. 

North.  Why,  is  he  not  with  the  queen  P 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord  :  he  hath  forsook  the  court. 
Broken  his  staff  of  office,  and  dispersed 
The  household  of  the  king. 

North.  What  was  his  reason  P 

He  was  not  so  resolVd,  when  last  we  spake 
Together. 

Percy.  Because  your  lordship  was  proclaimed  traitor. 
But  he,  my  lord,  is  gone  to  Ravenspurg, 
To  offer  service  to  the  duke  of  Hereford ; 
And  sent  me  over  by  Berkley,  to  discover 
What  power  the  duke  of  York  had  levied  there ; 
Then,  with  directions  to  repair  to  Ravenspurg. 

*  And  yet  your  fair  discourse]  The  folio,  162S»  reads  our.  It  is  altered  to 
*'  your"  in  the  oorr.  fb.  1632:  at  the  end  of  the  speech  it  strikes  out  "noble," 
and,  strictly  speaking,  it  is  redundant,  but  the  poet  may  have  intended  to  insert  a 
line  of  tweWe  syUablee :  moreover  *'  noble ''  is  in  all  the  early  impreasioni.  In  the 
preceding  line  "  done  "  is  changed  in  MS.  to  6e«n,  but  it  is  questkmable. 
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North.  Have  you  forgot  the  duke  of  Hereford,  boy  P 

Percy.  No,  my  good  lord ;  for  that  is  not  forgot, 
Which  ne'er  I  did  remember :  to  my  knowledge, 
I  never  in  my  life  did  look  on  him. 

North.  Then  learn  to  know  him  now  :  this  is  the  duke. 

Percy.  My  gracious  lord,  I  tender  you  my  service, 
Such  as  it  is,  being  tender,  raw,  and  young, 
Which  elder  days  shall  ripen,  and  confirm 
To  more  approved  service  and  desert. 

Poling.  I  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy ;  and  be  sure, 
I  count  myself  in  nothing  else  so  happy, 
As  in  a  soul  remembering  my  good  friends ; 
And  as  my  fortune  ripens  with  thy  love. 
It  shall  be  still  thy  true  love's  recompense : 
My  heart  this  covenant  makes,  my  hand  thus  seals  it. 

North.  How  far  is  it  to  Berkley?    And  what  stir 
Keeps  good  old  York  there,  with  his  men  of  war  ? 

Percy.  There  stands  the  castle,  by  yond'  tuft  of  trees, 
Mann'd  with  three  himdred  men,  as  I  have  heard  ; 
And  in  it  are  the  lords  of  York,  Berkley,  and  Seymour ; 
None  else  of  name,  and  noble  estimate. 

JEnter  Ross  and  Willoughby. 

North.  Here  come  the  lords  of  Ross  and  Willoughby, 
Bloody  with  spurring,  fiery-red  with  haste. 

Poling.  Welcome,  my  lords.     I  wot,  your  love  pursues 
A  banish'd  traitor :  all  my  treasury 
Is  yet  but  unfelt  thanks,  which,  more  enrich'd. 
Shall  be  your  love  and  labour's  recompense. 

Po88.  Your  presence  makes  us  rich,  most  noble  lord. 

Willo.  And  far  surmounts  our  labour  to  attain  it. 

Poling.  Evermore  thanks,  th'  exchequer  of  the  poor ; 
Which,  till  my  infant  fortune  comes  to  years. 
Stands  for  my  bounty.     But  who  comes  here  P 

Enter  Berkley  '. 

North.  It  is  my  lord  of  Berkley,  as  I  guess. 
Perk.  My  lord  of  Hereford,  my  message  is  to  you. 

'  Enter  Berkley.]  The  entrances  of  the  different  characters  are  rarely  marked 
in  the  4to.  editions,  but  the  defect  here,  and  in  other  places,  is  remedied  by  the 
folio,  1623.  If  any  omission  of  the  kind  still  remain,  the  old  corrector  of  the  folio, 
ld32,  supplies  it. 
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Baling.  My  lord,  my  answer  is — ^to  Lancaster ', 
And  I  am  come  to  seek  that  name  in  England; 
And  I  must  find  that  title  in  your  tongue. 
Before  I  make  reply  to  aught  you  say. 

Berk.  Mistake  me  not,  my  lord :  'tis  not  my  meaning, 
To  raze  one  title  of  your  honour  out. 
To  you,  my  lord,  I  come,  what  lord  you  will, 
From  the  most  gracious  regent  of  this  land  *, 
The  duke  of  York,  to  know  what  pricks  you  on 
To  take  advantage  of  the  absent  time, 
And  Mght  our  native  peace  with  self-borne  arms. 

Unter  York  attended. 

Baling.  I  shall  not  need  transport  my  words  by  you : 
Here  comes  his  grace  in  person. — My  noble  uncle.       [Kneeh. 

York.  Show  me  thy  humble  heart,  and  not  thy  knee. 
Whose  duty  is  deceivable  and  false  *. 

Baling.  My  gracious  uncle — 

York.  Tut,  tut !     Grace  me  no  grace,  nor  imcle  me  no 
uncle  * : 
I  am  no  traitor's  uncle  ;  and  that  word  "  grace," 
In  an  ungracious  mouth,  is  but  profane. 
Why  have  those  banish'd  and  forbidden  legs 
Dar'd  once  to  touch  a  dust  of  England's  groimd  P 
But  then,  more  why  *, — ^why  have  they  dar'd  to  march 
So  many  miles  upon  her  peaceAil  bosom. 
Frighting  her  pale-fac'd  villages  with  war. 
And  ostentation  of  despoiling  arms  *  ? 

'  My  lord,  my  answer  is— to  Lancaster,]  i.  e,  "  My  answer  is  to  the  name  of 
Lancaster,  which  I  am  come  to  seek  in  England.'' 

*  From  the  most  gracious  regent  of  this  land,]  So  the  4to,  1A97*  The 
4to.  of  1698  alters  "  gracious  "  to  glorious,  and  omits  "  regent"  In  these  blunders 
it  is  followed  by  the  other  4tos,  and  by  the  folio,  1623,  bat  they  are  both  remedied 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  Whose  dnty  is  dbceivablb  and  false.]  We  have  had  the  word  **  deceivable  " 
m  the  same  sense  in  "  Twelfth  Night,"  A.  iw.  sc.  3.  Vol.  ii.  p.  711. 

'  —  nor  ande  me  no  uncle  :]     So  the  4tos :  the  folios  omit  *'  no  nnde." 

*  Bat  then,  more  why,]  t.  e.  "  But  then,  still  more."  The  4to,  1698,  and  the 
sabsequent  4t08,  as  well  as  the  folio,  read  '*  But  more  then  why,"  certainly 
lessening  the  force  of  the  expression. 

*  And  ostentation  of  despoiling  arms  ?]  It  seems  allowed  on  all  hands  that 
the  epithet  in  the  old  editions,  **  detpited  arms,"  is  wrong,  though  a  sense  (tIz. 
that  the  arms  are  despised  by  York)  may  be  extracted  fix)m  it.  It  has  ran  the 
gauntlet  of  commentators,  and  various  words  have  been  proposed  as  substitutions, 
such  as  despiffhl/ul,  disposed,  &c.>  to  all  which,  beyond  question,  despised  is  to 

VOL.  in.  S 
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Com'st  thou  because  th'  anointed  king  is  hence  P 
Why,  foolish  boy,  the  king  is  left  behind, 
And  in  my  loyal  bosom  Ues  his  power. 
Were  I  but  now  the  lord  *  of  such  hot  youth. 
As  when  braye  Ghiunt,  thy  father,  and  myself, 
Bescued  the  Black  Prince,  that  young  Mars  of  men. 
From  forth  the  ranks  of  many  thousand  French, 

0  !  then,  how  quickly  should  this  arm  of  mine, 
Now  prisoner  to  the  palsy,  chastise  thee. 

And  minister  correction  to  thy  fault ! 

Baling.  My  gracious  uncle,  let  me  know  my  fault : 
On  what  condition  stands  it,  and  wherein  P 

York.  Even  in  condition  of  the  worst  degree ; 
In  gross  rebellion,  and  detested  treason : 
Thou  art  a  banished  man,  and  here  art  come 
Before  the  expiration  of  thy  time. 
In  braving  arms  against  thy  sovereign. 

Boling,  As  I  was  banish'd,  I  was  banished  Hereford ; 
But,  as  I  come,  I  come  for  Lancaster. 
And,  noble  uncle,  I  beseech  your  grace. 
Look  on  my  wrongs  with  an  indifferent  eye  : 
You  are  my  father,  for,  methinks,  in  you 

1  see  old  Gaunt  alive :  0 !  then,  my  father. 
Will  you  permit  that  I  shall  stand  condemned 
A  wandering  vagabond,  my  rights  and  royalties 
Pluck'd  from  my  arms  perforce,  and  given  away 
To  upstart  unthrifts  P    Wherefore  was  I  bom  P 
If  that  my  cousin  king  be  king  of  England, 

It  must  be  granted  I  am  duke  of  Lancaster. 
You  have  a  son,  Aumerle,  my  noble  kinsman  ; 
Had  you  first  died,  and  he  been  thus  trod^down. 
He  should  have  found  his  uncle  Gaunt  a  father. 
To  rouse  his  wrongers,  chase  them  to  the  bay '. 

be  preferred.  The  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  tells  us  to  read  "  despoQIng 
arms/'  which  certainlj  fits  the  place  better  than  any  other  epithet,  and  which 
therefore  we  wiUingl  j  adopt. 

*  Were  I  bat  now  thi  lord]  In  the  4to.  editions  "  the  "  is  omitted,  having, 
perhaps,  dropped  out  in  the  original  impression  of  1697»  which  the  others  followed : 
it  is  first  found  in  the  foUo,  1683. 

*  To  rouse  his  wrongers,  chase  them  to  the  bay.]  The  old  and  obvioiisly 
cormpt  reading  is 

**  To  rouse  his  wrongs,  and  chase  them  to  the  bay," 
«pon  which  Mr.  Singer  simply  remarks,  "wrongs  is  probably  here  used  for 
wron§tr%.**    He  did  not  remember,  perhaps,  that  "wrongers"  is  the  very  emen- 
dation in  the  coir.  fo.  1632.    It  can  hardly  be  disputed. 
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I  am  denied  to  sue  my  Kvery  here, 
And  yet  my  letters  patent  give  me  leave : 
My  father's  goods  are  all  distrain'dy  and  sold ; 
And  these,  and  all,  are  aU  amiss  employed. 
What  would  you  have  me  dp  P    I  am  a  subject, 
And  challenge  law  :  attomies  are  denied  me, 
And  therefore  personally  I  lay  my  claim 
To  my  inheritance  of  free  descent. 

North,  The  noble  duke  hath  been  too  much  abused. 

Robs.  It  stands  your  grace  upon '  to  do  him  right. 

Willo.  Base  men  by  his  endowments  are  made  great. 

Tork.  My  lords  of  England,  let  me  teU  you  this. 
I  have  had  feeling  of  my  cousin's  wrongs. 
And  labour'd  all  I  could  to  do  him  right ; 
But  in  this  kind  to  come ;  in  braving  arms. 
Be  his  own  carver,  and  cut  out  his  way, 
To  find  out  right  with  wrong, — ^it  may  not  be : 
And  you,  that  do  abet  him  in  this  kind, 
Chenish  rebellion,  and  are  rebels  alL 

North.  The  noble  duke  hath  sworn,  his  coming  is 
But  for  his  own  ;  and  for  the  right  of  that. 
We  aU  have  strongly  sworn  to  give  him  aid ; 
And  let  him  ne'er  see  joy  that  breaks  that  oath. 

York.  Well,  well,  I  see  the  issue  of  these  arms. 
I  cannot  mend  it,  I  must  needs  confess. 
Because  my  power  is  weak,  and  aU  ill  left ; 
But  if  I  could,  by  him  that  gave  me  life, 
I  would  attach  you  all,  and  make  you  stoop 
Unto  the  sovereign  mercy  of  the  king : 
But,  since  I  cannot,  be  it  known  imto  you, 
I  do  remain  as  neuter.     So,  fare  you  weU ; 
Unless  you  please  to  enter  in  the  castle. 
And  there,  my  lords,  repose  you  for  this  night  *. 

Boling.  An  offer,  uncle,  that  we  will  accept : 
But  we  must  win  your  grace,  to  go  with  us 
To  Bristol  castle ;  which,  they  say,  is  held 
By  Bushy,  Bagot*  and  their  complices, 

'  It  ttuidfl  jonr  grace  upon]  A  yery  freqaent  idiom,  meaning  ''  it  depends 
upon  your  grace :"  we  still  say  in  common  parlance,  *'  it  liea  «pon  yon/'  t.  «•  it  it 
your  duty  or  buaineas. 

'  And  there,  mt  lords,  repose  you  for  this  night]  So  the  oorr.  ib.  1632,  tha 
words  *'  my  lords  "  having,  as  we  may  conclude,  accidentally  escaped  in  tha  finl 
instance.    The  Terse  is  elsewhere  regular. 

s2 
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The  caterpillars  of  the  commonwealth^ 
Which  I  have  sworn  to  weed  and  pluck  away. 

York.  It  may  be,  I  will  go  with  you ; — ^but  yet  Fll  pause, 
For  I  am  loath  to  break  our  country's  laws. 
Nor  friends,  nor  foes,  to  me  welcome  you  are : 
Things  past  redress  are  now  with  me  past  care.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.* 

A  Camp  in  Wales. 

Enter  Salisbury,  and  a  Welsh  Captain. 

Cap.  My  lord  of  Salisbury,  we  have  stay'd  ten  days, 
And  hardly  kept  our  countrjrmen  together. 
And  yet  wo  hear  no  tidings  from  the  king ; 
Therefore,  we  will  disperse  ourselves.     Farewell. 

Sal.  Stay  yet  another  day,  thou  trusty  Welshman : 
The  king  reposeth  all  his  confidence  in  thee. 

Cap.  'Tis  thought,  the  king  is  dead :  we  will  not  stay. 
The  bay-trees  in  our  country  are  all  withered, 
And  meteors  fright  the  fixed  stars  of  heaven ; 
The  pale-fac'd  moon  looks  bloody  on  the  earth. 
And  lean-look'd  prophets  whisper  fearful  change : 
Rich  men  look  sad,  and  ruffians  dance  and  leap. 
The  one  in  fear  to  lose  what  they  enjoy. 
The  other  to  enjoy  by  rage  and  war : 
These  signs  forerun  the  death  or  fall  of  kings  \ 
Farewell :  our  countrjrmen  are  gone  and  fled. 
As  well  assur'd  Richard,  their  king,  is  dead.  [Exit. 

Sal.  Ah,  Richard !  with  the  eyes  of  heavy  mind, 
I  see  thy  glory,  like  a  shooting  star. 
Fall  to  the  base  earth  from  the  firmament. 


'  Scene  It.]  Johnson,  with  some  appearance  of  reason,  complains  that  this  scene 
is  "  inartfully  and  irregularly  "  thrust  in  here,  and  suspects  that  it  ought  to  form 
the  second  scene  of  Act  iii.  It  is  struck  out  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  the  emen- 
dations are  neverthdiess  continued. 

>  —  the  death  or  fall  of  kings.]  The  folio,  1623,  has  it  merely  **  the  death 
of  kings  :'*  it  follows  the  4tos.  subsequent  to  that  of  1597>  in  which  last  the  line  is 
complete.  The  words  **  or  fall "  are  inserted  in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632, 
possibly  from  the  4to,  1597»  or  from  accurate  recitation. 
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Thy  sun  sets  weeping  in  the  lowly  west, 

Witnessing  storms  to  come,  woe,  and  imrest : 

Thy  friends  are  fled  to  wait  upon  thy  foes. 

And  crossly  to  thy  good  all  fortune  goes.  [JSrtY. 


ACT  m.    SCENE  I. 

Bolinobroke's  Camp  at  BristoL 

Enter  Bolingbroke,  York,  Northumberland,  Percy, 
"WiLLOUGHBY,  Ross :  BusHY  and  Qkbe^,  prisoners. 

Boling.  Bring  forth  these  men. — 

[Bushy  and  Green  stand  forth. 
Bushy,  and  Ghreen,  I  will  not  vex  your  souls, 
Since  presently  your  souls  must  part  your  bodies, 
"With  too  much  urging  your  pernicious  lives. 
For  'twere  no  charity ;  yet,  to  wash  your  blood 
From  off  my  hands,  here  in  the  view  of  men 
I  will  unfold  some  causes  of  your  deaths. 
You  have  misled  a  prince,  a  royal  king, 
A  happy  gentleman  in  blood  and  lineaments, 
By  you  unhappied  and  disfigured  clean : 
You  have,  in  manner,  with  your  sinful  hours. 
Made  a  divorce  betwixt  his  queen  and  him, 
Broke  the  possession  of  a  royal  bed, 
And  stain'd  the  beauty  of  a  fair  queen's  cheeks 
With  tears,  drawn  from  her  eyes  by  your  foul  wrongs. 
Myself,  a  prince  by  fortune  of  my  birth, 
Near  to  the  king  in  blood,  and  near  in  love 
Till  you  did  make  him  misinterpret  me, 
Have  stoop'd  my  neck  under  your  injuries, 
And  sigh'd  my  English  breath  in  foreign  clouds, 
Eating  the  bitter  bread  of  banishment, 
Whilst  you  have  fed  upon  my  signories, 
Dispark'd  my  parks,  and  fell'd  my  forest  woods. 
From  mine  own  windows  torn  my  household  coat, 
Raz'd  out  my  impress,  leaving  me  no  sign. 
Save  men's  opinions  and  my  living  blood. 
To  show  the  world  I  am  a  gentleman. 
This  and  much  more,  much  more  than  twice  all  this. 
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Condemns  you  to  the  death. — See  them  deliyer'd  over 
To  execution,  and  the  hand  of  death. 

Bushy,  More  welcome  is  the  stroke  of  death  to  me. 
Than  Bolingbroke  to  England. — ^Lords,  £EireweU'. 

Oreen.  My  comfort  is,  that  heaven  will  take  our  souls, 
And  plague  injustice  with  the  pains  of  hell. 

Baling.  My  lord  Northumberland,  see  them  dispatch'd. 

[^Exeunt  Northumberland  and  others,  with  Bushy 

and  Green. 
Uncle,  you  say  the  queen  is  at  your  house ; 
For  God's  sake,  fairly  let  her  be  entreated ' : 
Tell  her  I  send  to  her  my  kind  commends. 
Take  special  care  my  greetings  be  delivered. 

York,  A  gentleman  of  mine  I  have  dispatch'd 
With  letters  of  your  love  to  her  at  large. 

Boling,  Thanks,  gentle  imcle. — Come,  my  lords,  away*, 
To  fight  with  Glendower  and  his  complices : 
Awhne  to  work,  and  after  holiday.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  n. 

The  Coast  of  Wales.     A  Castle  in  view. 

Flourish :  Drums  and  Trumpets.  Enter  King  Richabi),  Bishop 

of  Carlisle,  Aumerle,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Rich.  Barkloughly  castle  caU  they  this  at  hand  *  P 
Aum.  Yea,  my  good  lord '.  How  brooks  your  grace  the  air, 
After  yotir  late  tossing  on  the  breaking  seas  P 

'  Lords,  fiurewell.]  These  words  are  omitted  in  the  folios,  thongh  necessary  to 
the  line,  and  found  in  all  the  4to.  impressions. 

*  —  fairly  let  her  be  entebatbd  :]  It  was  Tery  usual  with  our  early  writers, 
especially  with  our  dramatists,  to  use  "  entreat "  for  irttA.  We  will  giye  only 
(me  instance  from  the  old  play,  «  The  Weakest  goeth  to  the  Wall,"  1600, 

"  Entreat  them  well,  as  thou  wilt  answer  me 
At  my  return." 

*  Thanks,  gentle  unde.— Come,  my  lords,  away,]  **  My  **  is  from  the  oorr.  fo. 
1632,  clearly  necessary,  and  as  clearly  carelessly  omitted. 

*  —  call  THEY  tbis  at  hand?]  Malone  says  that  the  4to,  1608,  first  sub- 
stituted you  for  "  they."  You,  in  fact,  is  found  in  the  4to.  of  1598,  as  well 
as  in  the  two  later  4tos.  and  in  the  folios.  The  4to,  1697»  here  and  dsewhere, 
has  generally  furnished  our  text. 

*  Yea,  my  good  lord.]  "  Good  "  is  not  in  any  old  copy,  but  is  deriyed  from 
the  oorr.  fo.  1632 :  in  the  next  line  the  early  editions  hare  *'  your  late  tossing," 
clearly  surplusage,  but  we  have  not  yentured  to  erase  "  your." 
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K.  Rich.  Needs  must  I  like  it  well :  I  weep  for  joy, 
To  stand  upon  my  kingdom  once  again. — 
Dear  earth,  I  do  salute  thee  with  my  hand. 
Though  rebels  wound  thee  with  their  horses'  hoofs : 
As  a  long  parted  mother  with  her  child 
Plays  fondly  with  her  tears  and  smiles  in  meeting, 
So,  weeping,  smiling,  greet  I  thee,  my  earth. 
And  do  thee  favour  with  my  royal  hands. 
Feed  not  thy  sovereign's  foe,  my  gentle  earth. 
Nor  with  thy  sweets  comfort  his  ravenous  sense : 
But  let  thy  spiders,  that  suck  up  thy  venom. 
And  heavy-gaited  toads,  lie  in  their  way, 
Doing  annoyance  to  the  treacherous  feet, 
Which  with  usurping  steps  do  trample  thee. 
Yield  stinging  nettles  to  mine  enemies ; 
And  when  they  from  thy  bosom  pluck  a  flower. 
Guard  it,  I  pray  thee,  with  a  lurking  adder. 
Whose  double  tongue  may  with  a  mortal  touch 
Throw  death  upon  thy  sovereign's  enemies. — 
Mock  not  my  senseless  conjuration,  lords : 
This  earth  shall  have  a  feeling,  and  these  stones 
Prove  armed  soldiers,  ere  her  native  king 
Shall  falter  under  foul  rebellion's  arms  ^ 

Bishop.  Fear  not,  my  lord :  that  power  that  made  you  king. 
Hath  power  to  keep  you  king,  in  spite  of  all. 
The  means  that  heavens  jrield  must  be  embrac'd, 
And  not  neglected ;  else,  if  heaven  would. 
And  we  will  not,  heaven's  ofier  we  reftise, 
The  proffer'd  means  of  succour  and  redress '. 

Aum.  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we  are  too  remiss  ; 
Whilst  Bolingbroke,  through  our  security. 
Grows  strong  and  great  in  substance,  and  in  power '. 

K.  Rich.  Discomfortable  cousin  !  knoVst  thou  not. 
That  when  the  searching  eye  of  heaven  is  hid 
Behind  the  globe,  and  lights  the  lower  world, 

'  —  fool  rbbbllion's  arms.]  Bialone  ftates  that  the  4to.  of  1097  only  readi 
"  rebellion's  arms/'  and  all  the  others  vbtUiout.  The  4to.  of  1598  follows  thft 
reading  of  that  of  the  preceding  year. 

*  The  proffer'd  means  of  saccoor  and  redress.]  This  and  the  three  preoedinf 
lines  are  omitted  in  the  folio  impressions,  and  the  sense  consequently  left  im* 
perfect,  because,  without  them,  Aumerle's  reply,  "  He  means,  my  lord,  that  we 
are  too  remiss,"  has  little  application. 

'  —  in  substance,  and  in  power.]  So  all  the  4to.  copies :  the  folio  haayri«Md!f 
for  "  power."     Lower  down  it  reads  lightning  for  "  light." 
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Then  thieves  and  robbers  range  abroad  unseen, 

In  murders  and  in  outrage,  boldly  here ' ; 

But  when  from  under  this  terrestrial  ball 

He  fires  the  proud  tops  of  the  eastern  pines, 

And  darts  his  light  through  every  guilty  hole, 

Then  murders,  treasons,  and  detested  sins. 

The  cloak  of  night  being  pluck'd  from  off  their  backs. 

Stand  bare  and  naked,  trembling  at  themselves  P 

So  when  this  thief,  this  traitor  Bolingbroke, 

Who  all  this  while  hath  revell'd  in  the  night. 

Whilst  we  were  wandering  with  the  antipodes  *, 

ShaU  see  us  rising  in  our  throne,  the  east. 

His  treasons  will  sit  blushing  in  his  face. 

Not  able  to  endure  the  sight  of  day. 

But,  self-affiighted,  tremble  at  his  sin. 

Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea* 

Can  wash  the  balm  from  an  anointed  king : 

The  breath  of  worldly  men  cannot  depose 

The  deputy  elected  by  the  Lord. 

For  every  man  that  Bolingbroke  hath  press'd 

To  lift  shrewd  steel  against  our  golden  crown,- 

Gh)d  for  his  Richard  hath  in  heavenly  pay 

A  glorious  angel :  then,  if  angels  fight, 

Weak  men  must  fall,  for  heaven  still  guards  the  right. 

JEnter  Salisbury. 

Welcome,  my  lord.     How  far  off  lies  your  power  P 
Sal.  Nor  near,  nor  farther  off,  my  gracious  lord, 
Than  this  weak  arm.     Discomfort  guides  my  tongue. 
And  bids  me  speak  of  nothing  but  despair. 
One  day  too  late,  I  fear,  my  noble  lord, 
Hath  clouded  all  thy  happy  days  on  earth. 

• 

^  —  BOLDLY  here ;]  The  4to,  1597»  has  bouldy,  but  all  sabseqaent  impres- 
gions  bloody :  probably  it  was  a  misprint  for  **  bolcUy ;"  but  at  the  same  time  it  is 
to  be  borne  in  mind  that  bloody  was  formerly  often  spelt  bloudy,  and  that  the  very 
aame  letters  form  bouldy^  the  misprint  of  the  earliest  4to.  It  deserres  remark, 
also,  that  the  German  editor  prefers  bloody^  and  prints  blutiy  hier» 

*  Whilst  we  were  wandering  with  the  antipodes,]  Modem  editors  do  not 
notice  the  fact  that  this  line  is  wanting  in  the  folio,  1623,  though  found  in  every 
4to.  edition.    Six  lines  lower  the  folio  property  omits  "  off"  after  "  balm." 

*  Not  all  the  water  in  the  rough  rude  sea]  *'  Rough  **  and  "  rude  "  are  here 
nearly  synonymous,  and  we  may  suspect  that  "rude"  ought  to  have  been  printed 
wide,  to  denote  the  vast  extent  and  quantity  of  the  waters  of  the  ocean.  Of 
course  we  reprint  here  the  receiyed  text,  having  no  authority  to  alter  it 
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0  !  call  back  yesterday,  bid  time  return, 

And  thou  shalt  have  twelve  thousand  fighting  men : 

To-day,  to-day,  unhappy  day  too  late, 

O'erthrows  thy  joys,  friends,  fortune,  and  thy  state ; 

For  aU  the  Welshmen,  hearing  thou  wert  dead, 

Are  gone  to  Bolingbroke,  dispersed,  and  fled  *. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  liege !  why  looks  your  grace  so  pale  P 

K.  Rich.  But  now,  the  blood  of  twenty  thousand  men 
Did  triumph  in  my  face,  and  they  are  fled ; 
And  till  so  much  blood  thither  come  again, 

Have  I  not  reason  to  look  pale  and  dead  P 
All  souls  that  will  be  safe,  fly  from  my  side ; 
For  time  hath  set  a  blot  upon  my  pride. 

Aum.  Comfort,  my  liege !  remember  who  you  are. 

K,  Rich.  I  had  forgot  myself. — Am  I  not  king  P 
Awake,  thou  coward  majesty  • !  thou  sleepest. 
Is  not  the  king's  name  twenty  thousand  names  •  ? — 
Arm,  arm,  my  name  !  a  puny  subject  strikes 
At  thy  great  glory. — Look  not  to  the  ground, 
Ye  favourites  of  a  king :  are  we  not  high  P 
High  be  our  thoughts.     I  know,  my  imcle  York 
Hath  power  enough  to  serve  our  turn.    But  who  comes  here  P 

Enter  Scroop. 

Scroop.  More  health  and  happiness  betide  my  liege, 
Than  can  my  care-tim'd  tongue  deliver  him. 

K.  Rich.  Mine  ear  is  open,  and  my  heart  prepar'd : 
The  worst  is  worldly  loss  thou  canst  unfold. 
Say,  is  my  kingdom  lost  P  why,  'twas  my  care ; 
And  what  loss  is  it  to  be  rid  of  care  P 
Strives  Bolingbroke  to  be  as  great  as  we  P 
Gfreater  he  shall  not  be  :  if  he  serve  God, 
We'll  serve  him  too,  and  be  his  fellow  so. 
Revolt  our  subjects  P  that  we  cannot  mend ; 
They  break  their  faith  to  God,  as  well  as  us. 
Cry  woe,  destruction,  ruin,  loss,  decay. 
The  worst  is  death,  and  death  will  have  his  day. 

*  —  diipen'd,  and  fled.]  It  is  "dispersed  or  fled"  in  the  oonr.  fo.  1633,  but 
there  it  no  adequate  reason  for  making  the  change. 

*  Awake,  thou  coward  majesty  I]  Every  4to.  edition  has  "  coward :"  the 
folio  reads  tluggardf  much  to  the  injury  of  the  force  of  the  passage. 

*  Is  not  the  king's  name  twenty  thousand  names  ?]  So  all  the  4to.  impres- 
sions :  the  folio  has  forty ^  but  twenty  thousand  is  probably  right.  See  above, 
where  Richard  speaks  of  "  the  blood  of  twenty  thousand  men." 
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Scroop.  Glad  am  I,  that  your  higliness  is  fio  arm'd 
To  bear  the  tidings  of  calamity. 
Like  an  unseasonable  stormy  day, 
Which  makes  the  silver  rivers  drown  their  shores. 
As  if  the  world  were  all  dissolved  to  tears, 
So  high  above  his  limits  swells  the  rage 
Of  Bolingbroke,  covering  your  fearful  land 
With  hard  bright  steel,  and  hearts  harder  than  steel. 
White-beards  have  arm'd '  their  thin  and  hairless  scalps 
Against  thy  majesty ;  and  boys,  with  women's  voices, 
Strive  to  speak  big,  and  clasp  their  feeble  joints ' 
In  stiff  unwieldy  arms  against  thy  crown : 
Thy  very  beadsmen  learn  to  bend  their  bows 
Of  double-fatal  yew  *  against  thy  state ; 
Yea,  distaff- women  manage  rus^  bills 
Against  thy  seat :  both  young  and  old  rebel. 
And  aU  goes  worse  than  I  have  power  to  tell. 

K.  Rich.  Too  well,  too  well,  thou  tell'st  a  tale  so  ill. 
Where  is  the  earl  of  Wiltshire  ?  where  is  Bagot  ? 
What  is  become  of  Bushy  P  where  is  Gbeen  P 
That  they  have  let  the  dangerous  enemy 
Measure  our  confines  with  such  peaceAil  steps  P 
If  we  prevail,  their  heads  shall  pay  for  it. 
I  warrant  they  have  made  peace  with  Bolingbroke. 

Scroop,  Peace  have  they  made  with  him,  indeed,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  0  villains !  vipers,  damn'd  without  redemption  I 
Dogs,  easily  won  to  fawn  on  any  man ! 
Snakes,  in  my  heart-blood  warm'd,  that  sting  my  heart ! 
Three  Judases,  each  one  thrice  worse  than  Judas ! — 
Would  they  make  peace  P  terrible  hell  make  war 
Upon  their  spotted  souls  for  this  offence  '* ! 

'  White-BBARDS  have  arm'd]     It  is  «  White-^Mrt "  in  all  the  foHoa. 

*  —  and  CLASP  their  fbbblb  joints]  In  the  old  copies,  4to.  and  folio,  it  if 
'*  clap  their  female  joints"  Pope  proposed  **  clasp,''  but  *'  feeble ''  tot  female  is 
only  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  from  whence  Mr.  Singer  borrowed  it,  neglecting,  how- 
erer,  to  state  the  source  of  the  emendation.  The  boys  had  not  female^  but 
"  feeble  **  joints,  and  one  word  was  evidently  misheard  for  the  other,  and  has  been 
continued  as  the  text  of  our  great  poet  for  the  last  two  hundred  and  fifty  years. 
We  do  not  adopt  the  change  in  the  next  line,  of  armour  'gairui  for  '*  arms 
against,''  plausible  as  it  may  be,  because  it  does  not  seem  necessary,  and  "  arms  " 
may  be  called  "  stiff  unwieldy  "  with  about  as  much  propriety  as  armour, 

*  Of  double-fiital  yew]  **  Called  so,"  says  Warburton,  "  because  the  leaves  of 
the  yew  are  poison,  and  the  wood  is  employed  for  instruments  of  death." 

>®  —  for  this  OFTBNCE 1]  The  word  **  offence  "  was  added  by  the  editor  of  the 
folio,  1623.    The  4t08.  thus  regulate  the  passage :— 
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Scroop.  Sweet  love,  I  see,  changing  liis  property, 

Toms  to  the  sourest  and  most  deadly  hate. 

Again  uneurse  their  souls  ;  their  peace  is  made 

With  heads  and  not  with  hands :  those  whom  you  curse, 

Have  felt  the  worst  of  death's  destroying  wound ', 

And  lie  full  low,  graVd  in  the  hollow  ground. 

Aum.  Is  Bushy,  Ghreen,  and  the  earl  of  Wiltshire,  dead  P 
Scroop.  Yea,  all  of  them  at  Bristol  lost  their  heads. 
Aum.  Where  is  the  duke,  my  father,  with  his  power  P 
K.  Rich.  No  matter  where.— -Of  comfort  no  man  speak : 

Let's  talk  of  graves,  of  worms,  and  epitaphs ; 

Make  dust  our  paper,  and  with  rainy  eyes 

Write  sorrow  on  the  bosom  of  the  earth. 

Let's  choose  executors,  and  talk  of  wills : 

And  yet  not  so, — ^for  what  can  we  bequeath. 

Save  our  deposed  bodies  to  the  ground  P 

Our  lands,  our  lives,  and  aU  are  Bolingbroke's, 

And  nothing  can  we  caU  our  own  but  death. 

And  that  small  model  of  the  barren  earth. 

Which  serves  as  paste  and  cover  to  our  bones. 

For  God's  sake,  let  us  sit  upon  the  ground, 

And  tell  sad  stories  of  the  death  of  kings : 

How  some  have  been  depos'd,  some  slain  in  war, 

Some  haunted  by  the  ghosts  they  have  depos'd, 

Some  poison'd  by  their  wives,  some  sleeping  kQl'd, 

All  murder'd ; — ^for  within  the  hollow  crown, 

That  rounds  the  mortal  temples  of  a  king. 

Keeps  death  his  court,  and  there  the  antick  sits ', 

Scoffing  his  state,  and  grinning  at  his  pomp ; 

"Would  they  make  peace ?  terrible  hell 
Make  war  apon  their  spotted  souls  for  this." 
It  may  be  disputed  which  is  the  more  forcible  reading,  but  that  of  the  foUo  com- 
pletes  the  defective  measure. 

>  —  death's  destroying  wound,]  The  folio,  1023,  in  oppodtioa  to  aU  th« 
4toa,  and  to  the  rhyme,  reads  hand  for  **  wound."  We  need  scarcely  add,  thai 
hand  is  repeated  in  the  later  folios. 

*  —  and  there  the  antick  sits,]  In  «  Henry  VI.  Part  L"  we  meet  with  the 
eipression,  *'thon  antidc  death;"  and  Douce  obsenres,  that  Shakespeare  may 
ha?e  borrowed  this  idea  of  death  sitting  in  the  King's  crown  from  the  wood-cuta 
called  Imoffinet  Mortit,  attributed,  though  ftdsely,  to  Holbein.  He  refers  to  the 
serenth  print,  a  fac-simile  of  which  may  be  seen  at  the  end  of  his  learned  and 
beautiful  work,  "The  Dance  of  Death,"  octavo,  1833.  In  that  cut,  however, 
death  is  represented  taking  off  an  emperor's  crown,  and  not  sitting  and  keeping 
his  court  in  it ;  so  that  though  Shakespeare  may  have  had  it  in  his  mind,  he  did 
not  follow  it. 
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Allowing  him  a  breath,  a  little  scene, 

To  monarchize,  be  fear'd,  and  kill  with  looks ; 

Incising  him  with  self  and  vain  conceit, 

As  if  this  flesh,  which  walls  about  our  life, 

Were  brass  impregnable ;  and,  humour'd  thus, 

Comes  at  the  last,  and  with  a  little  pin 

Bores  through  his  castle  wall,  and — ^fisurewell  king ! — 

Cover  your  heads,  and  mock  not  flesh  and  blood 

"With  solemn  reverence :  throw  away  respect, 

Tradition,  form,  and  ceremonious  duty, 

For  you  have  but  mistook  me  all  this  while : 

I  live  with  bread  like  you,  feel  want. 

Taste  grief,  need  Mends :  subjected  thus, 

How  can  you  say  to  me — ^I  am  a  king  *  ? 

Bishop.  My  lord,  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and  wail  their  woes, 
But  presently  prevent  the  ways  to  wail. 
To  fear  the  foe,  since  fear  oppresseth  strength. 
Gives,  in  your  weakness,  strength  unto  your  foe, 
And  so  your  follies  fight  against  yourself*. 
Fear,  and  be  slain ;  no  worse  can  come  to  fight : 
And  fight  and  die  is  death  destroying  death. 
Where  fearing  dying  pays  death  servile  breath. 

Aum.  My  father  hath  a  power,  enquire  of  him. 
And  learn  to  make  a  body  of  a  limb. 

K,  Rich,  Thou  chid'st  me  well. — ^Proud  Bolingbroke,   I 
come 
To  change  blows  with  thee  for  our  day  of  doom. 
This  ague-fit  of  fear  is  over-blown : 
An  easy  task  it  is,  to  win  our  own. — 
Say,  Scroop,  where  lies  our  uncle  with  his  power  P 
Speak  sweetly,  man,  although  thy  looks  be  sour. 

*  How  caD  you  say  to  me — I  am  a  Idng  ?]  We  foUow  here  the  reg^nlatioii  of 
all  the  old  copies,  4to.  and  folio,  which  is  to  he  preferred  to  the  modem  arrange- 
ment, which  only  Tariee  without  curing  the  defect.  Were  we  to  adopt  Capel's 
advice,  we  should  insert  like  you  twice  over,  in  order  to  complete  what  he  con- 
sidered defective  lines :  the  case  might  be  different  if  there  were  any  difference 
in  the  original  editions.  In  the  next  line  the  folio,  1623,  reads,  "  My  lord,  wise 
men  ne'er  wail  \ki<s\T  present  woes,"  omitting  the  word  '*  sit,"  which  is  important, 
because  from  it  we  may,  perhaps,  gather,  that  in  his  despondency  Richard  had 
cast  himself  upon  the  earth,  where  he  remained  until  roused  by  the  reproof  of  the 
Bishop,  and  by  the  hope  expressed  by  Aumerle,  when  Richard  may  have  started 
up  with  the  exclamation,  "  Thou  chid'st  me  weU." 

*  And  so  your  follies  fight  against  yourself.]  This  line  was,  perhaps  acci- 
dentally, omitted  in  the  folios. 
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Scroop.  Men  judge  by  the  complexion  of  the  sky 

The  state  and  inclination  of  the  day ; 
So  XBAj  you  by  my  dull  and  heavy  eye. 

My  tongue  hath  but  a  heayier  tale  to  say. 
I  play  the  torturer^  by  small  and  small, 
To  lengthen  out  the  worst  that  mnst  be  spoken. 
Your  uncle  York  is  join'd '  with  Bolingbroke ; 
And  all  your  northern  castles  yielded  up, 
And  all  your  southern  gentlemen  in  arms 
Upon  his  party. 

K.  Rich.  Thou  hast  said  enough. — 

Beshrew  thee,  cousin,  [To  Attmerle.]  which  didst  lead  me 

forth 
Of  that  sweet  way  I  was  in  to  despair. 
What  say  you  now  P    What  comfort  have  we  now  P 
By  heaven,  I'll  hate  him  everlastingly. 
That  bids  me  be  of  comfort  any  more. — 
Gh)  to  Flint  castle :  there  I'll  pine  away ; 
A  king,  woe's  slave,  shall  kingly  woe  obey. 
That  power  I  have,  discharge ;  and  let  them  go 
To  ear  the  land  jhat  hath  some  hope  to  grow  *, 
For  I  have  noae. — ^Let  no  man  q)eairagSSL 
1^  altar  thisH^  counsel  is  but  vain. 

Aum.  My  liege,  one  word. 

K.  Rich.  He  does  me  double  wrong, 

That  wounds  me  witli  the  flatteries  of  his  tongue. — 
Discharge  my  followers :  let  them  hence  away 
From  Bioluml's  night  to  Bolingbroke's  £ur  day.         [Exeunt 


•  Tour  vnde  York  n  jdn'd]  So  aU  the  old  copies:  Maloiie  lend  ••  Mk 
joined.''  Three  Unes  lower  the  fbnr  early  4tOB.  read  *'  party,"  and  the  IbHo,  16S3, 
fiteikm.  Boeaibly,  diifcrenoe  of  reoitatkm  oocaaioned  tiiia  and  other  diftrenoea  of 
words;  hot  the  oAd  corrector  does  not  restore  "  party." 

*  To  SAm  the  land  that  hath  some  hope  to  grow,]  {.  t.  to  cnltifate  tiiat  toil 
widdi  pfomisea  to  be  prodoctiTe.  To  '*ear  the  land"  meant  to  prepare  it  ftar 
seed  }rf  plMtghkig :  see  «<AU'8  WeU  that  Bnds  Wdl,"  A.  L  sc  8.  ToL  tt. 
p.64a  la^AntonyaadCleopatm,"  A.  Lac  4,  Shakespeare  speaks  of  "snteg/' 
mpkmgM^  the  seat — 

"  Make  the  sea  serre  them,  whidi  they  ear  and  wound 
WiUi  keels." 
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SCENE  m. 

Wales.    A  Plain  before  Flint  Castle. 

Unter,  with  Drum  and  Colours,  Bolingbroke  and  Forces  ; 
York,  Northumberland,  and  others. 

Boling.  So  that  by  this  intelligence  we  learn, 
The  Welshmen  are  dispersed ;  and  Salisbiiry 
Is  gone  to  meet  the  king,  who  lately  landed 
With  some  few  private  Mends  upon  this  coast. 

North.  The  news  is  very  fair  and  good,  my  lord. 
Bichard,  not  isix  from  hence,  hath  hid  his  h&sA. 

York.  It  would  beseem  the  lord  Northumberland, 
To  say,  king  Bichard : — ^Alack,  the  heavy  day. 
When  such  a  sacred  king  should  hide  his  head  I 

North.  Your  grace  mistakes  me ' ;  only  to  be  brief, 
Left  I  his  title  out. 

York.  The  time  hath  been, 

Would  you  have  been  so  brief  with  him,  he  would 
Have  been  so  brief  with  you  *,  to  shorten  you. 
For  taking  so  the  head,  your  whole  head's  length. 

Boling.  Mistake  not,  uncle,  farther  than  you  should. 

York.  Take  not,  good  cousin,  farther  than  you  should, 
Lest  you  mistake :  the  heavens  are  o'er  our  heads  *. 

Boling.  I  know  it,  uncle ;  and  oppose  not  myself 
Against  their  will. — ^But  who  comes  here  P 

Enter  Percy. 

Welcome,  Harry.    What,  will  not  this  castle  yield  P 
Percy.  The  castle  royally  is  mann'd,  my  lord, 

Against  thy  entrance. 
Boling.  BoyallyP 

Why,  it  contains  no  king. 

Percy.  Yes,  my  good  lord, 


tt 


'  Your  grace  mistakes  mb  ;]     The  oorr.  fb.  1632  supplies  the  pronoun  '*  me, 
which  we  may  be  willing  on  every  account  to  admit. 

'  Have  been  so  brief  with  youJ  The  words  *'  with  you  "  are  from  the  first 
folio.  They  improve  the  sense,  and  complete  the  metre,  and  for  both  reasons  we 
have  placed  them  in  the  text. 

•  —  the  heavens  are  o'er  our  heads.]  So  the  4tos.  of  1697  and  1698.  The 
4tos,  1608  and  1616,  have  over  your  heads,  and  the  folio,  1623,  ''o'er  your 
head.*'    The  differences  are  niot  very  material. 
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It  doth  contain  a  king :  king  Kichard  lies 

"Within  the  limits  of  yond'  lime  and  stone ; 

And  with  him  are  the  lord  Aumerle,  lord  Balisbnry, 

Sir  Stephen  Scroop,  besides  a  clergyman 

Of  holy  reverence ;  who,  I  cannot  learn. 

North.  0 !  belike  it  is  the  bishop  of  Carlisle. 

Baling .  Noble  lord,  [To  Northumberland. 

Gh)  to  the  rude  ribs  of  that  ancient  castle ; 
Through  brazen  trumpet  send  the  breath  of  parle 
Into  his  ruined  ears,  and  thus  deliver. — 
Henry  Bofingbroke 

On  both  his  knees  doth  kiss  king  Kichard's  hand, 
And  sends  allegiance,  and  true  faith  of  heart, 
To  his  most  royal  person ;  hither  come. 
Even  at  his  feet  to  lay  my  arms  and  power, 
Provided  that,  my  banishment  repealed. 
And  lands  restor'd  again,  be  freely  granted. 
K  not,  I'll  use  th*  advantage  of  my  power. 
And  lay  the  summer's  dust  with  showers  of  blood, 
Sain'd  from  the  wounds  of  slaughter'd  Englishmen  : 
The  which,  how  far  off  from  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke 
It  is,  such  crimson  tempest  should  bedrench 
The  fresh  green  lap  of  fair  king  Richard's  land. 
My  stoopiag  duty  tenderly  shall  show. 
Go  ;  signify  as  much,  while  here  we  march 
Upon  the  grassy  carpet  of  this  plain. 
Let's  march  without  the  noise  of  threatening  drum, 
That  from  the  castle's  tatter'd  battlements  ^ 
Oar  fiur  appointments  may  be  weU  perusU 
Methinks,  king  Kichard  and  myself  should  meet 
With  no  less  terror  than  the  elements 
Of  fire  and  water,  when  their  thundering  shook ' 

I  That  from  the  castle's  tattkr'd  battlements]  Tattertd  in  the  4tofl.  of  \W 
and  1608:  "tattered"  in  the  4to8.  of  1608,  1616,  and  the  folios.  Botwell  sog- 
gested  that  tottered  was  put  for  tottering^  but  as  has  been  stated  on  p.  SOS,  of 
this  Totiime,  the  oldest  mode  of  spelling  *<  tattered"  was  tottered:  oonseqnently, 
*'  tattered  battlements  "  here  mer^y  means  ragged  battlements :  if  the  battlements 
were  tottering,  they  would  have  been  no  very  good  defence  for  the  King.  We 
may  add  one  apposite  proof  of  what  we  have  adyanoed,  from  the  old  play  of  the 
*<  Ahmm  for  London/'  1602  :— 

**  Whose  streetes  besmear'd  with  blood,  whose  blubber'd  eyes, 
Whose  tottered  walU,  whose  buildings  orerthrowne/'  &c. 

1  —  when  their  thundering  shock]  It  stands  <* thundering  emoake"  in  the 
folio,  IfiSS,  and  in  three  of  the  4tos;  but  the  earliest  4to,  that  of  1697»  hM 
"  shock."    It  is  not  easy  to  explain  how  such  a  misprint  ooconred. 
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At  meeting  tears  the  cloudy  cheeks  of  heaven. 
Be  he  the  fire,  I'll  be  the  yielding  water : 
The  rage  be  his,  while  on  the  earth  I  rain 
My  waters  ;  on  the  earth,  and  not  on  him. — 
March  on,  and  mark  king  Bichard  how  he  looks. 

A  parley  sounded,  and  answered  hy  a  Trumpet  within.  Flourish. 
Enter  on  the  walls  King  Richard,  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle, 
AuMERLE,  Scroop,  and  Salisbury. 

Boling.  See,  see !  king  Richard  doth  himself  appear. 
As  doth  the  blushing  discontented  sun 
From  out  the  fiery  portal  of  the  east. 
When  he  perceives  the  envious  clouds  are  bent 
To  dim  his  glory,  and  to  stain  the  track 
Of  his  bright  passage  to  the  Occident  *. 

York.  Yet  looks  he  like  a  king :  behold,  his  eye. 
As  bright  as  is  the  eaglets,  lightens  forth 
Controlling  majesty.     Alack,  alack,  for  woe. 
That  any  storm  should  stain  so  fair  a  show  *  I 

K.  Rich.  We  are  amaz'd ;  and  thus  long  have  we  stood 

[To  Northumberland. 
To  watch  the  fearfiil  bending  of  thy  knee  *, 
Because  we  thought  ourself  thy  lawful  king : 
And  if  we  be,  how  dare  thy  joints  forget 

*  Of  his  bright  passage  to  the  Occident.]  In  every  old  edition,  4to.  and 
folio,  this  and  the  preceding  five  lines  are  given  to  Bolingbroke ;  and  there  is  no 
sofficient  reason  for  taking  them  from  him,  and  giving  them  to  York,  as  has  been 
done  by  all  the  editors  since  the  time  of  Warborton,  some  with,  and  others  with- 
out notice.  It  is  not  at  all  inconsistent  with  the  character  of  Bolingbroke,  and 
with  what  he  has  before  said  of  Richard,  that  he  should  now  so  speak  of  him ; 
and,  as  has  been  remarked,  all  the  authorities  are  in  favour  of  the  restoration. 
After  he  has  so  spoken,  and  after  York's  answer,  we  must  suppose  Bolingbroke  to 
retire  with  York,  and  to  leave  the  conduct  of  the  interview  to  Northumberland, 
until  he  rejoins  Bolingbroke  just  before  Richard  descends  to  the  plain.  Richard's 
observation  to  Northumberland,  "  For  yond',  methinks,  he  stands,"  shows  that 
Bolingbroke  was  not  out  of  sight. 

^  That  any  storm  should  stain  so  fair  a  show  I]  We  can  hardly  be  wrong  in 
substituting  *'  storm  "  (a  fine  expressive  word,  consistent  with  all  that  has  gone 
before  it)  for  the  tame  word  harm  in  this  line,  because  it  stands  so  amended  not 
merely  in  my  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  in  another  amended  copy  of  the  same  edition  in 
the  possession  of  Mr.  Singer.  Thus  two  independent  authorities  concur  in  a 
change,  which  is  otherwise  recommended  by  its  great  fitness. 

'  To  watch  the  fearful  bending  of  thy  knee,]  ''  Fearful "  is  altered  Xofaitf^ful 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  it  must  represent  some  difference  of  recitation,  but  we  are 
not  disposed,  on  that  account,  to  displace  a  word  contained  in  all  the  old  im- 
pressions of  this  tragedy,  which  seems  also  quite  as  appropriate. 
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To  pay  their  awM  duty  to  our  presence  P 

If  we  be  not,  show  us  the  hand  of  God 

That  hath  dismissed  us  from  our  stewardship ; 

For,  well  we  know,  no  hand  of  blood  and  bone 

Can  gripe  the  sacred  handle  of  our  sceptre, 

Unless  he  do  profane,  steal,  or  usurp. 

And  though  you  think  that  aU,  as  you  have  done, 

Have  torn  their  souls  by  tumine  them  from  us, 

And  we  are  barren  and  bereft  of  friende. 

Yet  know,  my  master,  God  omnipotent. 

Is  mustering  in  his  clouds  on  our  behalf 

Armies  of  pestilence ;  and  they  shall  strike 

Your  children  yet  unborn,  and  imbegot. 

That  lift  your  vassal  hands  against  my  head, 

And  threat  the  glory  of  my  precious  crown. 

Tell  Bolingbroke,  for  yond',  methinks,  he  stands. 

That  every  stride  he  makes  upon  my  land 

Is  dangerous  treason.     He  is  come  to  ope 

The  purple  testament  of  bleeding  war ; 

But  ere  the  crown  he  looks  for  live  in  peace, 

Ten  thousand  bloody  crowns  of  mothers'  sons 

Shall  ill  become  the  flower  of  England's  face. 

Change  the  complexion  of  her  maid-pale  peace 

To  scarlet  indignation,  and  bedew 

Her  pastures'  grass  with  faithful  English  blood. 

North.  The  King  of  heaven  forbid,  our  lord  the  king 
Should  so  with  civil  and  uncivil  arms 
Be  rush'd  upon !     Thy  thrice-noble  cousin, 
Harry  Bolingbroke,  doth  humbly  kiss  thy  hand ; 
And  by  the  honourable  tomb  he  swears. 
That  stands  upon  your  royal  grandsire's  bones, 
And  by  the  royalties  of  both  your  bloods, 
Currents  that  spring  from  one  most  gracious  head. 
And  by  the  buried  hand  of  warlike  Gaimt, 
And  by  the  worth  and  honour  of  himself. 
Comprising  all  that  may  be  sworn  or  said. 
His  coming  hither  hath  no  farther  scope 
Than  for  his  lineal  royalties,  and  to  beg 
Enfranchisement  immediate  on  his  knees  : 
Which  on  thy  royal  party  granted  once. 
His  glittering  arms  he  will  commend  to  rust. 
His  barbed  steeds  to  stables,  and  his  heart 
To  faithful  service  of  your  majesty. 

VOL.  III.  T 
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This  swears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  just ', 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I  credit  him. 

K,  Rich.  Northmnberland,  say, — thus  the  king  returns. 
TTift  noble  cousin  is  right  welcome  hither ; 
And  aU  the  number  of  his  fair  demands 
Shall  be  accomplished  without  contradiction. 
"With  all  the  gracious  utterance  thou  hast. 
Speak  to  his  gentle  hearing  kind  commends. — 

[Northumberland  retires  to  Bolingbroke. 
"We  do  debase  ourself,  cousin,  [To  Aumerle.]  do  we  not, 
To  look  so  poorly,  and  to  speak  so  fair  P 
Shall  we  call  back  Northumberland,  and  send 
Defiance  to  the  traitor,  and  so  die  P 

Aum,  No,  good  my  lord :  let's  fight  with  gentle  words, 
TiU  time  lend  friends,  and  friends  their  helpful  swords, 

K.  Rich,  0  God  !  0  God  !  that  e'er  this  tongue  of  mine. 
That  laid  the  sentence  of  dread  banishment 
On  yond'  proud  man,  should  take  it  oS  again 
With  words  of  sooth.     0  !  that  I  were  as  great 
As  is  my  grief,  or  lesser  than  my  name. 
Or  that  I  could  forget  what  I  have  been, 
Or  not  remember  what  I  must  be  now ! 
Swell'st  thou,*  proud  heart  P     I'll  give  thee  scope  to  beat, 
Since  foes  have  scope  to  beat  both  thee  and  me. 

Aum.  Northimiberland  comes  back  from  Bolingbroko. 

K.  Rich,  What  must  the  king  do  now  P    Must  he  submit  P 
The  king  shall  do  it.     Must  he  be  depos'd  P 
The  king  shall  be  contented.     Must  he  lose 
The  name  of  king  P  o'  God's  name,  let  it  go : 
111  give  my  jewels  for  a  set  of  beads, 
My  gorgeous  palace  for  a  hermitage. 
My  gay  apparel  for  an  alms-man's  gown. 
My  figur'd  goblets  for  a  dish  of  wood. 
My  sceptre  for  a  palmer's  waUdng-stafT, 
My  subjects  for  a  pair  of  carved  saints. 
And  my  large  kingdom  for  a  little  grave, 
A  little  little  grave,  an  obscure  grave  : 
Or  I'll  be  buried  in  the  king's  highway. 
Some  way  of  common  trade,  where  subjects'  feet 

*  This  Bwears  he,  as  he  is  a  prince,  is  just,]  The  correct  reading  of  the  folio. 
The  4tos.  of  1697  and  1698  have,  "as  he  is  a  prinoesse  just,"  and  the  4to8.  of 
1608  and  1616,  <«  as  he  is  prince,  just."  In  the  next  line  "  I  am  "  is  struck  out 
in  the  coir.  fo.  1632,  perhaps  as  surplusage,  and  injurious  to  the  metre. 
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May  hourly  trample  on  their  sovereign's  head ; 

Por  on  my  heart  they  tread,  now  whilst  I  live, 

And,  buried  once,  why  not  upon  my  head  P — 

Aumerle,  thou  weep'st ;  my  tender-hearted  cousin ! — 

"We'll  make  foul  weather  with  despised  tears ; 

Our  sighs  and  they  shall  lodge  the  summer  com, 

And  make  a  dearth  in  this  revolting  land : 

Or  shall  we  play  the  wantons  with  our  woes, 

And  make  some  pretty  match  with  shedding  tears  P 

As  thus ; — to  drop  them  still  upon  one  place, 

Till  they  have  fretted  us  a  pair  of  graves 

"Within  the  earth  ;  and,  therein  laid,  there  lies 

TVo  kinsmen  digg'd  their  graves  with  weeping  eyes. 

Would  not  this  ill  do  well  P — ^Well,  well,  I  see 

I  talk  but  idly,  and  you  mock  at  me. — 

Most  mighty  prince,  my  lord  Northumberland, 

What  says  king  Bolingbroke  ?  will  his  majesty 

Give  Richard  leave  to  live  till  Richard  die  P 

You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  says  I '. 

North.  My  lord,  in  the  base  court  he  doth  attend 
To  speak  with  you :  may't  please  you  to  come  down  P 

K,  Rich,  Down,  down,  I  come ;  like  glistering  Phaeton, 
Wanting  the  manage  of  unruly  jades. 

[North,  retires  again  to  Boling. 
In  the  base  court  P    Base  court,  where  kings  grow  base, 
To  come  at  traitors'  caUs,  and  do  them  grace. 
In  the  base  court P    Come  downP    Down,   court!    down, 

king ! 
For  night-owls  shriek,  where  moimting  larks  should  sing. 

[Exeuntyfrom  above. 

Boling,  What  says  his  majesty  P 

North.  Sorrow  and  grief  of  heart 

Makes  him  speak  fondly,  like  a  frantic  man : 
Yet  he  is  come. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  Attendants,  below. 
Boling.  Stand  all  apart, 

'  You  make  a  leg,  and  Bolingbroke  says  /.]  This  is  one  of  the  cases  in  which 
the  rhyme  renders  it  necessary  that  we  should  preserve  the  old  spelling  of  ay,  Tiz. 
"  I."  Another  instance  of  orthography  sacrificed  to  sound  occurs  in  "  All's 
WeU  that  Ends  WeU,"  A.  v.  sc.  3.  Vol.  ii.  p.  019.  The  spelling  of  ay  "  I  "  may 
be  said  to  have  been  almost  universal  with  our  old  dramatists,  and  it  has  now  and 
then  been  the  source  of  confusion. 

t2 
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And  show  fair  duty  to  liis  majesty. — 

My  gracious  lord, —  [^Kneeling, 

K,  Rich.  Fair  cousin,  you  debase  your  princely  knee, 
To  make  the  base  earth  proud  with  kissing  it : 
Me  rather  had,  my  heart  might  feel  your  love, 
Than  my  impleas'd  eye  see  your  courtesy. 
Up,  cousin,  up :  your  heart  is  up,  I  know, 
Thus  high  at  least,  although  your  knee  be  low. 

Boling,  Mj  gracious  lord,  I  come  but  for  mine  own. 

K,  Mich.  Tour  own  is  your's ;  and  I  am  yoiu*'s,  and  all. 

Boling.  So  far  be  mine,  my  most  redoubted  lord, 
As  my  true  service  shall  deserve  your  love. 

K.  Rich.  Well  you  deserve : — they  well  deserve  to  have. 
That  know  the  strongest  aad  surest  way  to  get- 
Uncle,  give  me  your  hand :  nay,  dry  your  eyes ; 
Tears  show  their  love,  but  want  their  remedies. — 
Cousin,  I  am  too  young  to  be  your  father. 
Though  you  are  old  enough  to  be  my  heir. 
What  you  will  have,  I'll  give,  and  willing  too ; 
For  do  we  must  what  force  will  have  us  do. — 
Set  on  towards  London. — Cousin  is  it  so  P 

Boling.  Tea,  my  good  lord. 

jr.  Rich,  Then,  I  must  not  say  no '. 

[^FToiirish.    Exeunt. 

'  Then,  I  miut  not  say  no.]  Mr.  Singer  here,  at  second  hand  as  the  misspdling 
ahows,  quotes  from  Stowe  a  passage  which  Malone  had  previously  cited ;  but  Bfr. 
SingeTi  omitting  one  important  clause,  makes  nonsense  of  the  whole,  and  repre- 
sents the  old  chronicler  as  writing  ridiculous  English.  We  extract  the  passage 
from  the  original,  just  as  it  stands  on  p.  621  of  the  edition  of  1606,  the  reference 
given  by  Malone : — **  The  Duke,  with  a  high  sharpe  voyoe,  bad  bring  foorth  the 
King's  horses,  and  then  two  little  nagges,  not  worth  fourtie  franks,  were  brought 
forth  :  the  king  was  set  on  the  one,  and  the  Earle  of  Salisburie  on  the  other ;  and 
thus  the  Duke  brought  the  king  from  Flint  to  Chester,  where  he  was  delivered  to 
the  Duke  of  Glocesters  sonne,  and  to  the  Earle  of  Arundels  sonne,  that  loved  him 
but  little,  for  he  had  put  their  fathers  to  death,  who  ledde  him  straight  to  the 
Castle."  Mr.  Singer  omits  all  mention  of  the  Earl  of  Arundel  and  his  son,  and 
perverts  history  by  making  Richard  author  of  the  death  of  only  one  of  the  noble- 
men mentioned.  We  adduce  this  merely  as  an  instance  of  the  evil  of  quoting, 
without  acknowledgment,  what  others  have  already  adduced,  and  not  even  copying 
that  correctly.  We  are  confident  that  Mr.  Singer  meant  to  be  accurate}  but  that 
is  hardly  enough  in  an  edition  of  Shakespeare. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Langley.    The  Duke  of  York's  Garden. 

Enter  the  Qtteen,  and  two  Ladies. 

Queen.  What  sport  shall  we  devise  here  in  this  garden, 
To  drive  away  the  heavy  thought  of  care  P 

1  Lady.  Madam,  we*U  play  at  bowls. 

Queen.  'Twill  make  me  think  the  world  is  full  of  rubs. 
And  that  my  fortune  runs  against  the  bias. 

1  Lady.  Madam,  we'll  dance. 

Queen.  My  legs  can  keep  no  measure  in  delight. 
When  my  poor  heart  no  measure  keeps  in  grief : 
Therefore,  no  dancing,  girl ;  some  other  sport. 

1  Lady.  Madam,  we'll  tell  tales. 

Queen.  Of  sorrow,  or  of  joy  *  P 

1  Lady.  Of  either,  madam. 

Queen.  Of  neither,  girl ; 
For  if  of  joy,  being  altogether  wanting. 
It  doth  remember  me  the  more  of  sorrow ; 
Or  if  of  grief,  being  altogether  had. 
It  adds  more  sorrow  to  my  want  of  joy ; 
For  what  I  have  I  need  not  to  repeat. 
And  what  I  want  it  boots  not  to  complain. 

1  Lady.  Madam,  I'll  sing. 

Queen.  'Tis  well  that  thou  hast  cause ; 

But  thou  shouldst  please  me  better,  wouldst  thou  weep. 

1  Lady.  I  could  weep,  madam,  would  it  do  you  good. 

Queen.  And  I  could  sing,  would  weeping  do  me  good. 
And  never  borrow  any  tear  of  thee. 
But  stay,  here  come  the  gardeners : 
Let's  step  into  the  shadow  of  these  trees. — 
My  wretchedness  imto  a  row  of  pins. 
They'll  talk  of  state ;  for  every  one  doth  so 
Against  a  change.     Woe  is  forerun  with  woe. 

[Queen  and  Ladies  retire. 

•  Of  sorrow,  or  of  joy  ?]  All  the  old  copies  read,  "  Of  sorrow,  or  of  grirff*' 
Pope  made  the  alteration,  which  the  context  folly  supports.  It  is  somewhat 
singular  that  we  here  find  no  change  made  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 
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winter  a  Gardener  and  two  Servants. 

Oard.  Go,  bind  thou  up  yond'  dangling  apricocksy 
Which,  like  unruly  children,  make  their  sire 
Stoop  with  oppression  of  their  prodigal 'weight : 
Give  some  supportance  to  the  bending  twigs. — 
Go  thou,  and  like  an  executioner. 
Cut  off  the  heads  of  too-fast-growing  sprays, 
That  look  too  lofty  in  our  commonwealth : 
All  must  be  even  in  our  government. — 
You  thus  employed,  I  will  go  root  away 
The  noisome  weeds,  that  without  profit  suck 
The  soil's  fertility  from  wholesome  flowers. 

1  8erv.  Why  should  we,  in  the  compass  of  a  pale, 
Keep  law,  and  form,  and  due  proportion. 
Showing,  as  in  a  model,  our  firm  estate. 
When  our  sea-walled  garden,  the  whole  land. 
Is  fiill  of  weeds  ;  her  fairest  flowers  chok'd  up. 
Her  fruit-trees  all  unprun*dj  her  hedges  ruin'd. 
Her  knots  disordered,  and  her  wholesome  herbs 
Swarming  with  caterpillars  P 

Oard,  Hold  thy  peace. 

He  that  hath  suffered  this  disordered  spring. 
Hath  now  himself  met  with  the  fall  of  leaf: 
The  weeds  that  his  broad-spreading  leaves  did  shelter, 
That  seem'd  in  eating  him  to  hold  him  up, 
Are  pluck'd  up,  root  and  all,  by  Bolingbroke ; 
I  mean,  the  earl  of  Wiltshire,  Bushy,  Green. 

1  Serv.  What !  are  they  dead  P 

Oard,  They  are ;  and  Bolingbroke 

Hath  seiz'd  the  wastefiil  king. — 0  !  what  pity  is  it, 
That  he  had  not  so  trinmi'd  and  dress'd  his  land, 
As  we  this  garden.     We  at  time  of  year  * 
Do  woimd  the  bark,  the  skin  of  our  fruit-trees, 
Lest,  being  over-proud  in  sap  and  blood  *, 

*  Wb  at  time  of  jear]  The  word  We  is  not  in  anj  of  the  old  copies,  but  it 
seems  necessarj,  and  most  likely  had  dropped  out  in  tiie  press.  In  the  next  line 
the  folio  has,  **  And  wound  the  bark."  The  corr.  fo.  16.32  puts  the  passage  thus : — 

"  At  the  time  of  year 
We  wound  the  bark/'  &c. 
This  is  very  probably  righti  but  Malone's  text,  as  it  stands,  has  precisely  the  same 
meaning,  and  we  do  not  needlessly  alter  it. 

■  >  Lest,  being  over-proud  in  sap  and  blood,]     So  the  4to,  1697 :  all  Uter  im- 
pressions read,  '*  with  sap  and  blood." 
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With  too  mucli  riches  it  confound  itself: 
Had  he  done  so  to  great  and  growing  men, 
They  might  have  liv'd  to  bear,  and  he  to  taste 
Their  fruits  of  duty.     All  superfluous  branches ' 
"We  lop  away,  that  bearing  boughs  may  live : 
Had  he  done  so,  himself  had  borne  the  crown, 
Which  waste  of  idle  hours  *  hath  quite  thrown  down. 

1  8erv.  What !  think  you,  then,  the  king  ahaU  be  depos'd  P 

Gard,  Depressed  he  is  already ;  and  depos'd, 
'Tis  doubt,  he  will  be  * :  letters  came  last  night 
To  a  dear  friend  of  the  good  duke  of  York's  *, 
That  tell  black  tidings. 

Queen.  0 !  I  am  pressed  to  death,  through  want  of  speaking. 

[  Coming  Jbrward. 
Thou,  old  Adam's  likeness,  set  to  dress  this  garden. 
How  dares  thy  harsh,  rude  tongue  soimd  this  impleasing 

news? 
What  Eve,  what  serpent  hath  suggested  thee 
To  make  a  second  fall  of  cursed  man  P 
Why  dost  thou  say  king  Bichard  is  depos'd  P 
Dar'st  thou,  thou  little  better  thing  than  earth, 
Divine  his  downfall  P     Say,  where,  when,  and  how, 
Cam'st  thou  by  these  ill  tidings  P  speak,  thou  wretch. 

Oard,  Pardon  me,  madam  :  little  joy  have  I 
To  breathe  these  news,  yet  what  I  say  is  true. 
King  Richard,  he  is  in  the  mighty  hold 
Of  Bolingbroke :  their  fortunes  both  are  weigh'd : 
In  your  lord's  scale  is  nothing  but  himself. 
And  some  few  vanities  that  make  him  light ; 
But  in  the  balance  of  great  Bolingbroke, 
Besides  himself,  are  aU  the  English  peers. 
And  with  that  odds  he  weighs  king  Richard  down. 


'  —  saperfluoQS  branches]  So  evexy  old  copy  previous  to  the  folio,  1632,  whidi 
inserts  all  for  the  sake  of  the  metre :  it  had  doubtless  escaped. 

*  Which  waste  of  idle  hours]  The  folio,  1G23,  has  "  waste  and  idle  Hours." 
None  of  the  4tos.  countenance  the  substitution  of  and  for  "  of/'  which,  to  say  the 
least  of  it,  is  otherwise  unobjectionable. 

*  Tis  DOUBT,  he  will  be :]  The  folio,  1623,  reads,  **  Tis  doubled  he  will  be," 
to  the  injury  of  the  measure.  In  this  part  of  the  scene  the  folio,  ]  G23,  was  very 
careless  of  the  versification. 

'  To  a  dear  hiend  of  the  good  duke  of  York's,]  We  only  point  out  this  as  an 
instance  of  the  way  in  which  words  sometimes  are  lost,  and  are  necessarily  supplied: 
the  folios  are  without  the  epithet  "  good  "  in  this  line,  but  it  is  recovered  from  the 
earlier  authorities :  it  is  also  in  MS.  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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Post  you  to  London,  and  you'll  find  it  so : 
I  speak  no  more  than  every  one  doth  know. 

Queen.  Nimble  mischance,  that  art  so  light  of  foot. 
Doth  not  thy  embassage  belong  to  me. 
And  am  I  last  that  knows  it  P     0 !  thou  think'st 
To  serve  me  last,  that  I  may  longest  keep 
Thy  sorrow  in  my  breast. — Come,  ladies,  go 
To  meet  at  London  London's  king  in  woe; — 
What !  was  I  bom  to  this,  that  my  sad  look 
Should  grace  the  triumph  of  great  Bolingbroke  ? — 
Gardener,  for  telling  me  these  news  of  woe ', 
Pray  God,  the  plants  thou  graft'st  may  never  grow. 

[^Exeunt  Queen  and  Ladies. 

Oard.  Poor  queen !  so  that  thy  state  might  be  no  worse, 
I  would  my  skill  were  subject  to  thy  curse. 
Here  did  ^e  fall  a  tear ' ;  here,  in  this  place, 
I'll  set  a  bank  of  rue,  sour  herb  of  grace  • : 
Kue,  even  for  ruth,  here  shortly  shall  be  seen, 
Li  the  remembrance  of  a  weeping  queen.  [Exeunt. 

'  —  for  telling  me  these  news  of  woe,]  So  the  4to,  1697*  It  wm  sabse* 
quently  printed  **  thi$  news ;"  yet  in  the  second  line  of  the  speech  of  the  gardener, 
JQst  above,  we  meet  with  "  theit  news  **  in  the  folio,  1G23. 

'  Here  did  she  fall  a  tear ;]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  4to,  1597»  And,  doubt- 
less, the  language  of  Shakespeare.  The  later  4to8.  and  folios  substitute  drop  for 
*'  fidL"    In  "  Othello,"  A.  iv.  sc.  1,  we  haye  a  corresponding  expression, 

«  Each  drop  thafalU  would  prove  a  crocodile." 
So  in  "  The  Comedy  of  Errors,"  A.  iL  sc.  2. 

'  "  as  easy  may'st  thou/a// 

A  drop  of  water." 
And  in  *' Midsummer-Night's  Dream,"  A.  v.  sc.  1.  Vol.  ii.  p.  246,  we  meet  with, 
«  her  mantle  she  didya//."   It  would  be  easy  to  point  out  other  j^ifft^'iffl^  in  which 
Shakespeare  uaes/all  as  a  verb  active. 

*  I'll  set  a  bank  of  rue,  sour  herb  of  grace :]  "  Rue  "  was  often  called  **  herb 
of  grace"  by  our  old  writers;  but  Shakespeare's  authority  on  the  point  is  suf- 
ficient. We  have  it  mentioned  as  **  herb  of  grace  "  only  in  **  All's  Well  that  Ends 
Well,"  A.  iv.  sc.  6.  Vol.  ii.  p.  GIO ;  and  in  **  Hamlet,"  A.  iv.  sc.  6,  it  is  introduced 
by  both  names :  **  There's  rue  for  you,  and  here's  some  for  me :  we  may  call  it 
kerb  qf  grace  o'  Sundays."    It  was  sometimes  termed  herbgraee  for  brevity. 
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ACT  IV.    SCENE  L 

London.     "Westminster  Hall  *. 

The  Lords  spiritual  on  the  right  aid^  of  the  Throne ;  the  Lords 
temporal  on  the  left;  t/ie  Commons  below.     Enter  Bolino- 

BROKE,     AUMEKLE,     SuRREY,     NORTHUMBERLAND,     PeRCY, 

FiTzwATER,  another  Lordy  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle,  the  Abbot 
of  Westminster^  and  Attendants, 

Boling.  Call  forth  Bagot. — • 

Enter  Bagot,  guarded*. 

Now,  Bagot,  freely  speak  thy  mind. 
What  thou  dost  know  of  noble  Gloster's  death : 
Who  wrought  it  with  the  king,  and  who  performed 
The  bloody  office  of  his  timeless  end  P 

Bagot,  Then  set  before  my  face  the  lord  Aumerle. 

Boling.  Cousin,  stand  forth,  and  look  upon  that  man. 

Bagot,  My  lord  Aumerle,  I  know  your  daring  tongue 
Scorns  to  unsay  what  once  it  hath  deKver'd. 
In  that  dead  time  when  Gloster's  death  was  plotted, 
I  heard  you  say, — "  Is  not  my  arm  of  length, 
That  reacheth  from  the  restfiil  English  court. 
As  far  as  Calais,  to  mine  uncle's  head  P" 
Amongst  much  other  talk,  that  very  time, 
I  heard  you  say,  that  you  had  rather  refiise 
The  offer  of  an  hundred  thousand  crowns, 
Than  Bolingbroke's  return  to  England ; 
Adding  withal,  how  blest  this  land  would  be 
In  this  your  cousin's  death. 

>  Westminster  Hall.]  **  The  rebuilding  of  Westminster  Hall  {wj%  Malone)* 
which  Richard  had  begun  in  1397»  being  finished  in  1399|  the  first  meeting  of 
parliament  in  the  new  edifice  was  for  the  purpose  of  deposing  him." 

'  Enter  Bagot,  guarded.]  The  usual  stage-direction  follows  the  introduction  to 
the  scene  "  Officers  behind  with  Bagot;"  but  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  Enter  Bagot, 
prisoner,  is  made  a  new  entrance,  perhaps  for  the  sake  of  stage  effect.  Such  was 
probably  the  course  in  the  time  of  the  old  annotator ;  and  although  in  the  folios 
the  name  of  Bagot  follows  that  of  the  other  characters  in  the  scene,  we  may  con- 
clude that  the  mode  of  proceeding  was  such  as  is  pointed  out,  yis.  that  Bagot 
should  be  brought  upon  the  stage  in  custody,  after  Bolingbroke  had  issued  the  order 
'*  CaU  forth  Bagot." 
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Aum.  Princes,  and  noble  lords, 

What  answer  shall  I  make  to  this  base  man  P 
Shall  I  so  much  dishonour  my  fair  stars, 
On  equal  terms  to  give  him  chastisement '  P 
Either  I  must,  or  have  mine  honour  soil'd 
With  the  attainder  of  his  slanderous  Kps. — 
There  is  my  gage,  the  manual  seal  of  death, 
That  marks  thee  out  for  hell :  I  say,  thou  liest. 
And  will  maintain  what  thou  hast  said  is  false 
In  thy  heart-blood,  though  being  all  too  base 
To  stain  the  temper  of  my  knightly  sword. 

Boling,  Bagot,  forbear :  thou  shalt  not  take  it  up. 

Aum,  Excepting  one,  I  would  he  were  the  best 
In  all  this  presence,  that  hath  moVd  me  so. 

Mtz.  If  that  thy  valour  stand  on  sympathies. 
There  is  my  gage,  Aumerle,  in  gage  to  thine. 
By  that  fair  sun  which  shows  me  where  thou  stand'st, 
I  heard  thee  say,  and  vaimtingly  thou  spak'st  it, 
That  thou  wert  cause  of  noble  Gloster's  death. 
If  thou  deny'st  it  twenty  times,  thou  liest ; 
And  I  will  turn  thy  falsehood  to  thy  heart. 
Where  it  was  forged,  with  my  rapier's  point. 

Aum,  Thou  dar'st  not,  coward,  Kve  to  see  that  day. 

Fitz.  Now,  by  my  soul,  I  would  it  were  this  hour. 
.    Aum.  Fitzwater,  thou  art  damn'd  to  hell  for  this. 

Percy.  Aumerle,  thou  liest ;  his  honour  is  as  true 
In  this  appeal,  as  thou  art  aU  unjust ; 
And,  that  thou  art  so,  there  I  throw  my  gage, 
To  prove  it  on  thee  to  th'  extremest  point 
Of  mortal  breathing.     Seize  it  if  thou  dar'st. 

Aum.  And  if  I  do  not,  may  my  hands  rot  off, 
And  never  brandish  more  revengefiil  steel 
Over  the  glittering  helmet  of  my  foe. 

Lord.  I  task  the  earth  to  the  like,  forsworn  Aumerle  * ; 
And  spur  thee  on  with  full  as  many  lies 
As  may  be  hoUa'd  in  thy  treacherous  ear 


*  On  eqaal  terms  to  give  him  chastisement?]  The  4to.  of  1597  haa  them: 
that  of  1598,  my:  and  the  4to8.  of  1608  and  1615,  with  the  folios,  read  '*  him." 

^  I  TASK  the  earth  to  the  like,  forsworn  Aumerle ;]  This  and  the  seven  next 
lines,  are  only  in  the  4to.  editions,  in  the  three  last  of  which  the  reading  is,  "  I 
take  the  earth,''  &c.  The  expression  is  difficult,  and  the  explanation  uncertain  ; 
but  the  lord  may  mean  that  he  iatlu  the  earthy  when  he  throws  down  the  weight 
of  his  gage  upon  it :  this,  however,  is  rather  a  forced  construction. 
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From  sun  to  sun.     There  is  my  honour's  pawn : 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'st. 

Aum.  Who  sets  me  else  P  by  heaven,  FU  throw  at  all  *. 
I  have  a  thousand  spirits  in  one  breast, 
To  answer  twenty  thousand  such  as  you. 

Surrey,  My  lord  Fitzwater,  I  do  remember  well 
The  very  time  Aumerle  and  you  did  talk. 

Fitz.  'Tis  very  true  * :  you  were  in  presence  then ; 
And  you  can  witness  with  me  this  is  true. 

Surrey.  As  false,  by  heaven,  as  heaven  itself  is  true. 

Fitz,  Surrey,  thou  liest. 

Surrey,  Dishonourable  boy ! 

That  lie  shall  lie  so  heavy  on  my  sword. 
That  it  shall  render  vengeance  and  revenge, 
Till  thou,  the  lie-giver,  and  that  lie,  do  lie 
In  earth  as  quiet  as  thy  father's  scull. 
In  proof  whereof,  there  is  my  honour's  pawn : 
Engage  it  to  the  trial,  if  thou  dar'st. 

Fitz.  How  fondly  dost  thou  spur  a  forward  horse ! 
If  I  dare  eat,  or  drink,  or  breathe,  or  live, 
I  dare  meet  Surrey  in  a  wilderness, 
And  spit  upon  him,  whilst  I  say  he  lies. 
And  lies,  and  lies.     There  is  my  bond  of  faith, 
To  tie  thee  to  my  strong  correction. 
As  I  intend  to  thrive  in  this  new  world, 
Aumerle  is  guilty  of  my  true  appeal : 
Besides,  I  heard  the  banish'd  Norfolk  say, 
That  thou,  Aumerle,  didst  send  two  of  thy  men 
To  execute  the  noble  duke  at  Calais. 

Aum.  Some  honest  Christian  trust  me  with  a  gage. — 
That  Norfolk  Kes,  here  do  I  throw  down  this ', 
If  he  may  be  repeal'd  to  try  his  honour. 

Boling.  These  differences  shall  aU  rest  under  gage, 
Till  Norfolk  be  repeal'd :  repeal'd  he  shall  be, 
And,  though  mine  enemy,  restor'd  again 
To  all  his  lands  and  signories.     When  he's  retum'd, 

»  Who  sets  me  else?  by  heaven,  I'll  throw  at  all.]  Exprearions  used  m  games 
with  dice :  to  «« set  "  of  course  means  to  sUke  down— to  accept  a  challenge.  Just 
above,  "  from  sun  to  sun  "  is  misprinted  "  from  tin  to  tin  **  in  the  old  4tos. 

•  Tis  very  true :]  Thus  the  4t08 :  the  folio  has,  quite  superfluously,  "  My  lord, 
'tis  very  true." 

t  __  here  do  I  throw  down  this,]  Steevens  remarks  that  Holinshed  says,  that 
on  this  occasion  **  he  threw  down  a  hood  that  he  had  borrowed." 


284  KING  RICHARD  II.  [aCT  IV. 

Against  Aumerle  we  will  enforce  his  trial. 

Bishop,  That  honourable  day  shall  ne'er  be  seen. 
Many  a  time  hath  banish'd  Norfolk  fought 
For  Jesu  Christ  in  glorious  Christian  field, 
Streaming  the  ensign  of  the  Christian  cross 
Against  black  pagans,  Turks,  and  Saracens; 
And  toil'd  with  works  of  war,  retir'd  himself 
To  Italy,  and  there,  at  Venice,  gave 
His  body  to  that  pleasant  coimtry's  earth, 
And  his  pure  soul  imto  his  captain  Christ, 
Under  whose  colours  he  had  fought  so  long. 

Boling,  Why,  bishop,  is  Norfolk  dead  P 

Bishop,  As  surely  as  I  live,  my  lord  *. 

Boling.  Sweet  peace  conduct  his  sweet  soul  to  the  bosom 
Of  good  old  Abraham ! — ^Lords  appellants, 
Your  differences  shall  all  rest  under  gage, 
Till  we  assign  you  to  your  days  of  trial. 

Enter  York,  attended, 

York,  Great  duke  of  Lancaster,  I  come  to  thee 
From  plume-pluck'd  Richard,  who  with  willing  soul 
Adopts  thee  heir,  and  his  high  sceptre  yields 
To  the  possession  of  thy  royal  hand. 
Ascend  his  throne,  descending  now  from  him. 
And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  fourth  • ! 

Boling.  In  God's  name  I'll  ascend  the  regal  throne. 

Bishop.  Marry,  God  forbid ! — 
Worst  in  this  royal  presence  may  I  speak. 
Yet  best  beseeming  me  to  speak  the  truth. 
Would  Gt)d,  that  any  in  this  noble  presence 
Were  enough  noble  to  be  upright  judge 
Of  noble  Richard :  then,  true  nobless  would  * 
Learn  him  forbearance  from  so  foul  a  wrong. 
What  subject  can  give  sentence  on  his  king  P 
And  who  sits  here  that  is  not  Richard's  subject  P 
Thieves  are  not  judg'd  but  they  are  by  to  hear, 

'  As  8URKLT  as  I  live,  my  lord.]  The  4to.  of  1598  and  all  subsequent  im- 
pressions have  '*  As  sure/'  &c.  Malone  and  other  editors  have,  "  As  rare  as  I 
live,"  not  being  aware,  perhaps,  of  the  true  reading  in  the  4to,  1697. 

'  And  long  live  Henry,  of  that  name  the  four^ !]  Thus  the  folio :  the  4toe. 
less  harmoniously,  **  And  long  live  Henry,  fourth  of  that  name." 

^  —  then,  true  noblbss  would]  So  the  4to,  1597»  and  so  the  verse  requires: 
aU  the  other  4to8.  and  folios  have  nobletutt.    Heywood  uses  "  nobkess." 
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Although  apparent  guilt  be  seen  in  them ; 

And  shall  the  figure  of  God's  majesty, 

His  captain,  steward,  deputy  elect. 

Anointed,  crowned,  planted  many  years, 

Be  judg'd  by  subject  and  inferior  breath. 

And  he  himself  not  present  P     O  !  forfend  it,  God ", 

That,  in  a  Christian  climate,  souls  refin'd 

Should  show  so  heiuous,  black,  obscene  a  deed ! 

I  speak  to  subjects,  and  a  subject  speaks, 

Stirr'd  up  by  God  thus  boldly  for  his  king. 

My  lord  of  Hereford  here,  whom  you  call  king. 

Is  a  foul  traitor  to  proud  Hereford's  king ; 

And  if  you  crown  him,  let  me  prophesy 

The  blood  of  English  shall  manure  the  ground, 

And  future  ages  groan  for  this  foul  act : 

Peace  shall  go  sleep  with  Turks  and  infidels. 

And  in  this  seat  of  peace  timiultuous  wars 

Shall  kin  with  kin,  and  kind  with  kind  confound ; 

Disorder,  horror,  fear,  and  mutiny. 

Shall  here  inhabit,  and  this  land  be  caU'd 

The  field  of  Golgotha,  and  dead  men's  sculls. 

O !  if  you  raise  *  this  house  against  this  house, 

It  will  the  woefiillest  division  prove. 

That  ever  fell  upon  this  cursed  earth. 

Prevent  it,  resist  it,  let  it  not  be  so  *, 

Lest  child,  child's  children,  cry  against  you — ^woe ! 

North.  Well  have  you  argu'd,  sir ;  and,  for  your  pains, 
Of  capital  treason  we  arrest  you  here. — 
My  lord  of  Westminster,  be  it  your  charge 
To  keep  him  safely  till  his  day  of  trial. — 
May  it  please  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons'  suit '. 

'  O !  PORFEND  it,  God,]  The  folio,  1623,  in  opposition  to  all  the  4toe,  has 
**  forbid  it,  God."  The  meaning  is,  of  coarse,  the  same,  and  forbid  is  altered  to 
"  forfend  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

»  O !  if  you  raise]    The  foUo,  1623,  rear :  all  the  4tos,  "  raise." 

^  Prevent  it,  resist  it,  let  it  not  be  so,]  This  line,  were  we  anthorised  so  to  altar 
it,  would  read  better,  "  Prevent,  resist  it,  let  it  not  be  so."  The  folio,  J  623,  makes 
it  worse  than  in  the  4to.  editions,  by  printing,  **  Prevent  it,  resist  it,  and  let  it  not 
be  so."     No  change  is  made  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 

'  May  it  please  you,  lords,  to  grant  the  commons'  suit.]  This  line,  and  what 
follows  to  the  line,  **  That  rine  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  fidl,"  (p.  291,)  were 
first  inserted  in  the  4to,  1608,  and  constitute  the  **  new  additions  "  mentioned  on 
the  title-page.  They  were  included  in  all  subsequent  impressions.  Mr.  Singer  is 
in  error  when  he  makes  the  '*  new  additions  "  begin  with  the  speech  of  Boling- 
broke,  **  Fetch  hither  Richard,"  &c. 
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Soling.  Fetch  hither  Bichard,  that  in  common  view 
He  may  surrender ;  so  we  shall  proceed 
Without  suspicion '. 

York.  I  will  be  his  conduct.  J^jExU. 

Boling.  Lords,  you  that  here  are  under  our  arrest, 
Procure  your  sureties  for  your  days  of  answer. — 
Little  are  we  beholding  to  your  love,  \To  the  Bishop, 

And  little  look  for  at  your  helping  hands. 

Re-enter  York,  mth  King  Richard,  and  Officers  bearing  the 

Croum,  8fc. 

K.  Rich.  Alack !  why  am  I  sent  for  to  a  king. 
Before  I  have  shook  off  the  regal  thoughts 
Wherewith  I  reign'd  ?     I  hardly  yet  have  leam'd 
To  insinuate,  flatter,  bow,  and  bend  my  limbs ' : 
Give  sorrow  leave  awhile  to  tutor  me 
To  this  submission.     Yet  I  well  remember 
The  favours  of  these  men  * :  were  they  not  mine  P 
Did  they  not  sometime  cry,  All  hail !  to  me  ? 
So  Judas  did  to  Christ ;  but  he,  in  twelve. 
Found  truth  in  all,  but  one :  I,  in  twelve  thousand,  none. 
God  save  the  king ! — Will  no  man  say,  amen  P 
Ann  I  both  priest  and  clerk  ?  well  then,  amen. 
God  save  the  king !  although  I  be  not  he ; 
And  yet,  amen,  if  heaven  do  think  him  me. — 
To  do  what  service  am  I  sent  for  hither  P 

York.  To  do  that  office  of  thine  own  good  will, 
Which  tired  majesty  did  make  thee  offer ; 
The  resignation  of  thy  state  and  crown 
To  Harry  Bolingbroke. 

K.  Rich,  Give  me  the  crown. — \_8eize  the  crotm*,']  Here, 
cousin. 
On  this  side  my  hand,  and  on  that  side,  your's. — 
Now  is  this  golden  crown  like  a  deep  well, 

*  Without  suspidon.]  In  the  4to8.  of  1608  and  1615,  this  and  the  two  pre- 
ceding lines  are  made  a  continuation  of  the  speech  of  NorthumberUnd.  The  folio, 
1623,  first  gave  them,  with  all  fitness,  to  Bolingbroke. 

'  —  and  bend  my  limbs  :]     The  reading  of  the  folios  is  knee. 
'  The  FAVOURS  of  these  men :]  t.  e.  The  countenancea  or  looke.  See  **  Twelfth 
Night,"  A.  ii.  sc.  4.  Vol.  ii.  p.  672. 

*  Seize  the  crown.]  Mr.  Singer  is  quite  right  (and  he  desenres  credit  for 
the  change)  in  treating  these  words  as  a  stage-direction.  The  crown  being 
brought,  Richard  snatches  at  it,  and  then  proceeds.  In  the  4tos.  and  folios  "  seise 
the  crown  "  is  erroneously  made  part  of  the  text. 
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That  owes  two  buckets ',  filling  one  another ; 
The  emptier  ever  dancing  in  the  air, 
The  other  down,  unseen,  and  full  of  water : 
That  bucket  down,  and  full  of  tears,  am  I, 
Drinking  my  grief,  whilst  you  mount  up  on  high. 

Boling,  I  thought  you  had  been  willing  to  resign. 

K.  Rich.    My  crown,   I    am ;    but    still   my    griefs    are 
mine. 
You  may  my  glories  and  my  state  depose. 
But  not  my  griefs :  still  am  I  king  of  those. 

Boling,  Part  of  your  cares  you  give  me  with  your  crown. 

K,  Rich,  Your  cares  set  up  do  not  pluck  my  cares  down. 
My  care  is  loss  of  care,  by  old  care  done ; 
Your  care  is  gain  of  care,  by  new  care  won : 
The  cares  I  give  I  have,  though  given  away ; 
They  tend  the  crown,  yet  still  with  me  they  stay. 

Boling,  Are  you  contented  to  resign  the  crown  ? 

K,  Rich,  Ay,  no ; — no,  ay ; — for  I  must  nothing  be ; 
Therefore  no  no,  for  I  resign  to  thee. 
Now  mark  me  how  I  will  undo  myself. — 
I  give  this  heavy  weight  from  off  my  head, 
And  this  unwieldy  sceptre  from  my  hand. 
The  pride  of  kingly  sway  from  out  my  heart : 
"With  mine  own  tears  I  wash  away  my  balm, 
With  mine  own  hands  I  give  away  my  crown, 
With  mine  own  tongue  deny  my  sacred  state, 
With  mine  own  breath  release  all  duties,  rites* : 
All  pomp  and  majesty  I  do  forswear ; 
My  manors,  rents,  revenues,  I  forego ; 
My  acts,  decrees,  and  statutes,  I  deny : 
God  pardon  all  oaths  that  are  broke  to  me ! 
God  keep  all  vows  unbroke  that  swear  to  thee  * ! 
Make  me,  that  nothing  have,  with  nothing  griev'd. 
And  thou  with  all  pleas'd,  that  hast  all  achieved ! 
Long  may*st  thou  live  in  Richard's  seat  to  sit, 
And  soon  lie  Kichard  in  an  earthy  pit ! 

'  That  OWES  two  buckets,]  t.  e,  Owtu,  as  before  repeatedly. 

'  ~  release  all  duties,  rites  :]  The  folio,  1623,  has  it  *'  release  all  duieoui 
oaiha :"  this  can  hardly  be  correct,  because  Richard  afterwards  mentions  **  oaths  " 
as  broken  to  him :  they  would  not  have  been  broken  if  he  had  released  them.  Our 
text  is  that  of  the  4t08,  but  "  duteous  rites  "  may  be  the  text. 

•  —  THAT  SWEAR  to  thcc  I]  The  folio,  less  forcibly,  but,  perhaps,  more  cor- 
rectly, "  are  made  to  thee." 
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God  save  king  Henry,  unldng'd  Richard  says, 
And  send  him  many  years  of  sunshine  days ! — 
What  more  remains  P 

North.  No  more,  but  that  you  read 

[Offering  a  paper. 
These  accusations,  and  these  grievous  crimes, 
Committed  by  your  person,  and  your  followers, 
Against  the  state  and  profit  of  this  land ; 
That,  by  confessing  them,  the  souls  of  men 
May  deem  that  you  are  worthily  depos'd. 

K,  Rich,  Must  I  do  so  ?  and  must  I  ravel  out 
My  weaVd  up  folly  P     Gentle  Northumberland, 
If  thy  offences  were  upon  record. 
Would  it  not  shame  thee,  in  so  fair  a  troop. 
To  read  a  lecture  of  them  P     If  thou  wouldst. 
There  shouldst  thou  find  one  heinous  article. 
Containing  the  deposing  of  a  king. 
And  cracking  the  strong  warrant  of  an  oath, 
Mark'd  with  a  blot,  damn'd  in  the  book  of  heaven. — 
Nay,  all  of  you,  that  stand  and  look  upon  me  *, 
Whilst  that  my  wretchedness  doth  bait  myself. 
Though  some  of  you,  with  Pilate,  wash  your  hands, 
Showing  an  outward  pity ;  yet  you  Pilates 
Have  here  delivered  me  to  my  sour  cross. 
And  water  cannot  wash  away  your  sin. 

North.  My  lord,  dispatch  :  read  o'er  these  articles. 

K,  Rich.  Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  I  cannot  see ; 
And  yet  salt  water  blinds  them  not  so  much, 
But  they  can  see  a  sort  of  traitors  here  *. 
Nay,  if  I  turn  mine  eyes  upon  myself, 
I  fiiid  myself  a  traitor  with  the  rest ; 
For  I  have  given  here  my  soul's  consent. 
To  undeck  the  pompous  body  of  a  king ; 
Made  glory  base,  and  sovereignty  a  slave  •, 
Proud  majesty  a  subject,  state  a  peasant. 

^  Nay,  ALL  of  you,  that  stand  and  look  upon  me,]  The  4t08.  gi^e  this  line 
imperfectly  as  follows,  both  words  having,  probably,  dropped  out : — 

*'  Nay,  of  yon  that  stand  and  look  upon." 

*  But  they  can  see  a  sort  of  traitors  here.]  t.  e.  A  company  of  traitors.  The 
use  of  the  word  in  this  sense  is  extremely  common  in  Shakespeare  and  his  con- 
temporaries :  see  **  Midsummer-Night's  Dream,"  A.  iii.  sc.  2.  Vol.  ii.  p.  219. 

*  Made  glory  base,  and  soyereignty  a  slaye,]  So  the  4t08.  of  1G08  and  1615. 
The  folio  misprints  it  *'  a  sovereignty,"  &c. 
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North.  My  lord, — 

K.  Rich.  No  lord  of  thine,  thou  haught,  insulting  man ', 
Nor  no  man's  lord :  I  have  no  name,  no  title, 
No,  not  that  name  was  given  me  at  the  font. 
But  'tis  usurp'd. — ^Alack,  the  heavy  day, 
That  I  have  worn  so  many  winters  out. 
And  know  not  now  what  name  to  call  myself! 
O,  that  I  were  a  mockery  king  of  snow, 
Standing  before  the  sun  of  Bolingbroke, 
To  melt  myself  away  in  water  drops ! — 
Gt)od  king, — great  king, — and  yet  not  greatly  good. 
An  if  my  name  be  sterling  yet  in  England  *, 
Let  it  command  a  mirror  hither  straight. 
That  it  may  show  me  what  a  face  I  have, 
Since  it  is  bankrupt  of  his  majesty. 

Baling.  Go  some  of  you,  and  fetch  a  looking-glass. 

\_Exit  Attendant. 

North.  Read  o'er  this  paper,  while  the  glass  doth  come. 

K.  Rich.  Fiend  !  thou  torment'st  me  ere  I  come  to  hell. 

Baling.  Urge  it  no  more,  my  lord  Northumberland. 

North.  The  commons  will  not  then  be  satisfied. 

K.  Rich.  They  shall  be  satisfied :  I'll  read  enough. 
When  I  do  see  the  very  book  indeed. 
Where  all  my  sins  are  writ,  and  that's — ^myself. 

Re-enter  Attendant  with  a  Olaaa. 

Give  me  the  glass,  and  therein  will  I  read  •, — 

No  deeper  wrinkles  yet  ?     Hath  sorrow  struck 

So  many  blows  upon  this  face  of  mine. 

And  made  no  deeper  wounds  ? — O,  flattering  glass  ! 

Like  to  my  followers  in  prosperity. 

Thou  dost  beguile  me  '.     Was  this  face  the  face. 

That  every  day  under  his  household  roof 

Did  keep  ten  thousand  men  P    Was  this  the  face, 

'  —  thoa  HAUOHT,  insalting  man,]  The  adjective  "  haught "  was  nearly  in  as 
common  use  as  haughty,  Shakespeare  has  it  elsewhere ;  and  we  meet  with  it  in 
Spenser  and  Biarlowe,  and  down  to  the  time  of  Milton. 

'  An  if  my  NAME  be  sterling  yet  in  England,]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  two 
4tos,  1608  and  1615 :  the  folio  1623  altered  '<  name  **  to  word,  but  without  neces- 
sity, or  even  propriety  :  the  King  has  just  been  talking  about  his  name,  and  now 
wishes  to  see  if  it  yet  have  power  to  command  a  mirror  to  be  brought. 

*  —  and  therein  will  I  read.]     These  words  are  first  found  iu  the  folio,  1623. 

>  Thou  dost  beguile  me.]  Not  in  the  4t08.  In  the  same  line,  the  4to8.  read, 
"Was  this  the  face?" 

VOL.  III.  U 


290  KING  RICHARD  U.  [aCT  IV.  SC.  I. 

That  like  the  sun  did  make  beholders  wink  *  P 
Was  this  the  face,  that  fac'd  so  many  follies, 
And  was  at  last  out-fae'd  by  Bolingbroke  ? 
A  brittle  glory  shineth  in  this  face : 
As  brittle  as  the  glory  is  the  face ; 

[^Dashes  th^  Glass  against  the  ground. 
For  there  it  is,  crack'd  in  a  hundred  shivers. — 
Mark,  silent  king,  the  moral  of  this  sport : 
How  soon  my  sorrow  hath  destroyed  my  face. 

Boling.  The  shadow  of  your  sorrow  hath  destroyed 
The  shadow  of  your  face. 

K,  Rich.  Say  that  again. 

The  shadow  of  my  sorrow  P    Ha  I  let's  see  : — 
'Tis  very  true,  my  grief  Ues  aU  within  ; 
And  these  external  manners  of  lament 
Are  merely  shadows  to  the  unseen  grief, 
That  swells  with  silence  in  the  tortur'd  soul ; 
There  lies  the  substance ' :  and  I  thank  thee,  king, 
For  thy  great  bounty,  that  not  only  giVst 
Me  cause  to  wail,  but  teachest  me  the  way 
How  to  lament  the  cause.     I'll  beg  one  boon. 
And  then  begone  and  trouble  you  no  more. 
Shall  I  obtain  it*  P 

Boling.  Name  it,  fair  cousin. 

K.  Rich.  Fair  cousin !  I  am  greater  than  a  king  * ; 
For,  when  I  was  a  king,  my  flatterers 
Were  then  but  subjects ;  being  now  a  subject, 
I  have  a  king  here  to  my  flatterer. 
Being  so  great,  I  have  no  need  to  beg. 

Boling.  Yet  aak. 

K.  Rich.  And  shall  I  have  it  P 

Boling.  You  shall. 

K.  Rich.  Why  then,  give  me  leave  to  go. 

Boling.  Whither  P 

JBT.  Rich.  Whither  you  will,  so  I  were  from  your  sights. 

1 Was  this  the  face, 

That  like  the  sun  did  make  beholden  wink  ?]     This  passage  was  added  in  tiie 
folio,  1623 :  no  4to.  has  it. 

*  There  lies  the  substance :]  These  words  are  from  the  folio»  at  well  aa  "  For 
thy  great  boonty/'  in  the  next  line. 

*  Shall  I  obtain  it  ?]     This  question  is  not  in  the  4to8. 

*  Fair  cousin  I  I  am  greater  than  a  king ;]  The  4toe.  read,  "  Fair  Cox  t  wky  I 
moL,"  &C.  Bolingbroke's  words  were  **  hir  cousin,''  which,  it  is  obvious,  the  King 
ought  to  repeat 
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Soling.  Go,  some  of  you ;  convey  him  to  the  Tower. 
JBT.  Hich.  O,  good  I     Convey  P — Conveyers  are  you  all  *, 
That  rise  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  fall '. 

[Exeunt  King  Richabd,  and  Ouatxl. 
Baling.  On  Wednesday  next  we  solemnly  set  down 
Our  coronation  :  lords,  prepare  yourselves  ■. 

[JExeunt  all  but  the  Abbot,  Bishop  of  Carlisle,  and 

AUMEBLE. 

Abbot.  A  woefiil  pageant  have  we  here  beheld. 

Bishop.  The  woe's  to  come  :  the  children  yet  unborn 
Shall  feel  this  day  as  sharp  to  them  as  thorn. 

Aum.  You  holy  clergymen,  is  there  no  plot 
To  rid  the  realm  of  this  pernicious  blot  P 

Abbot.  My  lord,  before  I  freely  speak  my  mind  herein, 
You  shall  not  only  take  the  sacrament 
To  bury  mine  intents,  but  also  to  effect 
Whatever  I  shall  happen  to  devise. 
I  see  your  brows  are  full  of  discontent, 
Your  hearts  of  sorrow,  and  your  eyes  of  tears  : 
Come  home  with  me  to  supper ;  I  will  lay 
A  plot,  shall  show  us  all  a  merry  day.  [^Exeunt 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

London.    A  Street  leading  to  the  Tower. 
JEnter  Queen,  and  Attendants* 

Queen.  This  way  the  king  will  come :  this  is  the  way 
To  Julius  Caesar's  ill-erected  tower, 

•  O,  good  I  Convey  ?— Conyeyen  are  you  all,]  To  "  convey,"  **  conveyer," 
and  *'  conveyancer ''  were,  in  Shakespeare's  time,  words  of  double  meaning.  To 
<< convey"  meant  to  cheat  and  deihiod,  or,  more  strictly,  to  pickpockets;  and 
"  conveyers  "  and  "  conveyancers  "  were  not  only  lawyers,  Init  persons  who  prac- 
tised tricks  of  sleight  of  hand. 

f  That  rise  thus  nimbly  by  a  true  king's  fiOl.]  This  is  the  last  line  of  the  **  new 
additions,"  which  first  appeared  m  the  4to,  1G08,  and  afterwards  in  the  4to,  1616, 
and  in  the  folios. 

'  Our  coronation :  lords,  prepare  yourselves.]  The  4t08.  of  1697  i^nd  160B, 
not  having  the  new  additions,  read : — 

''  Let  it  be  so :  and  lo  !  on  Wednesday  next 
We  solemnly  proclaim  our  coronation : 
Lords,  be  ready  all." 
The  change  in  the  text  was  in  part  rendered  necessary  by  the  scene  of  the  de- 
potitioD. 

v2 
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To  whose  flint  bosom  my  condemned  lord 
Is  doom'd  a  prisoner  by  proud  Bolingbroke. 
Here  let  us  rest,  if  this  rebellious  earth 
Have  any  resting  for  her  true  king's  queen. 

JEnter  King  Richard,  and  Chiard. 

But  soft,  but  see,  or  rather  do  not  see, 
My  fair  rose  wither :  yet  look  up,  behold. 
That  you  in  pity  may  dissolve  to  dew. 
And  wash  him  fresh  again  with  true-love  tears. — 
Ah !  thou,  the  model  where  old  Troy  did  stand ; 
Thou  map  of  honour ;  thou  king  Richard's  tomb, 
And  not  king  Richard ;  thou  most  beauteous  inn. 
Why  should  hard-favour'd  grief  be  lodg'd  in  thee. 
When  triimiph  is  become  an  alehouse  guest  P 

JBT.  Itich.  Join  not  with  grief,  fair  woman,  do  not  so. 
To  make  my  end  too  sudden:  learn,  good  soul, 
To  think  our  former  state  a  happy  dream ; 
From  which  awak'd,  the  truth  of  what  we  are 
Shows  us  but  this.     I  am  sworn  brother,  sweet. 
To  grim  necessity ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  keep  a  league  tiU  death.     Hie  thee  to  France, 
And  cloister  thee  in  some  religious  house : 
Our  holy  lives  must  win  a  new  world's  crown, 
Which  our  profane  hours  here  have  stricken  down  *. 

Queen.  What !  is  my  Richard  both  in  shape  and  mind 
Transform'd  and  weakened  ?     Hath  Bolingbroke 
Depos'd  thine  intellect  P  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart '  P 
The  lion,  djring,  thrusteth  forth  his  paw. 
And  wounds  the  earth,  if  nothing  else,  with  rage 
To  be  o'crpower'd ;  and  wilt  thou,  pupil-like. 
Take  thy  correction  mildly  P  kiss  the  rod. 
And  fawn  on  rage  with  base  humility. 
Which  art  a  lion,  and  a  king  of  beasts  *  P 


•  —  have  STRICKEN  down.]  So  the  folios.  The  4to8.  read  "  thrown  down," 
which  might  be  measure  if  thrown  were  read  as  two  syllables,  as  it  was  formerly 
often  spelt,  throwen, 

'  —  hath  he  been  in  thy  heart  ?]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  puts  the  qaestion  thus, 
with  some  improvement,  but  not  necessarily  to  be  adopted : — 

**  Hath  this  BoUngbroke 
Depos'd  thine  intellect  ?  been  in  thy  heart  ?" 
Hie  passage  was  possibly  so  recited  on  the  stage. 

>  —  and  A  king  of  beasts  ?]     The  first  4to.  has  <'  and  the  king  of  beasts." 
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K.  Rich.  A  king  of  beasts,  indeed ;  if  aught  but  beasts, 
I  had  been  still  a  happy  king  of  men. 
Good  sometimes  queen,  prepare  thee  hence  for  France : 
Think  I  am  dead ;  and  that  even  here  thou  tak'st. 
As  from  my  death-bed,  my  last  living  leave. 
In  winter's  tedious  nights  sit  by  the  fire 
With  good  old  folks,  and  let  them  tell  thee  tales 
Of  woeftd  ages  long  ago  betid ;    • 
And,  ere  thou  bid  good  night,  to  quit  their  grief, 
Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  of  me  *, 
And  send  the  hearers  weeping  to  their  beds. 
For  why,  the  senseless  brands  will  sympathize 
The  heavy  accent  of  thy  moving  tongue, 
And  in  compassion  weep  the  fire  out ; 
And  some  will  mourn  in  ashes,  some  coal-black, 
For  the  deposing  of  a  rightfiil  king. 

Enter  Northxtmbebland,  attended. 

North.  My  lord,  the  mind  of  Bolingbroke  is  chang'd : 
You  must  to  Pomfret,  not  unto  the  Tower. — 
And,  madam,  there  is  order  ta'en  for  you : 
"With  all  swift  speed  you  must  away  to  France. 

K.  Rich.  Northimiberland,  thou  ladder,  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne, 
The  time  shall  not  be  many  hours  of  age 
More  than  it  is,  ere  foul  sin  gathering  head 
Shall  break  into  corruption.     Thou  shalt  think, 
Though  he  divide  the  realm,  and  give  thee  half. 
It  is  too  little,  helping  him  to  all : 
And  he  shall  think,  that  thou,  which  knoVst  the  way* 
To  plant  imrightful  kings,  wilt  know  again, 
Being  ne'er  so  little  urg'd,  another  way 
To  pluck  him  headlong  from  the  usurped  throne. 
The  love  of  wicked  friends  converts  to  fear ; 
That  fear  to  hate ;  and  hate  turns  one,  or  both, 
To  worthy  danger  and  deserved  death. 

*  Tell  thou  the  lamentable  tale  of  me,]  This  is  the  reading  of  ererj  4to,  1697t 
1608,  1608,  and  1615,  and  it  accords  with  what  has  been  preriously  said  about 
narrating  "  tales."  The  folio,  1623,  prints /a//,  but  eridently  with  some  loss  of 
force,  as  well  as  of  correctness.    Fall  is  altered  to  "  tale  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

^  And  he  shall  think,  that  thoo,  which  know'st  the  way]  The  conjunction, 
necessary  to  the  metre,  if  not  to  the  sense,  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  Abore, 
we  might  speculatiTely  be  disposed  to  read  convtUtion  for  *'  oormption." 
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North.  My  guilt  be  on  my  head,  and  there  an  end. 
Take  leave,  and  part,  for  you  must  part  forthwith. 

K.  Rich.  Doubly  divorc'd ! — ^Bad  men,  ye  violate 
A  twofold  marriage ;  'twixt  my  crown  and  me. 
And  then,  betwixt  me  and  my  married  wife.- 
Let  me  unkiss  the  oath  'twixt  thee  and  me ; 
And  yet  not  so,  for  with  a  kiss  'twas  made. — 
Part  us,  Northumberland :  I  towards  the  north, 
Where  shivering  cold  and  sickness  pines  the  clime ; 
My  wife  to  France  * :  from  whence,  set  forth  in  pomp, 
She  came  adorned  hither  like  sweet  May, 
Sent  back  like  Hallowmas,  or  short'st  of  day '. 

Queen.  And  must  we  be  divided  ?  must  we  part  P 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  hand  fr^m  hand,  my  love,  and  heart  from 
heart. 

Queen,  Banish  us  both,  and  send  the  king  with  me. 

North.  That  were  some  love,  but  little  policy '. 

Queen.  Then,  whither  he  goes,  thither  let  me  go. 

K.  Rich.  So  two,  together  weeping,  make  one  woe. 
Weep  thou  for  me  in  France,  I  for  thee  here ; 
iBetter  far  off  than  near,  being  ne'er  the  near  *. 
Go ;  count  thy  way  with  sighs,  I  mine  with  groans. 

Queen.  So  longest  way  shall  have  the  longest  moans. 

K.  Rich.   Twice  for  one  step  I'll  groan,  the  way  being 
short. 
And  piece  the  way  out  with  a  heavy  heart. 
Come,  come,  in  wooing  sorrow  let's  be  brief. 
Since,  wedding  it,  there  is  such  length  in  grief. 
One  kiss  shall  stop  our  mouths,  and  dumbly  part : 
Thus  give  I  mine,  and  thus  take  I  thy  heart.  {They  kisa. 

Queen.  Give  me  mine  own  again ;  'twere  no  good  part 
To  take  on  me  to  keep,  and  kiU  thy  heart.      \^They  kiss  again. 
So,  now  I  have  mine  own  again,  begone. 
That  I  may  strive  to  kill  it  with  a  groan. 


*  My  WIFE  to  France :]  All  the  4tos  have  "  wife :"  the  folio,  1623,  qwm. 
She  was  no  longer  queen^  and  Richard  just  before  calls  her  "  wife." 

•  —  or  short'st  of  day.]  So  every  old  copy,  and  so  it  may  have  been  written : 
therefore  we  make  no  change,  hot  the  corr.  fo.  1632  reads  with  much  apparent 
fitness  "  or  shortest  day,"  viz.  1  Nov.,  All  Saints'  Day. 

^  That  were  some  love,  &c]  The  4tos.  give  this  speech  to  the  King.  It  is 
probably  an  error,  which  the  folio,  1623,  corrects. 

'  Better  &r  off  than  near,  being  ne'er  the  near.]  So  the  corr.  (o.  1632  in 
reference  to  the  proverb :  the  ordinary  reading  has  been  **  Better  far  off  than  near, 
be  ne'er  the  near. 
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K,  Rich.  We  make  woe  wanton  with  thifl  fond  delay : 
Once  more,  adieu ;  the  rest  let  sorrow  say.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  n. 

London.    A  Boom  in  the  Duke  of  York's  Palace. 

Enter  York,  and  the  Duchess. 

Duch.  My  lord,  you  told  me,  you  would  tell  the  rest, 
When  weeping  made  you  break  the  story  off, 
Of  our  two  cousins  coming  into  London. 

Tork.  Where  did  I  leave  P 

Dueh.  At  that  sad  stop,  my  lord. 

Where  rude  misgovem'd  hands,  from  windows*  tops, 
Threw  dust  and  rubbish  on  king  Richard's  head. 

York.  Then,  as  I  said,  the  duke,  great  Bolingbroke, 
Mounted  upon  a  hot  and  fiery  steed. 
Which  his  aspiring  rider  seem'd  to  know. 
With  slow  but  stately  pace  kept  on  his  course. 
While  all  tongues  cried — "  God  save  thee,  Bolingbroke ! " 
You  would  have  thought  the  very  windows  spake, 
So  many  greedy  looks  of  young  and  old 
Through  casements  darted  their  desiring  eyes 
Upon  his  visage;  and  that  aU  the  walls 
With  painted  imagery  had  said  at  once,— 
"  Jesu  preserve  thee !  welcome,  Bolingbroke ! " 
Whilst  he,  from  one  side  to  the  other  turning. 
Bare-headed,  lower  than  his  proud  steed's  neck, 
Bespake  them  thus, — "  I  thank  you,  countrymen :" 
And  thus  stiU  doing,  thus  he  pass'd  along. 

Duch.  Alas,  poor  Richard !  where  rode  he  the  whilst  *  P 

York.  As  in  a  theatre,  the  eyes  of  men. 
After  a  well-grac'd  actor  leaves  the  stage, 
Are  idly  bent  on  him  that  enters  next. 
Thinking  his  prattle  to  be  tedious ; 
Even  so,  or  with  much  more  contempt,  men's  eyes 
Did  scowl  on  gentle  Richard  ' :  no  man  cried,  God  save  him ; 


*  —  where  rode  he  the  whilst  ?]  This  is  the  reading  of  the  first  4to :  the 
others,  and  the  folios,  "  where  ridet  he  the  whilst  ?" 

*  Did  scowl  on  gentle  Richard :]  This  important  epithet  is  wanting  in  the 
folio,  but  is  found  in  all  the  4tos.  Malone,  who  professed  generally  to  follow  the 
first  edition,  omitted  *'  gentle  **  without  notice. 
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No  joyftd  tongue  gave  hiTn  his  welcome  home ; 
But  dust  was  thrown  upon  his  sacred  head^ 
Which  with  such  gentle  sorrow  he  shook  off, 
His  face  still  combating  with  tears  and  smiles, 
The  badges  of  his  grief  and  patience, 
That  had  not  God,  for  some  strong  purpose,  steeFd 
The  hearts  of  men,  they  must  perforce  have  melted, 
And  barbarism  itself  have  pitied  him. 
But  heaven  hath  a  hand  in  these  events. 
To  whose  high  will  we  bound  our  calm  contents. 
To  Bolingbroke  are  we  sworn  subjects  now, 
Whose  state  and  honour  I  for  aye  allow. 

Dutch.  Here  comes  my  son  Aumerle. 

York.  Aimierle  that  was ; 

But  that  is  lost  for  being  Richard's  friend. 
And,  madam,  you  must  call  him  Rutland  now. 
I  am  in  parliament  pledge  for  his  truth, 
And  lasting  fealty  to  the  new-made  king. 

Enter  Aumeble. 

Duch.  Welcome,  my  son.     Who  are  the  violets  now. 
That  strew  the  green  lap  of  the  new-come  spring  P 

Aum,  Madam,  I  know  not,  nor  I  greatly  care  not : 
God  knows,  I  had  as  lief  be  none,  as  one. 

York,  Well,  bear  you  well  in  this  new  spring  of  time, 
Lest  you  be  cropp'd  before  you  come  to  prime. 
What  news  from  Oxford  P  hold  those  justs  and  triimiphs  *  P 

Aum.  For  aught  I  know,  my  lord,  they  do. 

York.  You  will  be  there,  I  know. 

Amn.  If  God  prevent  it  not,  I  purpose  so  *. 

York.  What  seal  is  that,  that  hangs  without  thy  bosom*  P 
Tea,  look'st  thou  pale  P  let  me,  then,  see  the  writing  *. 

Aum.  My  lord,  'tis  nothing. 


•  —  hold  those  justs  and  triumphs  ?]  The  4tos,  to  the  sacrifioe  of  the  Tene, 
read,  "  Do  these  justs  and  triumphs  hold." 

'  If  God  prevent  it  not,  I  purpose  so.]  The  small  word  *'  it  **  seems  to  have 
escaped  in  the  press  in  this  reply :  it  is  required  by  the  measure,  and  is  supplied 
by  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

•  What  seal  is  that,  that  hangs  without  thy  bosom  ?]  The  seals  of  deeds  (as 
Malone  observes)  were  formerly  impressed  with  wax  on  slips  or  labels  of  parch- 
ment appendant  to  them. 

•  —  let  me,  then,  see  the  writing.]  "  Then  "  is  also  derived  ftom  the  corr. 
fo.  1632,  under  precisely  similar  circumstances  as  the  last  emendation. 
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Tark.  No  matter  then  who  sees  it : 

I  will  be  satisfied,  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me. 
It  is  a  matter  of  small  consequence, 
Which  for  some  reasons  I  would  not  have  seen. 

York.  Which  for  some  reasons,  sir,  I  mean  to  see. 
I  fear,  I  fear, — 

Duch.  What  should  you  fear  P 

'Tis  nothing  but  some  bond  he's  enter'd  into 
For  gay  apparel  'gainst  the  triimiph  day  *. 

York,  Bound  to  himself?  what  doth  he  with  a  bond 
That  he  is  bound  to  P    Wife,  thou  art  a  fool. — 
Boy,  let  me  see  the  writing. 

Aum.  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me :  I  may  not  show  it. 

York.  I  will  be  satisfied :  let  me  see  it,  I  say. 

\_Snatche8  it,  and  reads. 
Treason !  foul  treason ! — ^villain !  traitor !  slave ! 

Duch.  What  is  the  matter,  my  lord  P 

York.  Ho !  who  is  within  there  P     Saddle  my  horse. 
God  for  his  mercy !  what  treachery  is  here ! 

Duch.  Why,  what  is  it,  my  lord  P 

York.  GKve  me  my  boots,  I  say :  saddle  my  horse. — 
Now  by  mine  honour,  by  my  life,  my  troth, 
I  will  appeach  the  villain. 

Duch.  What's  the  matter  P 

York.  Peace,  foolish  woman ! 

Duch.  I  will  not  peace. — ^What  is  the  matter,  Aimierle  P 

Aum.  Good  mother,  be  content :  it  is  no  more 
Than  my  poor  life  must  answer. 

Duch.  Thy  life  answer  P 

York.  Bring  me  my  boots  ! — ^I  will  unto  the  king. 

Enter  Servant  tvith  hoots. 

Duch.  Strike  him,  Aumerle.  Poor  boy,  thou  art  amaz'd. — 
Hence,  villain !  never  more  come  in  my  sight. — 

[Exit  Servant. 

York.  GKve  me  my  boots,  I  say. 

Duch.  Why,  York,  what  wilt  thou  do  P 
Wilt  thou  not  hide  the  trespass  of  thine  own  P 

•  For  g»y  apparel  'gainst  the  triumph  day.]  "  Day  "  is  in  the  4to9,  bat  not  in 
the  folios :  it  is,  however,  inserted  in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  The  preriooa 
line  is  also  amended  according  to  that  copy,  where  "  that  he  is  entered  into  "  is 
altered  to  "  he's  enter'd  into  x**  it  can  hardly  be  wrong. 
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Have  we  more  sons,  or  are  we  like  to  have  P 
Is  not  my  teeming  date  drunk  up  with  time, 
And  wilt  thou  pluck  my  fair  son  £rom  mine  age. 
And  rob  me  of  a  happy  mother's  name  P 
Is  he  not  like  thee  P  is  he  not  thine  own  P 

York,  Thou  fond,  mad  woman ', 
Wilt  thou  conceal  this  dark  conspiracy  P 
A  dozen  of  them  here  have  ta'en  the  sacrament. 
And  interchangeably  set  down  their  hands. 
To  kill  the  king  at  Oxford. 

Duch.  He  shall  be  none ; 

We'll  keep  him  here  :  then,  what  is  that  to  him  P 

York,  Away,  fond  woman !  were  he  twenty  times 
My  son,  I  would  appeach  him. 

Duck,  Hadst  thou  groan'd  for  him. 

As  I  have  done,  thou  wouldst  be  more  pitiful. 
But  now  I  know  thy  mind :  thou  dost  suspect. 
That  I  have  been  disloyal  to  thy  bed, 
And  that  he  is  a  bastard,  not  thy  son. 
Sweet  York,  sweet  husband,  be  not  of  that  mind : 
He  is  as  like  thee  as  a  man  may  be. 
Not  like  to  me,  nor  any  of  my  kin. 
And  yet  I  love  him. 

York.  Make  way,  unruly  woman.  [Exit. 

Duch,  After,  Aumerle :  mount  thee  upon  his  horse  : 
Spur  post,  and  get  before  him  to  the  king. 
And  beg  thy  pardon  ere  he  do  accuse  thee. 
I'll  not  be  long  behind :  though  I  be  old, 
I  doubt  not  but  to  ride  as  fast  as  York : 
And  never  will  I  rise  up  from  the  ground, 
Till  Bolingbroke  have  pardon'd  thee.     Away !  begone. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  in. 

Windsor.     A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Ent^  Bolingbroke  as  King ;  Percy,  and  ot/ier  Lords. 

Soling.  Can  no  man  tell  me  of  my  tmthrifty  son  P 
'Tis  full  three  months,  since  I  did  see  him  last : 

'  Thou  POND,  mad  woman,]     It  is  almost  unnecessary  to  say  that  **  fond  " 
here,  as  in  many  other  places,  is  used  in  the  sense  of  fooiUkm 


SCENE  m.]  EINQ  RICHABD  U.  299 

If  any  plague  hang  over  us,  'tis  he, 

I  would  to  God,  my  lords,  he  might  be  found. 

Inquire  at  London,  'mongst  the  taverns  there, 

For  there,  they  say,  he  daily  doth  frequent, 

With  unrestrained  loose  companions ; 

Even  such,  they  say,  as  stand  in  narrow  lanes, 

And  beat  our  watch,  and  rob  our  passengers  * ; 

While  he  *,  young  wanton,  and  effeminate  boy. 

Takes  on  the  point  of  honour  to  support 

So  dissolute  a  crew. 

Percy,  Mj  lord,  some  two  days  since  I  saw  the  prince, 
And  told  him  of  these  triumphs  held  at  Oxford. 

Boling,  And  what  said  the  gallant  P 

Percy.  His  answer  was, — ^he  would  unto  the  stews, 
And  from  the  common'st  creature  pluck  a  glove. 
And  wear  it  as  a  favour ;  and  with  that 
He  would  imhorse  the  lustiest  challenger. 

Boling,  As  dissolute,  as  desperate  :  yet,  through  both 
I  see  some  sparks  of  better  hope  ',  which  elder  days 
May  happily  bring  forth.     But  who  comes  here  P 

Enter  Aumerle,  in  great  haste ". 

Aum.  Where  is  the  king  P 

Boling,  What  means  our  cousin,  that  he  stares  and  looks 
So  wildly  P 

Aum.  God  save  your  grace.     I  do  beseech  your  majesty, 
To  have  some  conference  with  your  grace  alone. 

Boling,  Withdraw  yourselves,  and  leave  us  here  alone. — 

[Exeunt  Peecy  and  Lords. 
What  is  the  matter  with  our  cousin  now  P 

Aum,  For  ever  may  my  knees  grow  to  the  earth,    [^Kneels. 
My  tongue  cleave  to  my  roof  within  my  mouth. 
Unless  a.  pardon,  ere  I  rise,  or  speak. 

Boling.  Intended  or  committed  was  this  fault  P 

*  And  BEAT  our  watch,  and  rob  our  passengers ;]  The  folio  absurdly  transposes 
the  words  **  beat  **  and  "  rob/' — "  And  rob  our  watch,  and  beat  our  passengers." 

*  While  he,]  All  the  old  copies,  4to.  and  folio,  read^  Which  he.  The  cor- 
rection  was  made  by  Pope. 

'  I  see  some  sparks  of  better  hope,]  So  the  4to,  1697 ;  and  we  adopt  also 
the  regulation  of  the  passage,  as  a  twdve-syllable  line.  The  4to.  of  1698  altera 
"  sparks ''  to  tparkieg,  which  error  the  two  4tos.  of  1608  and  lf>]6  repeat.  The 
folio,  1623,  returns  to  **  sparks."  Bolingbroke  afterwards  (p.  310)  speaks  of 
**  aparkt  of  honour.'' 

'  Enter  Aumerle,  in  great  haste.]     **  Enter  Aumerle  amaxed/'  in  the  old  4tot. 
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If  of  tlie  first,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be ', 
To  win  thy  after  love  I  pardon  thee. 

Aum.  Then  give  me  leave  that  I  may  turn  the  key  *, 
That  no  man  enter  till  my  tale  be  done. 

Baling.  Have  thy  desire.  [Aumerle  locks  the  door. 

York.  [  Wtthin  *.]  My  liege,  beware  !  look  to  thyself: 
Thou  hast  a  traitor  in  thy  presence  there. 

Boling.  Villain,  I'll  make  thee  safe.  [Drawing. 

Aum.  Stay  thy  revengeful  hand :  thou  hast  no  cause  to 
fear. 

York.  [  Within.']  Open  the  door,  secure,  fool-hardy  king : 
Shall  I  for  love  speak  treason  to  thy  face  P 
Open  the  door,  or  I  will  break  it  open. 

[BoLiNGBROKE  opcm  the  door  *. 

Enter  York. 

Boling.  What  is  the  matter,  imcle  ?  speak ; 
Recover  breath  :  tell  us  how  near  is  danger, 
That  we  may  arm  us  to  encounter  it. 

York.  Peruse  this  writing  here,  and  thou  shalt  know 
The  treason  that  my  haste  forbids  me  show. 

Aum.  Remember,  as  thou  read'st,  thy  promise  past. 
I  do  repent  me ;  read  not  my  name  there  : 
My  heart  is  not  confederate  with  my  hand. 

York.  It  was,  villain,  ere  thy  hand  did  set  it  down. — 
I  tore  it  from  the  traitor's  bosom,  king : 
Fear,  and  not  love,  begets  his  penitence. 
Forget  to  pity  him,  lest  thy  pity  prove 
A  serpent  that  will  sting  thee  to  the  heart. 

Boling.  0,  heinous,  strong,  and  bold  conspiracy ! — 
0,  loyal  father  of  a  treacherous  son  I 

*  If  OF  the  first,  how  heinous  e'er  it  be,]  The  old  copies  all  read  **  If  on  the 
first,''  but  on  was  often  used  for  "  of,"  and  here  it  seems  to  have  been  misprinted 
for  it.  Pope  altered  on  to  bui^  which  could  hardij  have  been  mistaken  by  the  old 
compositor.  Bolingbroke  asks  if  the  fault  were  only  intended  or  committed,  and 
adds  that  if  it  were  "  of  the  first "  kind,  he  would  at  once  pardon  it. 

*  —  that  I  may  turn  the  key,]  In  the  first  4to.  the  pronoun  ''  I  "  is  acci- 
dentally omitted. 

*  York.  [Within.']  The  old  stage-direction  in  the  4to8.  is,  '*  The  duke  of  York 
knocks  at  the  door,  and  crieth." 

*  Bolingbroke  opens  the  door.]  **  And  locks  it  again  "  says  the  old  annotator 
on  the  folio,  1632:  if  not,  the  Duchess  could  have  got  into  the  room  afterwards 
without  exclaiming  "  for  Gkni's  sake  let  me  in."  Aumerle,  on  the  next  page,  opens 
the  door  for  his  mother  by  the  King's  order. 
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Thou  sheer^  immaculate,  and  silyer  fountain, 
From  whence  this  stream  through  muddy  passages 
Hath  held  his  current  \  and  defil'd  himsel£ 
Thy  overflow  of  good  converts  to  bad ; 
And  thy  abundant  goodness  shall  excuse 
This  deadly  blot  in  thy  digressing  son. 

York.  So  shall  my  virtue  be  his  vice's  bawd, 
And  he  shall  spend  mine  honour  with  his  shame, 
As  thriftless  sons  their  scraping  fathers'  gold. 
Mine  honour  lives  when  his  dishonour  dies, 
Or  my  sham'd  life  in  his  dishonour  Hes : 
Thou  Idll'st  me  in  his  life  ;  giving  him  breath. 
The  traitor  lives,  the  true  man's  put  to  death. 

Duch.  [  Within.l^  What  ho !  my  liege  !  for  GFod's  sake  let 
me  in. 

Boling.  What  shrill- voic'd   suppliant*  makes   this  eager 
cry? 
^Duch.  A  woman,  and  thine  aunt,  great  king ;  'tis  I. 
Speak  with  me,  pity  me,  open  the  door : 
A  beggar  begs,  that  never  begg'd  before. 

Boling.  Our  scene  is  altered,  from  a  serious  thing. 
And  now  chang'd  to  "  The  Beggar  and  the  King  •." — 
My  dangerous  cousin,  let  your  mother  in : 
I  know,  she's  come  to  pray  for  your  foul  sin. 

Tork.  If  thou  do  pardon,  whosoever  pray, 
More  sins  for  this  forgiveness  prosper  may. 
This  fester'd  joint  cut  ofl",  the  rest  rest  sound ; 
This,  let  alone,  will  all  the  rest  confound. 

[ Atjmerle  opens  the  door. 

Enter  Duchess. 

Duch.  O  king  !  believe  not  this  hard-hearted  man  : 
Love,  loving  not  itself,  none  other  can. 

York.  Thou  frantic  woman,  what  dost  thou  make  here  ? 
Shall  thy  old  dugs  once  more  a  traitor  rear  P 

'  Hath  HSLD  hlB  current,]     The  folio  poorly  substitutes  "  had  his  current." 
>  What  shriU-Toic'd  suppUant]     ThU  is  the  reading  of  the  4to8.  of  1608,  1615, 

and  of  the  folio,  1623.    The  two  earlier  4to8.  have  *'  shrill  voice  suppliant/'  which 

may  be  right,  though  more  probably  a  misprint. 

»  And  now  chang'd  to  "  The  Beggar  and  the  King."]     This  ballad  has  been 

already  mentioned  by  Shakespeare  in  *•  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  Vol.  ii.  pp.  105. 

126.    The  earliest  known  copy  of  it  is  dated  1612,  (in  R.  Johnson's  "Crown 

Garland,"  printed  in  that  year,)  but  it  was  much  older  :    Moth  speaks  of  it  •■  • 

ballad  of  *'  some  three  ages  since." 
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Du^ih.  Sweet  York,  be  patient. — ^Hear  me,  gentle  liege. 

Boling.  Kise  up,  good  aunt. 

Duch.  Not  yet,  I  thee  beseech.  : 

For  ever  will  I  walk  upon  my  knees  *, 
And  never  see  day  that  the  happy  sees, 
Till  thou  give  joy ;  until  thou  bid  me  joy. 
By  pardoning  Butland,  my  transgressing  boy. 

Avm.  Unto  my  mother's  prayers  I  bend  my  knee. 

[Kneeh. 

York.  Against  them  both  my  true  joints  bended  be. 

\_Kneeb. 
Ill  may'st  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace '  I 

Dtich.  Pleads  he  in  earnest  P  look  upon  his  face ; 
TTiH  eyes  do  drop  no  tears,  his  prayers  are  in  jest ; 
His  words  come  from  his  mouth,  our's  from  our  breast : 
He  prays  but  faintly,  and  would  be  denied  ; 
We  pray  with  heart,  and  soul,  and  all  beside : 
His  weary  joints  would  gladly  rise,  I  know ; 
Our  knees  shall  kneel  till  to  the  groimd  they  grow : 
His  prayers  are  full  of  false  hypocrisy ; 
Our's  of  true  zeal  and  deep  integrity. 
Our  prayers  do  out-pray  his ;  then,  let  them  have 
That  mercy  which  true  prayers  ought  to  have. 

Boling.  Good  aunt,  stand  up '. 

Duch.  Nay,  do  not  say — stand  up ; 

But,  pardon  first,  and  afterwards,  stand  up. 
An  if  I  were  thy  nurse,  thy  tongue  to  teach. 
Pardon  should  be  the  first  word  of  thy  speech. 
I  never  long'd  to  hear  a  word  till  now ; 
Say — ^pardon,  king ;  let  pity  teach  thee  how : 
The  word  is  short,  but  not  so  short  as  sweet ; 
No  word  like  pardon,  for  kings'  mouths  so  meet. 

York.  Speak  it  in  French,  king  :  say,  pardonnez  moi  \ 

Ditch.  Dost  thou  teach  pardon  pardon  to  destroy  P 

1  For  eTer  will  I  walk  upon  mj  knees,]  The  folio  1623  substitateB  kneel,  but 
all  the  4to.  editions  have  "  walk/'  avoiding  the  tautology,  which  diminiahes, 
instead  of  adding  force  to  the  expression. 

'  111  may'st  thou  thrive,  if  thou  grant  any  grace !]  This  line,  found  in  evory 
4to.  copy,  and  necessary  for  the  rhyme,  is  omitted  in  the  folios. 

*  Good  aunt,  stand  up.]  Assigned  in  the  first  4to.  to  York,  but  coneeted  in 
old  MS.  in  the  copy  of  that  impression  belonging  to  the  Duke  of  Devonshire. 
The  strange  error  was  not  repeated  in  the  later  editions. 

*  —pardonnez  moi.'}    That  is  in  English  (as  Johnson  remarks),  eseuee  me. 
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All  1  my  sour  husband,  my  hard-hearted  lord, 
That  set'st  the  word  itself  against  the  word. 
Speak,  pardon,  as  His  current  in  our  land ; 
The  chopping  French  we  do  not  understand  *. 
Thine  eye  begins  to  speak,  set  thy  tongue  there. 
Or  in  thy  piteous  heart  plant  thou  thine  ear, 
That  hearing  how  our  plaints  and  prayers  do  pierce, 
Pity  may  move  thee  pardon  to  rehearse. 

Boling,  Good  aunt,  stand  up. 

Duch,  I  do  not  sue  to  stand : 

Pardon  is  all  the  suit  I  have  in  hand. 

Boling,  I  pardon  him,  as  God  shall  pardon  me. 

Diich.  O,  happy  vantage  of  a  kneeling  knee ! 
Yet  am  I  sick  for  fear :  speak  it  again ; 
Twice  saying  pardon  doth  not  pardon  twain, 
But  makes  one  pardon  strong. 

Boling.  I  pardon  him  with  all  my  heart. 

Duch.  A  god  on  earth  thon  art ! 

Boling,  But  for  our  trusty  brother-in-law,  and  the  abbot  •, 
"With  all  the  rest  of  that  consorted  crew. 
Destruction  straight  shall  dog  them  at  the  heels. — 
Good  uncle,  help  to  order  several  powers 
To  Oxford,  or  where'er  these  traitors  are ' : 
They  shall  not  live  within  this  world,  I  swear^ 
But  I  will  have  them,  if  I  once  know  where. 
Uncle,  ferewell, — and  cousin  mine,  adieu ". 
Your  mother  well  hath  pray'd,  and  prove  you  true. 

Duch.  Come,  my  old  son  :  I  pray  God  make  thee  new. 

[Exeunt. 

*  The  CHOPPING  French  we  do  not  understand.]  "Chopping"  is  strictij 
eheaping,  A.  S.  eyppaut  and  cheaping  and  changing  (corrupted  in  comparatively 
modem  times  to  **  chopping  and  changing  **)  is  bujring  and  bartering  goods. 
The  Duchess  calls  the  language  **  the  chopping  French  "  on  account  of  the  con- 
▼ertibility  of  such  terms  as  pardonnez  mot,  which,  apparentlj  consenting,  mean 
the  very  reverse. 

>  But  for  our  trusty  brother-in-law,  and  the  abbot,]  So  the  4to8 :  the  tai^o, 
1628,  erroneously  reads  **  our  trusty  brother-in-law,  the  abbot."  The  abbot  of 
Westminster  was  not  brother-in-law  to  the  King,  but  the  duke  of  Exeter,  who  had 
married  the  sister  of  Bolingbroke. 

'  To  Oxford,  or  where'er  these  traitors  are  :]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  here  makes  a 
change  in  the  text,  which  probably  only  represents  the  language  dehvered  by  some 
performer,  viz.  *'  To  Oxford,  or  where  eUe  these  traitors  be,** 

'  Uncle,  fisrewell, — and  cousin  minb,  adieu  :]  Some  monosyllable  must  have 
dropped  out  in  this  rhyming  line.  Theobald  supplied  too ;  but,  according  to  the 
corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  *'  mine  '*  was  the  right  word,  and  it  avoids  the  awk- 
ward sound  of  too  and  "  adieu." 
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SCENE  IV. 

Enter  Sir  Pierce  (j/'Exton,  and  a  Servant. 

Eodon.  Did'st  thou  not  mark  tlie  king^   what  words  he 
spake? 
"  Have  I  no  friend  will  rid  me  of  this  living  fear  P  " 
Was  it  not  so  ? 

Serv,  Those  were  his  very  words. 

Exton.  "  Have  I  no  friend  P"  quoth  he :  he  spake  it  twice. 
And  urg'd  it  twice  together,  did  he  not  P 

Serv,  He  did. 

Exton,  And,  speaking  it,  he  wishtly  look'd  on  me  • ; 
As  who  should  say, — I  would  thou  wert  the  man, 
That  woidd  divorce  this  terror  from  my  heart ; 
Meaning  the  king  at  Pomfret.     Come,  let's  go : 
I  am  the  king's  friend,  and  will  rid  his  foe.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

Pomfret.     The  Dungeon  of  the  Castle. 

Enter  King  Kichard. 

K.  Rich,  I  have  been  studying  how  I  may  compare  * 
This  prison,  where  I  live,  unto  the  worid : 
And,  for  because  the  worid  is  populous, 
And  here  is  not  a  creature  but  myself, 

'  And,  speaking  it,  he  wishtlt  look'd  on  me ;]  So  the  4tos.  of  1597  and 
1608  ;  probably,  as  the  context  shows,  an  abridgment  of  withfully,  (or  the  sake  of 
the  metre.  The  two  later  4t08.  and  the  folio  read  wittly^  which  is  a  different  word, 
meaning  attentively^  and  sometimes  tiientiy.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  says  that  there 
is  no  such  word  as  "wishtly/'  and  he  naturally  resorts  to  Richardson's  Dictionary. 
The  fact  is  that  Shakespeare  here,  as  in  many  other  places,  coined  a  word  for  his 
own  use  out  of  withedly  or  wistfully :  surely  Mr.  Dyce  need  not  be  informed 
that  this  was  our  poet's  custom,  when  our  language  failed  under  him,  and  could 
not  easily  be  brought  to  express  his  meaning.  When  Mr.  Dyce  adds  that,  with 
reference  to  wiMtly,  I  have  "  confounded  two  distinct  words,"  he  coidd  not  have 
read  the  last  part  of  my  note  where  I  say  that  vnttly  sometimes  "  meant  atten- 
tively, and  sometimes  silently."  He  spells  it  in  the  one  case  whietly  t  but  our  old 
compositors  might  readily  leave  out  the  A,  and  print  it  wUtly^  i.  e,  silently. 

^  —  how  I  may  compare]  So  the  4to,  1 597 :  other  editions,  4to.  and  folio, 
read  *'  how  to  compare." 
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I  cannot  do  it :  yet  I'll  hammer't  out. 

My  brain  I'll  prove  the  female  to  my  soul ; 

My  soul,  the  father :  and  these  two  beget 

A  generation  of  still-breeding  thoughts. 

And  these  same  thoughts  people  this  little  world ; 

In  humours  like  the  people  of  this  world, 

For  no  thought  is  contented.     The  better  sort, 

As  thoughts  of  things  divine,  are  intermix'd 

With  scruples,  and  do  set  the  word  itself 

Against  the  word  * : 

As  thus, — "  Come,  little  ones  ;"  and  then  again, — 

''  It  is  as  hard  to  come,  as  for  a  camel 

To  thread  the  postern  of  a  small  needle's  eye '." 

Thoughts  tending  to  ambition,  they  do  plot 

Unlikely  wonders ;  how  these  vain  weak  nails 

May  tear  a  passage  through  the  flinty  ribs 

Of  this  hard  world,  my  ragged  prison  walls. 

And,  for  they  cannot,  die  in  their  own  pride. 

Thoughts  tending  to  content  flatter  themselves 

That  they  are  not  the  first  of  fortune's  slaves, 

Nor  shall  not  be  the  last ;  like  silly  beggars. 

Who,  sitting  in  the  stocks,  refiige  their  shame 

That  many  have,  and  others  must  sit  there  : 

And  in  this  thousrht  they  find  a  kind  of  ease. 

Bearing  their  o^  misfortune  on  the  back 

Of  such  as  have  before  endur'd  the  like. 

Thus  play  I,  in  one  person  *,  many  people. 

And  none  contented.     Sometimes  am  I  king ; 

Then,  treason  makes  me  wish  myself  a  beggar, 

And  so  I  am :  then,  crushing  penury 

Persuades  me  I  was  better  when  a  king : 

Then,  am  I  king'd  again  ;  and,  by  and  by, 


and  do  set  the  word  itself 


Against  the  word  :]  So  the  four  4to.  editions  :  the  folios  haTe  faith  for 
"  word  "  in  both  instances.  Perhaps  it  was  thought  that  this  aUnsion  to  Holy 
Writ  was  too  direct  for  the  times  when  the  foIio»  1G23,  was  published. 

'  To  thread  the  postern  of  a  small  needle's  eye.]  All  the  4t08.  agree  in  the 
insertion  of ''  small/'  which  is  excluded  in  the  folio,  probably  because  the  editor 
did  not  advert  to  the  fact,  that  the  dissyllable  ''  needle ''  is  to  be  pronounced  in  the 
time  of  a  monosyllable,  as  in  ''  Midsummer-Night's  Dream/'  A.  iii.  so.  2.  VoL  ii« 
p.  224.     It  is  here  spelt  "  needle  "  in  all  impressions. 

*  Thus  play  I,  in  one  person,]  All  the  copies,  4to.  and  folio,  excepting  the 
first  4to,  read  priton  for  "  person  /'  another  out  of  many  proofs  of  the  value  of 
the  edition  of  1597.  If  that  impression  had  never  come  to  light,  what  contention 
should  we  not  have  had  in  favour  of  priion  I 

VOL.  111.  X 
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Think  that  I  am  imking'd  by  Bolingbroke, 

And  straight  am  nothing. — But  whatever  I  am, 

Nor  I,  nor  any  man,  that  but  man  is, 

With  nothing  shall  be  pleas'd,  till  he  be  eas'd 

With  being  nothing. — ^Music  do  I  hear  P  [ Jftwir. 

Ha,  ha  !  keep  time. — How  sour  sweet  music  is, 

When  time  is  broke,  and  no  proportion  kept ! 

So  is  it  in  the  music  of  men's  lives : 

And  here  have  I  the  daintiness  of  ear. 

To  check  time  broke  *  in  a  disorder'd  string. 

But  for  the  concord  of  my  state  and  time. 

Had  not  an  ear  to  hear  my  true  time  broke. 

I  wasted  time,  and  now  doth  time  waste  me ; 

For  now  hath  time  made  me  his  nimibering  clock  : 

My  thoughts  are  minutes,  and  with  sighs  they  jar 

Their  watches  on  unto  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch  *, 

Whereto  my  finger,  like  a  dial's  point. 

Is  pointing  still  in  cleansing  them  from  tears. 

Now,  for  the  sound  that  tells  what  hour  it  is, 

Are  clamorous  groans ',  that  strike  upon  my  heart, 

*  To  CHECK  time  broke]     The  four  4to8.  have  '*  To  check :"  the  foUo,  1623, 
alone,  «'  To  hear," 

*  My  thoughts  are  minutes,  and  with  sighs  they  jar 

Their  watches  on  unto  mine  eyes  the  outward  watch,]  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce 
has  a  note  (Remarks,  p.  101)  of  two  pages,  almost  entirely  upon  a  comma  wbich 
in  my  first  edition  was  wrongly  placed  after  ''jar/'  His  explanation  as  to  <*  sir  " 
is  certainly  wrong,  and  all  we  can  do  is  now  to  repeat  the  note  we  formerly  made 
upon  this  laboured  simile  of  the  time-piece,  whether  clock  or  watch :  the  conclusion 
is  necessarily  new.  "  This  is  the  reading  and  pointing  of  the  4tos,  excepting 
that  that  of  1615  has  There  in  the  second  line  for  'Their:'  the  folio,  1633, 
follows  the  three  earliest  4tos,  and  the  folio  of  1632  omits  '  on,'  and  prints 
'  into '  to.  We  have  stated  the  original  text  thus  particularly,  on  account  of  the 
difficulty  of  extracting  sense  from  the  passage  by  any  of  the  old  readings :  the 
commentators  gave  up  the  attempt,  and  Johnson  reasonably  supposed  the  passage 
to  be  corrupt.  '  Jar '  is  explained  by  the  use  of  the  same  word  in  '  The  Winter's 
Tale,'  this  Vol.  p.  16,  to  signify  the  tick  of  a  clock ;  and  Steevens  suggested  that 
'  outward  watch '  meant  the  figure  of  a  watchman,  or  ira/cA,  above  the  dial-plate. 
Still,  this  will  not  explain  what  is  intended  by  *  with  sighs  they  jar  their  watches 
on  unto  my  eyes.'  The  reading  of  the  second  line  in  the  second  folio  is  good 
measure, '  Their  watches  to  mine  eyes,  the  outward  watch,'  but  it  does  not  dear 
the  sense  of  the  passage."  The  lines  from  "  For  now  hath  time,"  &c.  down 
to  "Jack  o'  the  dock"  are  struck  out  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  perhaps  as  not 
understood,  not  acted,  or  both. 

'  Now,  for  the  sound  that  tells  what  hour  it  is. 

Are  clamorous  groans,]  Rltson  suggests  that  "sound"  should  be  in  the 
plural,  which  seems  plausible ;  but  what  has  "  sir  "  to  do  in  the  line,  and  whom  ia 
Richard  addressing  ?  If  we  read  for  mstead  of  "  sir,"  a  not  unfrequent  error 
(it  is  amended  to  for  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632),  the  nominative  to  "aie"  will  be 
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Which  is  the  bell :  so  sighs,  and  tears,  and  groans, 
Show  minutes,  times,  and  hours ;  but  my  time 
Runs  posting  on  in  Bolingbroke's  proud  joy, 
While  I  stand  fooling  here,  his  Jack  o'  the  clock  *. 
This  music  mads  me :  let  it  sound  no  more, 
For  though  it  hath  holpe  madmen  to  their  wits. 
In  me,  it  seems,  it  will  make  wise  men  mad. 
Yet,  blessing  on  his  heart  that  gives  it  me  I 
For  'tis  a  sign  of  love,  and  love  to  Richard 
Is  a  strange  brooch  in  this  all-hating  world  •. 

Unter  Groom. 

Gfroom,  Hail,  royal  prince ! 

K.  Mich.  Thanks,  noble  peer ; 

The  cheapest  of  us  is  ten  groats  too  dear  *. 
What  art  thou  P  and  how  comest  thou  hither, 
Where  no  man  never  comes,  but  that  sad  dog 
That  brings  me  food  to  make  misfortune  live  ? 

Grroom.  I  was  a  poor  groom  of  thy  stable,  king. 
When  thou  wert  king ;  who,  travelling  towards  York, 
With  much  ado,  at  length  have  gotten  leave 
To  look  upon  my  sometimes  royal  master's  £gu». 
0  !  how  it  yem'd  my  heart,  when  I  beheld 
In  London  streets  that  coronation  day. 
When  Bolingbroke  rode  on  roan  Barbary  I 
That  horse  that  thou  so  often  hast  bestrid. 
That  horse  that  I  so  careftdly  have  dress'd ! 

K.  Mich.  Rode  he  on  Barbary  P    Tell  me,  gentle  friend, 
How  went  he  under  him  P 

Oroom.  So  proud ',  as  if  he  had  disdain'd  the  ground. 

"dAmarous  groans,''  and  the  meaning  will  be  '*  clamorouf  groan«  are /or  (or 
instead  of)  the  sound  that  tells  what  hour  it  is."  With  this  explanation  the  Rer. 
Mr.  Dyoe  will,  we  apprehend,  be  satisfied. 

'  —  his  Jack  o'  the  dock.]  The  figure  that  in  old  docks  used  to  strike  the 
hour  was  called  the  "  Jack  of  the  dock/'  and  "  Jack  of  the  clock-house."  It  ii 
often  mentioned  by  old  writers,  and  some  Jacks  are  yet  preserved. 

'  Is  a  strange  bkooch  in  this  all- hating  world.]  i.  e.  says  Malone,  "  Is  as 
strange  as  a  brooch,  which  is  now  no  longer  worn."  We  have  already  seen  in 
"  All's  WeU  that  Ends  Well,"  A.  i.  sc.  1.  Vol.  iL  p.  637,  that  brooches  were  out 
of  fiMhion, — '* jnst  like  the  brooch  and  tooth-pick,  which  wetur  not  now**  If 
brooches  had  not  at  this  time  been  "  strange,"  why  was  the  epithet  prefixed  ? 

^  The  cheapest  of  ns  is  ten  groats  too  dear.]  Some  aUosion  may  be  intended 
here  (as  Bos  well  supposes)  to  the  **  royal "  and  **  noble,"  as  pieces  of  money. 

*  So  PROUD,]  **  So  proud,"  says  the  corr.  fo.  I(i32,  and  the  change  ftomproudiy 
seems  required,  for  Ridiard  repeats  ** proud :"  *<  had"  is  from  the  foUo,  1633. 

X2 
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K.  Rich,  So  proud  that  Bolingbroke  was  on  his  back  P 
That  jade  hath  eat  bread  from  my  royal  hand ; 
This  hand  hath  made  him  proud  with  clapping  him. 
Would  he  not  stumble  P    Woidd  he  not  fall  down, 
(Since  pride  must  have  a  fall)  and  break  the  neck 
Of  that  proud  man  that  did  usurp  his  back  P 
Forgiveness,  horse  !  why  do  I  rail  on  thee. 
Since  thou,  created  to  be  aVd  by  man. 
Wast  bom  to  bear  P     I  was  not  made  a  horse ; 
And  yet  I  bear  a  burden  like  an  ass, 
Spur-gall'd,  and  tir'd,  by  jauncing  Bolingbroke. 

Enter  Keeper^  mth  a  dish '. 

Keep.  Fellow,  give  place :  here  is  no  longer  stay. 

\_To  the  Groom. 

K,  Rich.  If  thou  love  me,  'tis  time  thou  wert  away. 

Ghrooni.  What  my  tongue  dares  not,  that  my  heart  shall 
say.  \Exil. 

Keep.  My  lord,  will't  please  you  to  fall  to  P 

K.  Rich.  Taste  of  it  first,  as  thou  art  wont  to  do. 

Keep.  My  lord,  I  dare  not :  sir  Pierce  of  Exton,  who  lately 
came  frt)m  the  king,  commands  the  contrary. 

K.  Rich.  The  devil  take  Henry  of  Lancaster,  and  thee  ! 
Patience  is  stale,  and  I  am  weary  of  it.     [^Strikes  the  Keeper  *. 

Keep.  Help,  help,  help  I 

Enter  Sir  Pierce  of  Exton,  and  Servants,  armed. 

K.  Rich.  How  now !  what  means  death  in  this  rude  assault  P 
Villain,  thine  own  hand  yields  thy  death's  instrument. 

[^Snatching  a  weapon,  and  killing  one. 
Go  thou,  and  fill  another  room  in  hell. 

[He  kills  another :  Exton  strikes  him  doton  *. 
That  hand  shall  bum  in  never-quenching  fire. 
That  staggers  thus  my  person. — ^Exton,  thy  fierce  hand 
Hath  with  the  king's  blood  stain'd  the  king's  own  land. 

*  Enter  Keeper,  with  a  dish.]  This  is  the  stage-direction  of  the  folio,  1623 : 
the  4to,  1597,  and  other  4to8,  have  "  Enter  one  to  Richard  with  meat" 

*  Strikes  the  Keeper.]  This  stage-direction  is  not  in  the  old  copies:  some- 
thing of  the  kind  seems  necessary. 

*  He  kills  another :  Exton  strikes  him  down.]  Neither  this,  nor  the  preceding 
stage-direction,  "snatching  a  weapon,  and  killing  one,''  is  in  the  old  copies;  but 
that  Richard  kills  two  of  '/the  murderers''  (as  they  are  called  in  the  oldest 
editions)  is  evident  from  the  last  line  of  this  scene. 
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Mount,  mount,  my  soul  I  thy  seat  is  up  on  high, 

Whilst  my  gross  flesh  sinks  downward,  here  to  die  •.       \_Die8. 

Exton.  As  full  of  valour,  as  of  royal  blood  : 
Both  have  I  spilt :'  0,  would  the  deed  were  good  ! 
For  now  the  devil,  that  told  me  I  did  well, 
Says  that  this  deed  is  chronicled  in  hell. 
This  dead  king  to  the  living  king  I'll  bear. —  • 

Take  hence  the  rest,  and  give  them  burial  here.  [Eoceunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

Windsor.     An  Apartment  in  the  Castle. 

Flourish.    Enter  Bolingbroke,  and  Yoek,  mth  Lords  and 

Attendants. 

Boling.  Kind  uncle  York ',  the  latest  news  we  hear 
Is,  that  the  rebels  have  consumed  with  fire 
Our  town  of  Ciceter  in  Glostershire ; 
But  whether  they  be  ta'en,  or  slain,  we  hear  not. 

'  Whilst  my  gross  flesh  sinks  downward,  here  to  die.]  The  late  Mr.  AmyoC, 
who  took  so  much,  and  such  successful  pains  in  inyestigating  the  curious  point  of 
Richard's  death,  favoured  me  with  the  following  note : — 

"  In  dramatizing  the  account  of  Richard's  death,  which  he  found  in  Holinshed, 
Shakespeare,  as  the  late  Lord  Dover  observed,  has  perhaps  done  more  than  all 
other  writers  to  render  it  the  popular  version  of  the  story.  Malone  supposed  it  to 
have  first  appeared  in  '  Fabyan's  Chronicle ;'  but  it  was  of  earlier  origin,  being 
found  in  Caxton's  additions  to  Hygden's  '  Polychronicon,'  and  in  a  MS.  of  still 
earlier  date  in  the  Royal  Library  at  Paris.  Two  other  stories,  however,  had  pre- 
cedence of  it,  one  of  them  relating  that  the  King  had  died  of  grief  and  voluntary 
famine,  and  the  other  that  the  starvation  had  been  compulsory.  On  these  con- 
flicting narratives  (all  three  of  which  Shakespeare  had  seen  in  Holinshed)  a  contro- 
versy will  be  found  in  vol.  xz.  of  the  '  Arch«ologia.'  The  twenty-third  vol.  of  that 
work  contains  an  attempt  to  refute  the  improbable  relation  of  Richard's  escape 
from  hb  prison  at  Pontefract  into  Scotland,  as  narrated  by  Bower  and  Winton,  and 
supported,  as  Mr.  Tytler  maintains,  by  other  Scottish  authorities.  This  romantic 
tale  was  countenanced  by  Sir  Walter  Scott,  who  adopted  it  in  his  *  History  of 
Scotland,'  but  afterwards,  in  a  letter  to  the  writer  of  tiiis  note,  he  stated  that  he 
had  not  meant  to  express  a  conviction  of  his  belief  in  it,  though  he  had  thought  it 
worth  grave  observation,  which  it  had  not  hitherto  received.  Of  these  four  stories, 
whichever  may  have  been  the  true  one,  Shakespeare  may  be  held  justified  in 
adapting  to  stage-representation  that  which  seemed  best  suited  to  the  taste,  and 
was  probably  most  acceptable  to  the  belief  of  his  audience." 

'  Kind  unde  York,]  It  may  merit  a  note  that  *'  kind  "  having  been  omitted  in 
the  folio,  1632,  it  was  inserted  by  the  old  annotator  on  that  edition,  who  has  made 
several  other  changes  to  cure  defects  in  the  versification  in  this  part  of  the  play* 
He  was  most  likely  guided  by  recitation  on  the  stage  in  hia  time. 
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Unter  Northumberland. 

Welcome,  my  lord.     What  is  tlie  news  with  you'  P 
North.  First,  to  thy  sacred  state  wish  I  all  happiness : 

The  next  news  is, — I  have  to  London  sent 

The  heads  of  Salisbury,  Spencer,  Blunt,  and  Kent* : 

The  manner  of  their  taking  may  appear 

At  large  discoursed  in  this  paper  here.       [^Presenting  apag^. 
Boling,  We  thank  thee,  gentle  Percy,  for  thy  pains. 

And  to  thy  worth  will  add  right  worthy  gains. 

Enter  Fftzwater. 

Fitz,  My  lord,  I  have  from  Oxford  sent  to  London 
The  heads  of  Brocas,  and  Sir  Bennet  Seely, 
Two  of  the  dangerous  consorted  traitors. 
That  sought  at  Oxford  thy  dire  overthrow. 

Boling,  Thy  pains,  Fitzwater,  shall  not  be  forgot ; 
Right  noble  is  thy  merit,  well  I  wot. 

Enter  Percy,  mth  the  Bishop  of  Carlisle. 

Percy.  The  grand  conspirator,  abbot  of  Westminster, 
With  clog  of  conscience,  and  sour  melancholy. 
Hath  yielded  up  his  body  to  the  grave ; 
But  here  is  Carlisle  Kving,  to  abide 
Thy  kingly  doom,  and  sentence  of  his  pride. 

Boling.  Carlisle,  this  is  your  doom ' : — 
Choose  out  some  secret  place,  some  reverend  room. 
More  than  thou  hast,  and  with  it  joy  thy  life ; 
So,  as  thou  KVst  in  peace,  die  firee  from  strife  : 
For  though  mine  enemy  thou  hast  ever  been. 
High  sparks  of  honour  in  thee  have  I  seen. 

•  Welcome,  my  lord.  Whut  is  the  news  with  you  ?]  The  words  "  with  yon  " 
•re  from  the  corr.  fb.  1632.  They  complete  the  line,  which  there  could  be  no 
reason  fDr  leaving  incomplete,  and  it  is  a  colloquial  expression  that  often  occurs. 
The  carelessness  of  the  old  printer,  probably,  occasioned  the  loss. 

•  —  of  Salisbury,  Spencsr,  Blunt,  and  Kent :]  So  the  folio.  The  4to. 
reads,  "  of  Oxford,  Salisbury,  Blunt,  and  Kenf  The  reading  of  the  folio  (says 
Malone)  is  historically  right. 

^  Carlisle,  this  is  your  doom :]  This  brief  mode  of  address  is  more  forcible 
than  the  line,  as  we  find  it  amended  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632, 

"  Bithop  o/*  Carlisle,  this  thall  be  your  doom." 
It  is  very  likely  that  the  expletive  words  were  purposely  left  out  by  the  poet,  and 
we  do  not  insert  them,  although  they  were  perhaps  spoken  on  the  stage  in  the 
|iresence  of  the  old  annotator.    The  additions  may,  however,  only  have  been  the 
result  of  his  own  notions  of  fitness,  as  regards  the  metre; 
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Enter  Exton,  mth  Attendants  bearing  a  coffin. 

Exton,  Gbeat  king,  within  this  coffin  I  present 
Thy  buried  fear  :  herein  all  breathless  lies 
The  mightiest  of  thy  greatest  enemies, 
Richard  of  Bourdeanx,  by  me  hither  brought. 

BoUng,  Exton,  I  thank  thee  not ;  for  thou  hast  wrought 
A  deed  of  slander  with  thy  fatal  hand  * 
Upon  my  head,  and  all  this  famous  land. 

Exton.  From  your  own  mouth,  my  lord,  did  I  this  deed. 

BoUng.  They  love  not  poison  that  do  poison  need, 
Nor  do  I  thee  :  though  I  did  wish  him  dead, 
I  hate  the  murderer,  love  him  murdered. 
The  guilt  of  conscience  take  thou  for  thy  labour. 
But  neither  my  good  word,  nor  princely  favour : 
With  Cain  go  wander  through  the  shades  of  night, 
And  never  show  thy  head  by  day  nor  light. — 
Lords,  I  protest,  my  soul  is  full  of  woe. 
That  blood  should  sprinkle  me  to  make  me  grow  : 
Come,  mourn  with  me  for  that  I  do  lament, 
And  put  on  sullen  black  incontinent '. 
I'll  make  a  voyage  to  the  Holy  Land, 
To  wash  this  blood  off  from  my  guilty  hand. 
March  sadly  after :  grace  my  mournings  here  *, 
Li  weeping  after  this  untimely  bier.  [Exeunt. 

*  A  deed  of  slander  with  thy  fatal  hand]  This  is  the  original,  and,  no  doubt, 
anthentic  reading  of  the  4to,  1597.  That  of  1598  printed  tlaughter  for  "  slander/' 
and  it  was  followed  by  all  the  other  4tos.  and  folios.  In  the  oorr.  fo.  1632 
sloMffhler  is  amended  to  "  slander ;"  and  as  might  be  expected,  it  is  ein  Werk 
der  Schande  in  the  German  version. 

'  And  pat  on  sullen  black  incontinent.]  The  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632, 
here  alters  the  punctuation,  putting  a  full  point  before  **  incontinent,"  instead  of 
a  colon  (as  in  the  old  copies)  after  it.  It  is  true  that  in  the  very  opening  of  the 
next  play  the  King  speaks  of  his  intended  voyage  to  Palestine;  but  wheth^ 
**  incontinent  **  (i.  e,  immediately)  apply  to  that  undertaking,  or  to  the  putting  on 
*'  sullen  black  **  for  the  death  of  Richard  II.,  is  a  matter  of  too  little  consequence, 
as  regards  the  poet,  to  induce  us  to  make  a  change,  which  contradicts  the  always 
received,  and  perhaps  correct,  reading. 

♦  —  grace  my  mournings  here,]  The  4to,  1697,  bas  "  mournings  "  in  the 
plural :  the  folio  prints  it  in  the  singular.  The  same  remark  will  apply  to  "  the 
shades  of  night,''  eight  lines  above. 
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"  The  History  of  Henrie  the  Fovrth ;  With  the  battell  at 
Shrewsburie,  betweene  the  King  and  Lord  Henrj  Percy,  sumamed 
Henrie  Hotspur  of  the  North.  With  the  humorous  conceits  of 
Sir  lohn  Fabtalffe.  At  London,  Printed  by  P.  S.  for  Andrew 
Wise,  dwelling  in  Paules  Churchyard,  at  the  signe  of  the  Angell. 
1698."  4to.  40  leaves. 

"  The  History  of  Henrie  the  Fovrth ;  With  the  battell  at 
Shrewsburie,  betweene  the  King  and  Lord  Henry  Percy,  sumamed 
Henry  Hotspur  of  the  North.  With  the  humorous  conceits  of 
Sir  lohn  Falstalffe.  Newly  corrected  by  W.  Shake-apeare.  At 
London,  Printed  by  S.  S.  for  Andrew  Wise,  dwelling  in  Paules 
Churchyard,  at  the  signe  of  the  Angell.  1699."  4to.  40  leaves. 

"  The  History  of  Henrie  the  Fourth,  With  the  battell  at 
Shrewsburie,  betweene  the  King,  and  Lord  Henry  Percy,  sumamed 
Henry  Hotspur  of  the  North.  With  the  humorous  conceits  of 
Sir  lohn  Falstalffe.  Newly  corrected  by  W.  Shake-speare.  Lon- 
don Printed  by  Valentine  Simmes,  for  Mathew  Law,  and  are  to  be 
Bolde  at  his  shop  in  Paules  Churchyard,  at  the  signe  of  the  Fox. 
1604."  4to.  40  leaves. 

"The  History  of  Henry  the  fourth.  With  the  battell  of 
Shrewseburie,  betweene  the  King,  and  Lord  Henry  Percy,  sur- 
named  Henry  Hotspur  of  the  North.  With  the  humorous  conceites 
of  Sir  John  Falstalfie.  Newly  corrected  by  W.  Shake-speare.  Lon- 
don, Printed  for  Mathew  Law,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  in 
Paules  Churchyard,  neere  unto  S.  Augustines  gate,  at  the  eigne 
of  the  Foxe.  1608."  4to.  40  leaves. 

The  4to  edition  of  1613  also  consists  of  40  leaves  ;  and  the  only 
differences  between  its  title-page  and  that  of  1608  are  the  date, 
and  the  statement  that  it  was  **  Printed  by  W.  W." 

In  the  folio  of  1623,  "  The  First  Part  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
with  the  Life  and  Death  of  Henry  Simamed  Hot-spvrre,"  occupies 
twenty-six  pages,  viz.  from  p.  46  to  p.  73  inclusive.  In  the  later 
folios  it  is  reprinted  in  the  same  form. 
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At  the  time  wben  Shakespeare  selected  the  portion  of  history 
included  in  the  following  play,  as  a  fit  subject  for  dramatic  repre- 
sentation, the  stage  was  in  possession  of  an  old  play,  entitled  '*  The 
Famous  Victories  of  Henry  the  Fifth,"  of  which  three  early  im- 
pressions, one  printed  in  1598,  and  two  others  without  date,  have 
come  down  to  us :  a  copy  of  one  edition  without  date  is  in  the 
Collection  of  the  Duke  of  Deyonshire  ;  and,  judging  from  the  type 
and  other  circumstances,  we  may  conclude  that  it  was  anterior  to 
the  impression  of  1598,  and  that  it  made  its  appearance  shortly 
after  1594,  on  the  14th  of  May  of  which  year  it  was  entered  on 
the  Stationers'  Eegisters.  Eichard  Tarlton,  who  died  in  1588,  was 
an  actor  in  that  piece,  but  how  long  before  1588  it  had  been 
produced,  we  have  no  means  of  ascertaining.  It  is,  in  fact,  in 
prose,  although  many  portions  of  it  are  printed  to  look  like  verse, 
because,  at  the  date  when  it  first  came  from  the  press,  blank-verse 
had  become  popular  on  the  stage,  and  the  bookseller  probably  was 
desirous  of  giving  the  old  play  a  modem  appearance.  Our  most 
ancient  public  dramas  were  composed  in  rhyme :  to  rhyme  seems 
to  have  succeeded  prose  ;  and  prose,  about  the  date  when  Shake- 
speare is  believed  to  have  originally  come  to  London,  was  displaced 
by  blank-verse,  intermixed  with  couplets  and  stanzas.  ''The 
Famous  Victories  of  Henry  the  Fifth  "  seems  to  belong  to  the 
middle  period  ;  and  as  Stephen  Grosson,  in  his  ''  School  of  Abuse," 
1579,  leads  us  to  suppose  that  at  that  time  prose  was  not  very 
usual  in  theatrical  performances,  it  may  be  conjectured  that  "  The 
Famous  Victories  of  Henry  the  Fifth"  was  not  written  until 
after  1580. 

That  a  play  upon  the  events  of  the  reign  of  Henry  V.  was  upon 
the  stage  in  1592,  we  have  the  indisputable])  evidence  of  Thomas 
Nash,  in  his  notorious  work,  "  Pierce  Penniless  his  Supplication," 
which  went  through  three  editions  in  the  same  year :  we  quote 
from  the  first,  (Sign.  H  2.)  where  he  says,  "  What  a  glorious  thing 
it  is  to  have  Henry  the  Fifth  represented  on  the  Stage,  leading  the 
French  King  prisoner,  and  forcing  him  and  the  Dolphin  to  swear 
fealty."  We  know  also  that  a  drama,  called  "  Harry  the  V.," 
was  performed  by  Henslowe*s  Company  on  the  14th  of  May, 
1592,  and  it  appears  likely  that  it  was  a  revival  of ''  The  Famous 
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Victories,"  with  some  important  additions,  which  gave  it  the 
attraction  of  a  new  play ;  for  the  receipts  (as  we  find  hy  Hens- 
lowe's  Diary,  p.  26)  were  of  such  an  amount  as  was  generally  only 
produced  hy  a  first  representation.  Out  of  this  circumstance  may 
have  arisen  the  publication  of  the  early  undated  edition  in  the 
possession  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire.  The  reproduction  of  "  The 
Famous*  Victories  "  by  a  rival  company  then,  and  again  in  1595 
(Henslowe's  Diary,  p.  61),  and  the  appearance  of  it  from  the  press, 
possibly  led  Shakespeare  to  consider  in  what  way  he  could  avail 
himself  of  some  of  the  same  incidents  for  the  theatre  to  which  he 
belonged.  This  event  would  at  once  make  the  subject  popular, 
and  hence,  perhaps,  the  re-impression  of  "  The  Famous  Victories 
of  Henry  the  Fifth  "  in  1598  *.  The  year  1596  may  possibly  have 
been  the  date  when  Shakespeare  wrote  his  "  Henry  IV."  'Part  i. 

It  is  to  be  observed,  that  the  incidents,  which  are  summarily  dis- 
missed in  one  old  play,  are  extended  by  our  great  dramatist  over 
three— the  two  parts  of  "  Henry  IV."  and  "  Henry  V."  It  is 
impossible  to  institute  any  parallel  between  **  The  Famous  Vic- 
tories "  and  Shakespeare's  dramas ;  for,  besides  that  the  former 
has  reached  us  evidently  in  an  imperfect  shape,  the  immeasurable 
superiority  of  the  latter  is  such,  as  to  render  any  attempt  to  trace 
resemblance  rather  a  matter  of  contrast  than  comparison.  Who 
might  be  the  writer  of  "  The  Famous  Victories,"  it  would  be  idle 
to  speciilate ;  but  it  is  decidedly  inferior  to  most  of  the  extant 
works  of  Marlowe,  Greene,  Peele,  Kyd,  Lodge,  or  any  other  of 
the  more  celebrated  predecessors  of  Shakespeare. 

Sir  John  Oldcastle  is  one  of  the  persons  in  "  The  Famous  Vic- 
tories ;"  and  no  doubt  can  be  entertained  that  the  character  of  Sir 
John  Falstaff*,  in  the  first  part  of  Shakespeare's  "  Henry  IV.," 
was  originally  called  Sir  John  Oldcastle.  If  any  hesitation  could 
formerly  have  been  felt  upon  this  point,  it  must  have  been  recently 
entirely  removed  by  Mr.  Halliwell's  very  curious  aud  interesting 
tract,  "  On  the  character  of  Sir  John  Falstaff,  as  originally  ex- 
hibited by  Shakespeare,"  12mo.  1841.  How  the  identity  of  Old- 
castle and  Falstaff  could  ever  have  been  questioned  after  the  dis- 
covery of  the  following  passage  in  a  play  by  Nathaniel  Field,  called, 
"Amends  for  Ladies,"  1618,  it  is  difficult  to  comprehend:  the 
lines  seem  to  us  decisive : — 

'  The  third  edition  of  "  The  Famous  Victories "  was  printed  after  James  I. 
came  to  the  throne :  it  has  no  date,  but  it  states  on  the  title-page  that  **  it  was 
acted  by  the  King's  Majesty's  servants.''  This  assertion  was  probably  untrue,  the 
object  of  the  stationer  being  to  induce  buyers  to  believe  that  it  was  the  same  play 
as  Shakespeare's  work,  which  was  certainly  performed  by  **  the  King's  Majesty's 
servants."  From  this  impression  Steevens  reprinted  it  in  the  "  Six  Old  Plays," 
8vo,  1770 ;  and  the  variations  between  it  and  the  two  earlier  editions  are  any  thing 
but  materiaL 
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**  Did  yon  never  see 


The  play  where  the  fat  knight,  hight  Oldcastle, 
Did  tell  yon  truly  what  this  hononr  was  ? '' 

This  can  allude  to  nothing  hut  to  Ealstaff 's  speech  in  Act  t.  sc.  2, 
of  the  ensuing  play ;  and  it  would  also  show  that  Falstaff  some- 
times retained  the  name  of  Oldcastle  after  the  author  had  altered 
it  to  Falstaff'.  This  fact  is  remarkahle,  recollecting  that ''  Amends 
for  Ladies  '*  could  hardly  have  been  written  before  1611,  that 
prior  to  that  date  no  fewer  than  four  editions  of "  Henry  IV.** 
Part  i.,  had  been  printed,  on  the  title-pages  of  which  Falstaff  was 
prominently  introduced,  and  that  he  was  called  by  no  other  name 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  that  drama.  The  case  is  some- 
what different  with  respect  to  Shakespeare's  "  Henry  IV.*'  Partii., 
which  contains  a  singular  confirmatory  piece  of  evidence  that 
Falstaff  was  still  called  Oldcastle,  even  after  that  continuation  of 
the  "  history  "  had  been  written  and  performed :  in  Act  i.  sc.  2  of 
that  drama  Old.  is  given  as  the  prefix  to  one  of  Falstaff's  speeches. 
The  error  is  met  with  in  no  other  part  of  the  play,  and  when  the 
MS.  for  the  quarto,  1600,  was  corrected  for  the  press,  this  single 
passage  escaped  observation,  and  the  ancient  reading  was  preserved 
until  it  was  expunged  in  the  folio  of  1623.  Malone  and  Steevens, 
in  opposition  to  Theobald,  argue  that  Old,  was  not  meant  for 
Oldcastle,  but  was  the  commencement  of  the  name  of  some  actor : 
none  such  belonged  to  Shakespeare's  company,  and  the  probability 
is  all  in  favour  of  Theobald's  supposition. 

This  change  must  have  been  made  by  Shakespeare  anterior  to 
the  spring  of  1597-8,  because  we  then  meet  with  the  subsequent 
entry  in  the  Stationers'  Eegisters,  relating  to  the  earliest  edition 
of  "  Henry  IV."  Part  i. 

"  25  Feb.  1597. 
Andrew  Wisse]     A  booke  intitled  the  Historye  of  Henry  the 
iiii'**,  with  his  battaile  at  Shrewsburye  against  Henry 
Hottspurre  of  the  Northe,  with  the  conceipted  Mirth  of 
Sir  John  Falstaffe  V 

As  the  year  did  not  then  end  until  the  25th  March,  the  25th 
February,  1597,  was  of  course  the  25th  February,  1598 ;  and 
pursuant  to  the  above  entry,  Andrew  Wise  published  the  first 
edition  of  **  The  History  of  Henry  IV."  with  the  date  of  1598  : 
we  may  infer,  therefore,  that  it  was  ready,  or  nearly  ready,  to  be 

*  The  same  conclusion  may  perhaps  be  drawn  from  the  mention  of  "  fat  Sir 
John  Oldcastle/'  in  "  The  Meeting  of  Gallants  at  an  Ordinarie/'  1604, 4to,  a  tract 
recently  reprinted  for  the  Percy  Society. 

^  There  is  another  entry,  under  date  27th  June,  1603,  by  which  **  Henry  the  4 
the  first  pte."  seems  to  have  been  transferred  by  Wise  to  Law,  for  whom  the 
edition  of  1004  was  in  fact  printed. 
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issued  at  the  time  the  memorandum  was  made  at  Stationers'  Hall : 
on  the  title-page,  '*  the  humorous  conceits  of  Sir  John  Falstalffe  *' 
are  made  peculiarly  obvious.  It  is  certain,  then,  that  before  the 
play  was  printed,  the  name  of  Oldcastle  had  been  altered  to  that 
of  Ealstaff*.  The  reason  for  the  change  is  asserted  to  have  been, 
that  some  descendants  of  "  Sir  John  Oldcastle,  the  good  Lord 
Gobham  "  (as  he  is  called  upon  the  title-page  of  a  play  which 
relates  to  his  history,  printed  in  1600)  remonstrated  against  the 
ridicule  thrown  upon  the  character  of  the  protestant  martyr,  by 
the  introduction  into  Shakespeare's  drama  of  a  person  bearing  the 
same  name.  Such,  unquestionably,  may  have  been  the  case ;  but 
it  is  possible  also  that  Shakespeare,  finding  that  his  play,  and  his 
Sir  John  Oldcastle  were  often  confounded  with  "The  Famous 
Victories"  and  with  the  Sir  John  Oldcastle  of  that  drama,  made 
the  change  with  the  purpose  that  they  should  be  distinguished. 
That  he  did  not  quite  succeed,  is  evident  from  the  quotation  we 
have  made  from  Field's  "  Amends  for  Ladies  *." 

Eespecting  the  manner  in  which  FalstafT  was  attired  on  the 
stage  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare,  we  meet  with  a  curious  passage 
in  a  manuscript,  the  hand-writing  of  Inigo  Jones,  the  property 
of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire '.  The  Surveyor  of  the  Works,  describ- 
ing the  dress  of  a  person  who  was  to  figure  in  one  of  the  court 
masques,  early  in  the  reign  of  James  I.,  says,  that  he  is  to  be 
dressed  "  like  a  Sir  John  Falstaff,  in  a  robe  of  russet,  quite  low, 
with  a  great  belly,  like  a  swollen  man,  long  moustachios,  the  shoes 
flhort,  and  out  of  them  great  toes,  like  naked  feet :  buskins,  to 
show  a  great  swollen  leg."  We  are,  perhaps,  only  to  understand 
from  this  description,  that  the  appearance  of  the  character  was  to 
bear  a  general  resemblance  to  that  of  Sir  John  Falstaff,  as  ex- 
hibited on  the  stage  at  the  Globe  or  Blackfriars'  Theatres. 

Although  we  are  without  any  contemporaneous  notices  of  the 
performance  of  Shakespeare's  "  Henry  IV."  Part  i.,  there  cannot 
be  a  doubt  that  it  was  extraordinarily  popular.  It  went  through 
five  distinct  impressions  in  4to,  in  1598,  1599,  1604,  1608,  and 
1613,  before  it  was  printed  in  the  first  folio.  There  was  also  an 
edition  in  1639,  which  deserves  notice,  because  it  was  not  a  reprint 
of  the  play  as  it  had  appeared  either  in  the  first  or  second  folios, 
but  of  the  4to.  of  1613  that  text  being  for  some  reason  preferred. 

*  Ben  Jonson,  at  the  end  of  his  *'  Every  Man  out  of  his  Humour/'  firet  acted  in 
1599,  and  printed  in  1600,  speaks  of  Falstaff  by  that  name :  **  You  may  in  time 
(aays  he)  make  lean  Madlente  as  fat  as  sir  John  Falstaff.'' 

*  See  also  another  relic  of  the  name  of  Oldcastle  for  Falstaff  on  p.  326  of  the 
present  volume,  and  the  note  upon  iL 

"  His  Grace  had  a  fac-simile  made  of  the  original,  and  presented  copies  of  it  to 
his  friends,  artists,  and  public  Ubraries.  It  consists  of  many  sketdies,  drawings, 
and  observations,  chiefly  while  Inigo  Jones  was  in  Italy  in  1614. 
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Meres  iDtroduces  "  Henry  the  IVth  "  into  his  list  in  1598,  and  we 
need  feel  little  doubt  that  he  alluded  to  Part  i.,  because,  on  the 
preceding  page,  (fo.  281,  b)  he  makes  a  quotation  from  one  of 
FalstaflTs  speeches, — "  there  is  nothing  but  roguery  in  villainous 
man," — though  without  acknowledging  the  source  from  which  it 
was  taken.  "We  may  be  tolerably  sure,  however,  that  "  Henry 
IV."  Part  ii.,  had  then  been  produced  by  Shakespeare,  but  it  is 
not  distinguished  by  Meres,  and  he  also  makes  no  mention  of 
"Henry  V.,"  the  events  of  whose  reign,  to  his  marriage  with 
Catherine  of  France,  were  included  in  the  old  play  of  "  The  Famous 
Victories." 

With  regard  to  the  text  of  this  play,  it  is  unquestionably  found 
in  its  purest  state  in  the  earliest  4to.  of  1598,  and  to  that  we  have 
mainly  adhered,  assigning  reasons  in  our  notes  when  we  have 
varied  from  it.  The  editors  of  the  folio,  1623,  copied  implicitly 
the  4to.  impression  nearest  to  their  own  day,  that  of  1613,  adopting 
many  of  its  defects,  and,  as  far  as  we  can  judge,  resorting  to  no 
MS.  authority,  nor  to  the  previous  quartos  of  1598,  1599,  1604, 
and  1608.  Several  decided  errors,  made  in  the  reprint  of  1599, 
were  repeated  and  multiplied  in  the  subsequent  quarto  impressions, 
and  from  thence  found  their  way  into  the  folio.  Near  the  end  of 
Act  i.  we  meet  with  a  curious  proof  of  what  we  have  advanced : 
we  there  find  a  line,  thus  distinctly  printed  in  the  4to,  1598 : — 

"  I'le  steale  to  Glendower  and  Lo:  Mortimer:" 

that  is,  "  1*11  steal  to  Glendower  and  Lord  Mortimer,"  Lo:  being 
a  common  abbreviation  of  "  Lord ;"  but  the  compositor  of  the  4to, 
1599,  strangely  misunderstanding  it,  printed  it  as  follows : — 

"  He  steale  to  Glendower  and  loe  Mortimer ;" 

as  if  Lo:  of  the  4to,  1598  were  to  be  taken  as  the  interjection,  lo ! 
then  usually  printed  loe,  and  so  the  blunder  was  followed  in  the 
subsequent  quartos,  including  that  of  1613,  from  whence  it  was 
transferred,  literatim,  to  the  folio,  1623.  The  error  is  repeated  in 
the  folio,  1632 ;  but  Norton,  the  printer  of  the  4to,  1639,  who,  as 
has  been  remarked,  did  not  adopt  the  text  of  either  of  the  folios^ 
saw  that  there  must  be  a  blunder  in  the  line,  and  although  he  did 
not  know  exactly  how  to  set  it  right,  he  at  least  made  sense  of  it, 
by  giving  it, 

"  I'll  steal  to  Glendower  and  to  Mortimer." 

We  only  adduce  this  instance  as  one  proof,  out  of  many  which 
might  be  brought  forward,  to  establish  the  superiority  of  the  text 
of  the  4to.  of  1598,  to  any  of  the  subsequent  re-impressions. 
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KING  HENET  THE  FOUETH. 

HENET,  Prince  of  Wales. 

PEINCE  JOHN  OP  LANCASTEE. 

EAEL  OP  WESTMOEELAND. 

SIE  WALTER  BLUNT. 

THOMAS  PEECT,  Eari  of  Worcester. 

HENET  PEECT,  Earl  of  Northumberland : 

HENET  PEECT,  surnamed  HOTSPUE,  his  Son. 

EDMUND  MOETIMEE,  Earl  of  March. 

SCEOOP,  Archbishop  of  Tork. 

AECHIBALD,  Earl  of  Douglas. 

OWEN  GLENDOWEE. 

SIE  EICHAKD  VEENON. 

SIE  JOHN  EALSTAFF. 

SIE  MICHAEL,  a  friend  of  the  Archbishop  of  Tork. 

POINS. 

GADSHILL. 

PETO. 

BAEDOLPH. 

LADT  PEECT,  Wife  to  Hotspur. 

LADT  MOETIMEE,  Daughter  to  Glendower. 

MES.  QUICKLT,  Hostess  of  a  Tavern  in  Eastcheap. 

Lords,  0£G[cers,  Sheriff,  Vintner,  Chamberlain,  Drawers,  CarrierSy 

Travellers,  and  Attendants. 

SCENE,  England. 

^  The  old  copies  have  no  list  of  i^ersons  :  it  was  first  made  and  prefixed  by  Rowe. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

London.     An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  "Westmoreland,  Sir  "Walter  Blunt, 

and  others. 

JT.  Hen.  So  shaken  as  we  are,  so  wan  with  care  *, 
Find  we  a  time  for  frighted  peace  to  pant, 
And  breathe  short-winded  accents  of  new  broils 
To  be  commenc'd  in  stronds  afar  remote. 
No  more  the  thirsty  entrance  of  this  soil  * 
Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood ; 
No  more  shall  trenching  war  channel  her  fields, 

*  —  BO  WAN  with  care,]  "  So  worn  with  care  "  says  the  old  corrector  of  the 
fo.  1632,  and  perhaps  such  was  the  recitation  on  the  stage  in  his  day,  but  it 
affords  no  sufficient  warrant  for  changing  the  text  of  a  very  intelligible  passage. 

*  No  more  the  thirsty  entrance  of  this  soil]  When  Shakespeare  wrote  this 
line  he  had,  no  doubt,  as  Malone  suggests,  a  personification  of  England  in  his 
mind  :  by  "  thirsty  entrance  **  he  meant  thirsty  mouthy  and  forgetting  that  he  had 
given  no  more  of  the  personification  than  the  allusion  to  the  mouth,  he  added  the 
next  line,  *'  Shall  daub  her  lips  with  her  own  children's  blood/'  This  seems  the 
natural  explanation  of  a  passage  that  has  excited  much  dispute  among  the  commen- 
tators. •  Steevens  first  recommended  entraniSf  and  subsequently  adopted  into  his 
text  a  conjecture  by  M.  Mason,  that  it  was  a  misprint  for  ErinnySf  than  which 
few  things  could  be  more  unlikely.  Coleridge  thought  Theobald's  interpretation 
right,  that  *•  thirsty  entrance  "  meant  the  dry  penetrability  of  the  soil ;  and  he 
added,  *'  the  obscurity  of  this  passage  is  of  the  Shakespearean  sort."  Lit.  Rem. 
vol.  ii.  p.  179.  Douce  suggested  entrails  for  **  entrance,"  and  in  Peele's  "  Arraign- 
ment of  Paris,"  A.  iv.  sc.  4,  entrails  is  unquestionably  misprinted  for  "  entrance," 
where  Paris  talks  of  *'  the  entrails  of  my  mortal  ears,"  instead  of  **  the  entrance  of 
my  morUl  ears."  The  Rev.  editor  has  failed  to  detect  this  blunder :  see  Dyoe's 
Peele's  Works,  i.  63. 

VOL.  111.  Y 
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Nor  bruise  her  flowrcts  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  hostile  paces :  those  opposed  eyes, 
Which,  like  the  meteors  of  a  troubled  heaven, 
All  of  one  nature,  of  one  substance  bred. 
Did  lately  meet  in  the  intestine  shock 
And  furious  close  of  civil  butchery. 
Shall  now,  in  mutual,  well-beseeming  ranks, 
March  all  one  way,  and  be  no  more  oppos'd 
Against  acquaintance,  kindred,  and  allies : 
The  edge  of  war,  like  an  ill-sheathed  knife, 
No  more  shall  cut  his  master.     Therefore,  friends. 
As  far  as  to  the  sepulchre  of  Christ, 
,  Whose  soldier  now,  under  whose  blessed  cross, 
We  are  impressed,  and  engag'd  to  fight, 
Forthwith  a  power  of  English  shall  we  levy. 
Whose  arms  were  moulded  in  their  mother's  womb 
To  chase  these  pagans,  in  those  holy  fields, 
Over  whose  acres  walk'd  those  blessed  feet, 
Which  fourteen  hundred  years  ago  were  nail'd 
For  our  advantage  on  the  bitter  cross. 
But  this  our  purpose  is  a  twelve-month  old, 
And  bootless  'tis  to  tell  you  we  will  go : 
Therefore  we  meet  not  now. — Then,  let  me  hear 
Of  you,  my  gentle  cousin  Westmoreland, 
What  yesternight  our  council  did  decree, 
In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience  *. 

JFesL  My  liege,  this  haste  was  hot  in  question, 
And  many  limits  of  the  charge  *  set  down 
But  yesternight ;  when,  all  athwart,  there  came 
A  post  from  Wales  loaden  with  heavy  news ; 
Whose  worst  was,  that  the  noble  Mortimer, 
Leading  the  men  of  Herefordshire  to  fight 
Against  the  irregular  and  wild  Glendower, 
Was  by  the  rude  hands  of  that  Welchman  taken, 
A  thousand  of  his  people  butchered  * ; 
Upon  whose  dead  corpse  there  was  such  misuse, 

'  In  forwarding  this  dear  expedience.]  i.  e.  Expedition.  Shakespeare  con- 
stantly uses  "expedient"  for  expeditious:  see  this  Vol.  p.  136;  and  in  **  Antony 
and  Cleopatra,"  A.  i.  sc.  2,  we  have  *'  expedience  "  in  exactly  Uie  same  sense  as 
above.  However,  afterwards  in  this  play,  A.  L  sc.  3,  we  have  expedition  used 
instead  of  '*  expedience." 

*  And  many  limits  of  the  charge]  i .  e.  Bound*  of  the  expense. 

*  A  thousand  of  his  people  butchered;]  So  every  4to.  edition:  the  folio, 
'*  And  a  thousand,"  &c. 
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Such  beastly,  shameless  transformation, 
By  those  Welchwomen  done,  as  may  not  be 
W  ithout  much  shame  re-told  or  spoken  of. 

K.  Hen.  It  seems,  then,  that  the  tidings  of  this  broil 
Brake  off  our  business  for  the  Holy  Land. 

West,  This,  matched  with  other,  did ',  my  gracious  lord ; 
For  more  uneven '  and  unwelcome  news 
Came  from  the  north,  and  thus  it  did  import. 
On  Holy-rood  day,  the  gallant  Hotspur  there, 
Young  Harry  Percy,  and  brave  Archibald, 
That  ever- valiant  and  approved  Scot, 
At  Holmedon  met ; 

Where  they  did  spend  a  sad  and  bloody  hour. 
As  by  discharge  of  their  artillery. 
And  shape  of  likelihood,  the  news  was  told ; 
For  he  that  brought  them,  in  the  very  heat 
And  pride  of  their  contention  did  take  horse, 
Uncertain  of  the  issue  any  way. 

K.  Hen.  Here  is  a  dear,  a  true-industrious  friend, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  his  horse, 
Stain'd  with  the  variation  of  each  soU 
Betwixt  that  Holmedon  and  this  seat  of  our's ; 
And  he  hath  brought  us  smooth  and  welcome  news. 
The  earl  of  Douglas  is  discomfited  ; 
Ten  thousand  bold  Scots,  two-and-twenty  knights, 
Balk'd  in  their  own  blood  ®,  did  sir  Walter  see 
On  Holmedon's  plains  :  of  prisoners,  Hotspur  took 
Mordake  earl  of  Fife,  and  eldest  son 
To  beaten  Douglas,  and  the  earl  of  Athol, 
Of  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith ' ; 
And  is  not  this  an  honourable  spoil  ? 
A  gallant  prize  ?  ha !  cousin,  is  it  not  ? 

*  This,  matched  with  other,  did,]  So  the  two  earliest  4t08 :  the  later  editioiis 
print  like  for  did. 

'  For  more  uneven]  The  folio,  following  the  4to.  of  1613,  has  Far  instead  of 
**  For,"  the  reading  of  the  4tos,  1598,  1599,  1604,  and  1608. 

'  Balk'd  in  their  own  blood,]  Some  commentators  would  read  bak'd;  bat 
Toilet  showed  that  "balk'd,''  which  means  laid  up  in  a  ridge  or  hillock,  is 
correct,  and  all  the  old  editions  concur  in  so  printing  it :  neither  is  any  change 
made,  or  suggested,  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

»  Of  Murray,  Angus,  and  Menteith ;]  We  prefer  printing  the  line,  thus  im- 
perfect, to  the  emendation  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  which  inserts  the  bold  before 
Menteith :  the  word  •*  earl,"  (forsan  earli)  in  the  preceding  line,  applies  to  all 
four  noblemen  of  the  same  rank  by  their  titles  of  place,  and  to  call  Menteith  the 
bold  Menteith  seems  to  render  the  reference  merely  personal. 
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West  'Faith,  'tis  a  conquest  for  a  prince  to  boast  of. 

K.  Sen.  Yea,  there  thou  mak'st  me  sad,  and  mak'st  me  sin, 
In  envy  that  my  lord  Northimiberland 
Should  be  the  father  to  so  blest  a  son  * : 
A  son,  who  is  the  theme  of  honour's  tongue ; 
Amongst  a  grove  the  very  straightest  plant ; 
Who  is  sweet  fortune's  minion,  and  her  pride  : 
Whilst  I,  by  looking  on  the  praise  of  him. 
See  riot  and  dishonour  stain  the  brow 
Of  my  young  Harry.     O  !  that  it  could  be  prov'd, 
That  some  night-tripping  fairy  had  exchang'd 
In  cradle-clothes  our  children  where  they  lay, 
And  call'd  mine  Percy,  his  Plantagenet : 
Then,  would  I  have  his  Harry,  and  he  mine. 
But  let  him  from  my  thoughts. — ^What  think  you,  coz'. 
Of  this  young  Percy's  pride  ?  the  prisoners. 
Which  he  in  this  adventure  hath  surpriz'd. 
To  his  own  use  he  keeps ;  and  sends  me  word, 
I  shall  have  none  but  Mordake  earl  of  Fife. 

West  This  is  his  uncle's  teaching,  this  is  Worcester, 
Malevolent  to  you  in  all  aspects ; 
Which  makes  him  prune  himself,  and  bristle  up 
The  crest  of  youth  against  your  dignity. 

K.  Hen.  But  I  have  sent  for  him  to  answer  this ; 
And  for  this  cause  awhile  we  must  neglect 
Our  holy  purpose  to  Jerusalem. — 
Cousin,  on  Wednesday  next  our  council  we 
Will  hold  at  Windsor :  so  inform  the  lords ' ; 
But  come  yourself  with  speed  to  us  again, 
Pot  more  is  to  be  said,  and  to  be  done, 
Than  out  of  anger  can  be  uttered. 

JFesL  I  will,  my  liege.  [^Exeunt. 

*  'Faith,  'tis  a  conquest  for  a  prince  to  boast  of.]  In  the  old  copies  *'  In  faith, 
it  is  "  is  made  part  of  the  King's  speech ;  but  the  words  clearly  belong  to  West- 
moreland, and  ought  to  form  the  two  6rst  syllables  of  his  speech,  as  we  have  given 
it  in  our  text  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  The  last  line  of  the  King  is  complete 
without  them,  and  to  print  them  at  length,  "  In  faith,  it  is,"  makes  Westmore- 
land's  line  redundant.     There  can  be  little  doubt  that  this  arrangement  is  correct. 

*  —  the  father  to  so  blest  a  son:]  The  folio,  1G23,  adopting  the  reading  of 
the  later  4tos,  has  '<  o/*so  blest  a  son.'' 

*  Will  hold  at  Windsor:  so  inform  the  lords;]  The  folio,  1623,  without  the 
authority  of  any  preceding  edition,  inserts  and  in  the  middle  of  this  line  to  the 
destruction  of  the  metre. 
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SCEI^  11. 

The  Same.     Another  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Henry,  Prince  of  JFales,  and  Falstafp. 

Fal.  Now,  Hal ;  what  time  of  day  is  it,  lad  ? 

P.  Men,  Thou  art  so  fat-witted,  with  drinking  of  old  sack, 
and  unbuttoning  thee  after  supper,  and  sleeping  upon  benches 
after  noon  *,  that  thou  hast  forgotten  to  demand  that  truly, 
which  thou  wouldst  truly  know.  What  a  devil  hast  thou  to 
do  with  the  time  of  the  day  ?  unless  hours  were  cups  of  sack, 
and  minutes  capons,  and  clocks  the  tongues  of  bawds,  and  dials 
the  signs  of  leaping-houses,  and  the  blessed  sun  himself  a  fair 
hot  wench  in  flame-colour'd  taffeta,  I  see  no  reason  why  thou 
shouldst  be  so  superfluous  *  to  demand  the  time  of  the  day. 

Fal,  Indeed,  you  come  near  me,  now,  Hal ;  for  we,  that 
take  purses,  go  by  the  moon  and  the  seven  stars ',  and  not  by 
Phoebus, — ^he,  "that  wandering  knight  so  fair^"  And,  I 
pr'ythee,  sweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king, — ^as,  God  save  thy 
grace, — ^majesty,  I  should  say,  for  grace  thou  wilt  have 
none, — 

P.  Men.  What,  none  ? 

Fal,  No,  by  my  troth  ;  not  so  much  as  will  serve  to  be  pro- 
logue to  an  egg  and  butter. 

P.  Men,  Well,  how  then  ?  come,  roundly,  roimdly. 

Fal,  Marry,  then,  sweet  wag,  when  thou  art  king,  let  not 
us,  that  are  squires  of  the  night's  body,  be  called  thieves  of 
the  day's  beauty :  let  us  be  Diana's  foresters,  gentlemen  of  the 
shade,  minions  of  the  moon ;  and  let  men  say,  we  be  men  of 
good  government,  being  governed,  as  the  sea  is,  by  our  lioble 
and  chaste  mistress  the  moon,  under  whose  countenance  Ve 
steal. 

*  —  npon  benches  avteh  noon,]    The  folio  1623  has  it  '*  in  the  afternoon.'' 

s  —  why  thou  shouldst  be  so  superfluous]     '*  So  "  is  the  reading  of  the  4to, 
1598,  and  of  the  folio,  1623 :  all  the  other  4tos.  omit  "  so." 

*  —  and  THE  seven  stars,]     "The ''  is  omitted  in  the  4tofl.  subsequent  to  that 
of  1608,  and  in  the  foUo,  1623. 

7  *'that  wandering  knight  so  fair."]     Perhaps  an  expression  from  some 

ballad  upon  the  adventures  of  the  Knight  of  the  Sun,  a  well-known  romance  of  the 
time,  translated  from  the  Spanish,  by  Margaret  Tyler,  under  the  title  of  "  The 
Mirror  of  Princely  Deeds  and  Knighthood/'    It  forms  nine  parts. 
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P.  Hen.  Thou  sa/st  well,  and  it  holds  well,  too ;  for  the 
fortune  of  us,  that  are  the  moon's  men,  doth  ebb  and  flow  like 
the  sea,  being  governed,  as  the  sea  is,  by  the  moon.  As  for 
proof  now :  a  purse  of  gold  most  resolutely  snatched  on  Monday 
night,  and  most  dissolutely  spent  on  Tuesday  morning ;  got 
with  swearing — ^lay  by;  and  spent  with  crying — ^bring  in; 
now,  in  as  low  an  ebb  as  the  foot  of  the  ladder,  and,  by  and 
by,  in  as  high  a  flow  as  the  ridge  of  the  gallows. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  thou  say'st  true,  lad.  And  is  not  my 
hostess  of  the  tavern  a  most  sweet  wench  ? 

P.  Hen,  As  the  honey  of  Hybla,  my  old  lad  of  the  castle  *. 
And  19  not  a  buff"  jerkin  a  most  sweet  robe  of  durance  ? 

FaL  How  now,  how  now,  mad  wag !  what,  in  thy  quips, 
and  thy  quiddities  P  what  a  plague  have  I  to  do  with  a  bufif 
jerkin  *  ? 

P.  Hen.  Why,  what  a  pox  have  I  to  do  with  my  hostess  of 
the  tavern  ? 

FaL  Well,  thou  hast  called  her  to  a  reckoning  many  a  time 
and  oft. 

P.  Hen.  Did  I  ever  call  for  thee  to  pay  thy  part  ? 

Fal.  No :  I'll  give  thee  thy  due ;  thou  hast  paid  all  there. 

P.  Hen.  Yea,  and  elsewhere,  so  far  as  my  coin  would  stretch ; 
and,  where  it  would  not,  I  have  used  my  credit. 

Fal.  Yea,  and  so  used  it,  that  were  it  not  here  apparent 
that  thou  art  heir  apparent  *, — ^But,  I  pr'ythee,  sweet  wag,  shall 
there  be  gallows  standing  in  England  when  thou  art  king, 

*  As  the  honey  of  HybU,  my  old  lad  of  the  castle.]  The  folio,  1623,  merely 
reads,  *'  As  is  the  honoy,  my  old  lad  of  the  castle.''  The  words  "  old  lad  of  the 
castle''  are  conjectured  to  be  an  allusion  to  the  name  of  Oldcastle,  by  which 
FalstafT  was  originally  known  in  this  play :  there  could  otherwise  be  no  joke  in 
the  expression.     See  this  point  considered  in  the  [ntroduction. 

»  —  what  a  pUgue  have  I  to  do  with  a  buff  jerkin  ?]  We  have  already  seen  in 
**  The  Comedy  of  Errors,"  A.  iv.  sc.  2,  that  butf  was  the  usual  dress  of  Serjeants, 
whose  business  it  was  to  arrest  debtors.  When  Falstaff  asks,  whether  **hia 
hostess  is  not  a  sweet  wench  ?"  the  Prince  asks  in  return,  "  whether  it  will  not  be 
a  sweet  thing  to  go  to  prison,  by  running  in  debt  to  this  sweet  wench  ?"  This  is 
Johnson's  explanation  of  the  passage.  There  seems  also  a  joke  intended  by  the 
words  **robe  of  durance:*^  and  in  "The  Comedy  of  Errors,"  Dromio  terms  a 
Serjeant  "  a  devil  in  an  everlasting  garment." 

*  Yea,  and  so  used  it,  that  were  it  not  here  apparent  that  thou  art  hour  ap- 
parent,—] The  negative  is  from  the  4tos,  and  none  of  the  folios  have  it :  still 
the  sentence  is  incomplete,  and  the  corr.  fo.  1C32  gives  it  thus,  *'  Yea,  and  so  used 
it  that  it  is  here  apparent  that  thou  art  heir  apparent,"  meaning  that  Henry's 
credit  had  been  used  as  the  prince  and  successor  to  the  throne.  The  sentence  is 
eonduded,  but  perhaps  the  poet  intended  it  to  be  imperfect,  and  so,  under  the 
drcumatances,  it  is,  perhaps,  better  to  leave  it. 
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and  resolution  thus  fobbed,  as  it  is,  with  the  rusty  curb  of  old 
father  antick,  the  law  ?  Do  not  thou,  when  thou  art  a  king, 
hang  a  thief. 

P.  Hen.  No  :  thou  shalt. 

Fal  Shall  I  ?  0  rare !  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  brave 
judge. 

P.  Hen,  Thou  judgest  false  already :  I  mean,  thou  shalt 
have  the  hanging  of  the  thieves,  and  so  become  a  rare  hang- 
man. 

FaJ.  Well,  Hal,  well ;  and  in  some  sort  it  jumps  with  my 
humour,  as  well  as  waiting  in  the  court,  I  can  tell  you. 

P.  Hen.  For  obtaining  of  suits  P 

Fal.  Yea,  for  obtaining  of  suits,  whereof  the  hangman 
hath  no  lean  wardrobe.  'Sblood,  I  am  as  melancholy  as  a  gib 
cat  *,  or  a  lugged  bear. 

P.  Hen.  Or  an  old  lion ;  or  a  lover's  lute. 

Fal.  Yea,  or  the  drone  of  a  Lincolnshire  bagpipe  *. 

P.  Hen.  What  sayest  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  melancholy  of 
Moor-ditch '  ? 

Fal.  Thou  hast  the  most  unsavoury  similes ;  and  art,  indeed, 
the  most  comparative,  rascallest,  sweet  young  prince. — ^But, 
Hal,  I  pr'jrthee,  trouble  me  no  more  with  vanity.  I  would  to 
God,  thou  and  I  knew  where  a  commodity  of  good  names 
were  to  be  bought.  An  old  lord  of  the  council  rated  me  the 
other  day  in  the  street  about  you,  sir ;  but  I  marked  him  not : 
and  yet  he  talked  very  wisely ;  but  I  regarded  him  not :  and 
yet  he  talked  wisely,  and  in  the  street  too. 

P.  Hen.  Thou  didst  well ;  for  wisdom  cries  out  in  the  streets, 
and  *  no  man  regards  it. 

*  —  I  am  as  melancholy  as  a  oiB  cat,]  The  melandioly  of  a  oat  is  pro- 
Tcrbial ;  and  Ray  has  "  as  melancholy  as  a  gibd  cat.''  Such  seems  of  old  to  have 
been  the  most  usual  way  of  printing  it,  but  in  all  the  copies  of  this  play  it  stands 
'*^i6  cat."  Coles,  in  his  Dictionary,  16'77f  gives /«/»  ma«  as  the  explanation  of 
'*  gib  cat."     Steevens  and  Toilet  sunrgest  "  glib^d  cat  "  t.  e.  castrated  cat. 

*  —  a  Lincolnshire  bagpipe.]  Lincolnshire  bagpipes  are  spoken  of  by  sereral 
old  writers ;  and,  as  Steevens  pointed  out,  in  the  "  Three  Lords  and  Three  Ladies 
of  London,"  1590,  (a  play  partaking  of  the  character  of  a  morality  and  a  historical 
drama.)  "  the  sweet  ballad  of  the  Lincolnshire  bagpipes  "  is  mentioned. 

*  What  sayest  thou  to  a  hare,  or  the  melancholy  of  Moor-ditch  ?]  The 
melancholy  of  a  hare  seems  to  have  also  been  proverbial;  and  Taylor,  in  his 
"Penniless  Pilgrimage,"  1618,  speaks  of  "Moor-ditch  melancholy,"  in  reference 
to  the  filthy  stagnant  condition  of  the  water  in  it  formerly.  According  to  Stowe's 
"  Survey,"  it "  separated  Bedlam  Hospital  from  the  fields,"  another  reason  for 
associating  it  with  melancholy. 

s  —  wisdom  cries  out  in  the  streets,  and]  These  words  are  left  out  in  the  folios, 
and  the  point  of  the  reply  thereby  sacrificed. 
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Fal.  0 !  thou  hast  damnable  iteration,  and  art,  indeed, 
able  to  corrupt  a  saint.  Thou  hast  done  much  harm  upon 
me*,  Hal:  God  forgive  thee  for  it.  Before  I  knew  thee, 
Hal,  I  knew  nothing ;  and  now  am  I,  if  a  man  should  speak 
truly,  little  better  than  one  of  the  wicked.  I  must  give  over 
this  life,  and  I  will  give  it  over ;  by  the  Lord,  an  I  do  not, 
I  am  a  villain:  1*11  be  damned  for  never  a  king's  son  in 
Christendom. 

P.  Sm,  Where  shaU  we  take  a  purse  to-morrow.  Jack  ? 

FaL  Zounds !  where  thou  wilt,  lad,  I'll  make  one ;  an  I  do 
not,  call  me  villain,  and  baffle  me. 

P.  Hen,  I  see  a  good  amendment  of  life  in  thee ;  from 
praying,  to  purse-taking. 

Fnter  Poins,  at  a  distame. 

FaL  Why,  Hal,  'tis  my  vocation,  Hal:  'tis  no  sin  for  a 
man  to  labour  in  his  vocation '.  Poins ! — ^Now  shall  we  know 
if  Gadshill  have  set  a  match  *. — 0  !  if  men  were  to  be  saved 
by  merit,  what  hole  in  hell  were  hot  enough  for  him  ?  This 
is  the  most  omnipotent  villain,  that  ever  cried,  Stand  I  to  a 
true  man. 

P.  Hen,  Good  morrow,  Ned. 

Poins,  Good  morrow,  sweet  Hal. — ^What  says  monsieur 
Remorse  ?  What  says  Sir  John  Sack-and-Sugar  ?  Jack,  how 
agrees  the  devil  and  thee  about  thy  soul,  that  thou  soldest 
him  on  Good-Friday  last,  for  a  cup  of  Madeira,  and  a  cold 
capon's  leg. 

P.  Hen,  Sir  John  stands  to  his  word :  the  devil  shall  have 
his  bargain,  for  he  was  never  yet  a  breaker  of  proverbs ;  he 
will  give  the  devil  his  due. 

*  Thou  hast  done  much  harm  upon  mej  The  4to,  1593,  has  this  reading : 
later  editions  alter  "  upon ''  to  unto, 

^  —  to  labour  in  his  vocation.]  According  to  the  erroneous  printing  of  the 
folio,  the  speech  of  Falstaff  is  made  to  end  with  these  words ;  and  Poins  (called 
Pointz)  is  represented  to  begin  what  he  says  at,  "  Now  shall  we  know,"  &c.  We 
can  see  at  once  how  the  blunder  originated,  Falstafifs  exclamation  of  "  Poins  I '' 
having  been  mistaken  for  the  prefix  to  a  speech. 

■  —  if  Gadshill  have  set  a  match.]  So  every  4to.  edition :  the  folio,  1623, 
"  set  a  watch"  which  was  a  very  easy  misprint ;  and  it  seems,  by  the  following 
quotation,  pointed  out  by  Farmer  in  "  Ratsey's  Ghost,''  a  tract  printed  about 
1606,  that  *'  to  set  a  match  **  was  technical  among  thieves :— '*  I  have  been  many 
times  beholding  to  tapsters  and  chamberlains  for  directions  and  setting  oftnateheaJ* 
In  addition,  we  have  the  phrase  "  setting  a  match"  for  making  an  appointment, 
in  Ben  Jonson's  **  Bartholomew  Fair."  Many  other  instances  to  the  same  effect 
might  be  adduced,  showing  decisively  that  the  printer  of  the  folio  mistook  w  for  m. 
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Poins.  Then,  art  thou  damned  for  keeping  thy  word  with 
the  devil. 

P.  Sen,  Else  he  had  been  damned  for  cozening  the  devil. 

Pains.  But,  my  lads,  my  lads,  to-morrow  morning,  by  four 
o'clock,  early  at  Gadshill.  There  are  pilgrims  going  to  Can- 
terbury with  rich  offerings,  and  traders  riding  to  London 
with  fat  purses :  I  have  visors  for  you  all,  you  have  horses 
for  yourselves.  Gadshill  lies  to-night  in  Rochester ;  I  have 
bespoke  supper  to-morrow  night  in  Eastcheap  :  we  may  do  it 
as  secure  as  sleep.  If  you  will  go,  I  will  stuff  your  purses 
full  of  crowns;  if  you  will  not,  tarry  at  home,  and  be 
hanged. 

Fal.  Hear  ye,  Yedward ' :  if  I  tarry  at  home,  and  go  not, 
I'll  hang  you  for  going. 

Poins,  You  will,  chops  ? 

Fal.  Hal,  wilt  thou  make  one  ? 

P,  Hen.  Who,  I  rob?  I  a  thief?  not  I,  by  my  faith. 

FaL  There's  neither  honesty,  manhood,  nor  good  fellowship 
in  thee,  nor  thou  cam'st  not  of  the  blood  royal,  if  thou  darest 
not  Stand !  for  ten  shillings  *. 

P.  Sen.  Well  then,  once  in  my  days  I'll  be  a  madcap. 

Fal.  Why,  that's  well  said. 

P.  Sen.  Well,  come  what  will,  I'll  tarry  at  home. 

Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I'll  be  a  traitor  then,  when  thou  art 
king. 

P.  Sen.  I  care  not. 

Poins.  Sir  John,  I  pr'ythee,  leave  the  prince  and  me  alone : 
I  will  lay  him  down  such  reasons  for  this  adventure,  that  he 
ishall  go. 

Fal.  Well,  God  give  thee  the  spirit  of  persuasion,  and  him 
the  ears  of  profiting,  that  what  thou  speakest  may  move,  and 
what  he  hears  may  be  believed,  that  the  true  prince  may  (for 
recreation  sake)  prove  a  false  thief ;  for  the  poor  abuses  of  the 
time  want  countenance.  Farewell:  you  shall  find  me  in 
Eastcheap. 

•  Hear  ye,  Yedward  :]  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  thinks  it  necessary  here  to  write  a 
note,  to  which  he  adds  a  quotation  (•*  Few  Notes,"  p.  93),  to  show  that  **  Yedward 
is  a  familiar  corruption  of  Edward."  He  blames  the  commentators  for  having 
passed  the  matter  over  ;  but,  with  all  deference,  it  would  have  been  well,  if  they  had 
passed  many  other  matters  over,  equally  obvious  and  unimportant. 

»  —  Stand  !  for  ten  shillings.]  Such  was  the  value  of  the  coin  called  a  **  royal," 
the  word  upon  which  Falstaff  plays,  when  he  says  to  the  Prince,  "  nor  thou  cam'st 
not  of  the  blood  royal.** 
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P.  Hen.  Farewell,  thou  latter  spring!  Farewell,  All- 
haUown  summer ' !  \_EQnt  Faustaff. 

Poins.  Now,  my  good  sweet  honey  lord,  ride  with  us  to- 
morrow :  I  have  a  jest  to  execute,  that  I  cannot  manage 
alone.  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gadshill',  shall  rob 
those  men  that  we  have  already  way-laid :  yourself  and  I 
will  not  be  there ;  and  when  they  have  the  booty,  if  you  and 
I  do  not  rob  them,  cut  this  head  off  from  my  shoulders. 

P.  Hen,  How  shall  we  part  with  them  in  setting  forth  P 

Poins,  Why,  we  will  set  forth  before  or  after  them,  and 
appoint  them  a  place  of  meeting,  wherein  it  is  at  our  pleasure 
to  fail ;  and  then  will  they  adventure  upon  the  exploit  them- 
selves, which  they  shgjl  have  no  sooner  achieved,  but  we'll 
set  upon  them. 

P.  Hen.  Yea,  but  'tis  like,  that  they  will  know  us,  by  our 
horses,  by  our  habits,  and  by  every  other  appointment,  to  be 
ourselves. 

Poins,  Tut !  our  horses  they  shall  not  see  ;  I'll  tie  them  in 
the  wood :  our  visors  we  will  change,  after  we  leave  them ; 
and,  sirrah,  I  have  cases  of  buckram  for  the  nonce  *,  to  immask 
our  noted  outward  garments.  * 

P.  Hen,  Yea,  but  I  doubt  they  will  be  too  hard  for  us. 

Poins,  Well,  for  two  of  them,  I  know  them  to  be  as  true- 
bred  cowards  as  ever  turned  back ;  and  for  the  third,  if  he 
fight  longer  than  he  sees  reason,  I'll  forswear  arms.  The  virtue 
of  this  jest  will  be,  the  incomprehensible  lies  that  this  same  fat 
rogue  will  tell  us,  when  we  meet  at  supper :  how  thirty  at 


•  Farewell,  thou  latter  spring!  Farewell,  All-hallown  summer!]  The  old 
copies  read  the  for  *'  thou,"  which  Pope,  as  well  as  the  old  corrector  of  the  fo. 
1632,  substituted.  *'  All-hallown  summer  "  means  a  summer  on  the  first  of  No- 
vember, which  was  All-hallows-day. 

'  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Peto,  and  Gadshill,]  Tn  all  the  old  copies,  Harvey  and 
Rotnll  are  put  for  Bardolph  and  Peto :  perhaps  these  were  the  names  of  the 
actors  of  the  parts,  though  we  do  not  meet  with  them  in  any  list  of  the  company. 
It  is  possible  that  Harvey  and  Rossill  were  names  by  which  Peto  and  Bardolph 
were  called  in  the  play  as  it  originally  stood,  before  OMcastle  was  changed  to 
Falstaff.  At  all  events,  the  robbery  was  committed  with  the  aid  of  Bardolph 
and  Peto,  and  their  names  ought  to  be  inserted  in  the  text. 

*  —  for  the  NONCE,]  A  phrase  of  perpetual  occurrence  in  writers  of  the 
time  ;  but  the  word  "  nonce  "  is  of  disputed  etymology.  The  meaning  is, /or  the 
aecanonf  and  Gifford  (Ben  Jonson,  iii.  218)  tells  us  that  ''for  the  nonce"  is 
simply /or  the  once^  the  letter  n  having  been  inserted  to  prevent  elision  in  pro- 
nouncing for  the  once  :  There  is  little  doubt  that  he  is  right,  though  Tyrwhitt 
would  strangely  derive  it  from  nunc :  note  on  Cant  Tales,  v.  381.  The  real  origin 
of  the  expression  is  the  A.  S./or  than  ones. 
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least  he  fought  with ;  what  wards,  what  blows,  what  extremities 
he  endured ;  and  in  the  reproof  of  this  lies  the  jest. 

P.  Hen,  Well,  I'll  go  with  thee :  provide  us  all  things  ne- 
cessary, and  meet  me  to-morrow  night  in  Eastcheap,  there  I'll 
sup.     Farewell. 

Pains.  Farewell,  my  lord.  [jEnY  Poins. 

P.  Sen,  I  know  you  all,  and  will  a  while  uphold 
The  unyok'd  humour  of  your  idleness : 
Yet  herein  will  I  imitate  the  sun. 
Who  doth  permit  the  base  contagious  clouds ' 
To  smother  up  his  beauty  from  the  world. 
That  when  he  please  again  to  be  himself. 
Being  wanted,  he  may  be  more  wondcr'd  at. 
By  breaking  through  the  foul  and  ugly  mists 
Of  vapours,  that  did  seem  to  strangle  him. 
If  all  the  year  were  playing  holidays, 
To  sport  would  be  as  tedious  as  to  work ; 
But  when  they  seldom  come,  they  wish'd-for  come, 
And  nothing  pleaseth  but  rare  accidents. 
So,  when  this  loose  behaviour  I  throw  oflF, 
And  pay  the  debt  I  never  promised. 
By  how  much  better  than  my  word  I  am, 
By  so  much  shall  I  falsify  men's  hopes ; 
And,  like  bright  metal  on  a  sullen  ground. 
My  reformation,  glittering  o'er  my  fault. 
Shall  show  more  goodly,  and  attract  more  eyes. 
Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off*. 
I'll  so  offend,  to  make  offence  a  skill, 
Bedeeming  time,  when  men  think  least  I  will.  [Extt. 

•  —  tbe  base  contagious  clouds]  Mr.  Singer  here,  adopting  Malone's  quo- 
tation from  Shakespeare's  33rd  Sonnet,  (see  Vol.  yi.)  commits  Malone's  blunder  by 
omitting  two  lines.     For  that  reason  only  we  cite  the  passage  correctly : — 

**  Full  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  seen 
Flatter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovereign  eye, 
Kissing  with  golden  face  the  meadows  green, 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alcbymy ; 
Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial  face,*'  &c. 
Malone  leaves  out  the  third  and  fourth  lines,  so  does  Mr.  Singer.     If  the  omission 
were  in  either  case  intentional,  the  reader  ought  to  have  been  informed  of  it. 

•  Than  that  which  hath  no  foil  to  set  it  off.]  This  is  the  emendation  of  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  all  the  old  copies  having  *of7  for  "  foil ."  the  usual  text  has  been 
**  foil,"  but  without  notice  of  the  early  misprint. 
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SCENE  in. 

The  Same.     Another  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Northumberland,  Worcester, 
Hotspur,  Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  others. 

K,  Hen.  My  blood  hath  been  too  cold  and  temperate, 
Unapt  to  stir  at  these  indignities. 
And  you  have  found  me  ;  for,  accordingly, 
You  tread  upon  my  patience  :  but,  be  sure, 
I  will  from  henceforth  rather  be  myself, 
Mighty,  and  to  be  fear'd,  than  my  condition. 
Which  hath  been  smooth  as  oil,  soft  as  young  down. 
And  therefore  lost  that  title  of  respect. 
Which  the  proud  soul  ne'er  pays  but  to  the  proud. 

War.  Our  house,  my  sovereign  liege,  little  deserves 
The  scourge  of  greatness  to  be  used  on  it ; 
And  that  same  greatness,  too,  which  our  own  hands 
Have  help  to  make  so  portly. 

North.  My  good  lord  ^ — 

K.  Hen.  Worcester,  get  thee  gone ;  for  I  do  see 
Danger  and  disobedience  in  thine  eye. 
0,  sir !  yotir  presence  is  too  bold  and  peremptory. 
And  majesty  might  never  yet  endure 
The  moody  frontier  of  a  servant  brow ". 
You  have  good  leave  to  leave  us :  when  we  need 
Your  use  and  counsel,  we  shall  send  for  you. — 

[Eicit  Worcester, 
You  were  about  to  speak.  [To  North. 

'  My  GOOD  lord,—]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1032,  instead  of  merely  "  My  lord," 
which  does  not  complete  Worcester's  hemistich,  **  Have  holp  to  make  so  portly." 
We  may  be  confident  that  *'  good  ''  escaped  by  accident,  for  when  Northumberland 
again  begins  to  speak,  he  says  to  the  King,  *'  Yea,  my  good  lord."  Probably  for 
the  sake  of  the  measm^  the  old  corrector  inserts  Lord  before  **  Worcester,  get  thee 
gone ;  for  I  do  see,"  &c.,  but  the  anger  and  impetuosity  of  the  King  may  naturallj 
have  produced  this  brief  informaUty. 

•  The  moody  frontier  of  a  servant  brow.]  "  Frontier**  observes  Steevens, 
**  was  anciently  used  for  forehead."  So  Stubbs,  in  his  *•  Anatomy  of  Abuses," 
1583,  **  Then  on  the  edges  of  their  bolstered  hair,  which  standeth  crested  round 
their  yron/f>r«,  and  hanging  over  their  faces,"  &c.  In  Shakespeare's  line  *'  frontier" 
u  merely  to  be  taken  bs  fronts — the  moody  front  of  a  servant  brow ;  and  in  A.  iii. 
8C.  2  "  frontier  "  seems  used  for /or/. 
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North.  Yea,  my  good  lord. 

Those  prisoners  in  your  highness'  name  demanded, 
Which  Harry  Percy,  here,  at  Hohnedon  took. 
Were,  as  he  says,  not  with  such  strength  denied 
As  is  delivered  to  your  majesty  : 
Either  envy,  therefore,  or  misprision  • 
Is  guilty  of  this  fault,  and  not  my  son. 

Hot.  My  liege,  I  did  deny  no  prisoners  ; 
But,  I  remember,  when  the  fight  was  done. 
When  I  was  dry  with  rage,  and  extreme  toil. 
Breathless  and  iTaint,  leaning  upon  my  sword. 
Came  there  a  certain  lord,  neat,  and  trimly  dress'd, 
Fresh  as  a  bridegroom ;  and  his  chin,  new  reap'd, 
Showed  like  a  stubble-land  at  harvest  home : 
He  was  perfumed  like  a  milliner. 
And  *twixt  his  finger  and  his  thumb  he  held 
A  pouncet-box  *,  which  ever  and  anon 
He  gave  his  nose,  and  took't  away  again  ; 
Who,  therewith  angry,  when  it  next  came  there, 
Took  it  in  snuflT: — and  still  he  smil'd,  and  talk'd ; 
And,  as  the  soldiers  bore  dead  bodies  by. 
He  call'd  them  untaught  knaves,  unmannerly. 
To  bring  a  slovenly  imhandsome  corse 
Betwixt  the  wind  and  his  nobility. 
With  many  holiday  and  lady  terms 
He  questioned  me ;  among  the  rest,  demanded 
My  prisoners,  in  your  majesty's  behalf. 
I  then,  all  smarting,  with  my  wounds  being  cold. 
To  be  so  pester'd  with  a  popinjay, 
Out  of  my  grief  and  my  impatience, 
Answer'd  neglectingly,  I  know  not  what. 
He  should,  or  he  should  not ;  for  he  made  me  mad. 
To  see  him  shine  so  brisk,  and  smell  so  sweet, 
And  talk  so  like  a  waiting-gentlewoman. 
Of  guns,  and  drums,  and  wounds,  God  save  the  mark  ! 

•  Either  envy,  therefore,  or  misprision]  This  is  the  reading  of  every  4to ;  but 
the  folio,  without  the  slight^^st  necessity,  and  to  the  injury  of  the  sense,  prints  this 
line  as  follows : — 

"  Who  cither  through  envy  or  misprision  :*' 
there  is  here  nothing  for  the  relative  who  to  agree  with.     The  corr.  fo.  1632 
restores  the  words  of  the  4tos. 

»  A  pouncet-box,]  "  A  small  box,"  says  Warburton,  "  for  musk  or  other  per- 
fumes then  in  fashion :  the  lid  of  which,  being  cut  with  open  work,  gave  it  its 
name ;  from  pointoner,  to  prick^  pierctt  or  engrave.** 
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And  telling  me,  the  sovereign'st  thing  on  earth 
Was  parmaceti  for  an  inward  bruise ; 
And  that  it  was  great  pity,  so  it  was. 
This  villainous  salt-petre  '  should  be  digg'd 
Out  of  the  bowels  of  the  harmless  earth, 
Which  many  a  good  tall  feUow  had  destroyed 
So  cowardly ;  and,  but  for  these  vile  guns, 
He  would  himself  have  been  a  soldier. 
This  bald,  imjointed  chat  of  his,  my  lord, 
I  answer'd  indirectly,  as  I  said  ; 
And,  I  beseech  you,  let  not  his  report 
Come  current  for  an  accusation. 
Betwixt  my  love  and  yotir  high  majesty. 

Blunt.  The  circumstance  considered,  good  my  lord. 
Whatever  Lord  Harry  Percy  then  had  said  *, 
To  such  a  person,  and  in  such  a  place, 
At  such  a  time,  with  all  the  rest  re-told, 
May  reasonably  die,  and  never  rise 
To  do  him  wrong,  or  any  way  impeach 
What  then  he  said,  so  he  unsay  it  now. 

K.  Hen,  Why,  yet  he  doth  deny  his  prisoners. 
But  with  proviso,  and  exception, 
That  we,  at  our  own  charge,  shall  ransom  straight 
His  brother-in-law,  the  foolish  Mortimer ; 
Who,  on  my  soul,  hath  wilfully  betray'd 
The  lives  of  those  that  he  did  lea,d  to  fight 
Against  that  great  magician  *,  damn'd  Glendower, 
Whose  daughter,  as  we  hear,  that  earl  of  March 
Hath  lately  married.     Shall  our  coflfcrs,  then, 
Be  emptied  to  redeem  a  traitor  home  ? 
Shall  we  buy  treason,  and  indent  with  foes ', 

>  This  villainous  aalt-petre]  So  every  4to :  the  folio,  1623,  Thai.  The  oldest 
reading  seems  on  every  account  preferable. 

»  Whatever  Lord  Harry  Percy  then  had  said,]  So  the  original  4to.  of  1598. 
All  the  hiter  4tos.  spoil  the  line  by  omitting  "Lord,"  and  the  folio  of  1623 
endeavours  to  remedy  the  defect  in  the  metre  by  reading  Whatever,  Blunt  in 
Percy's  presence  would  hardly  omit  his  title. 

^  Against  that  great  magician,]  So  the  4tos.  previous  to  that  of  1608:  the 
rest,  and  the  folio,  have  '*  the  great  magician/*  As  Shakespeare  invariably  foUows 
Holinshed,  we  need  hardly  say  that  that  chronicler  states  that  Glendower  was  a 
magician.  In  the  next  line,  the  4to,  1598,  properly  reads,  **  that  earl  of  March/' 
t.  e,  Mortimer. 

*  Shall  we  buy  treason,  and  indent  with  foes,]  This  line  affords  a  curious 
instance  of  the  mode  in  which  one  corruption  has  been  adduced  to  justify  another. 
For  "  indent  with /ear«  "  of  the  old  copies,  the  corr.  fo.  1632  instructs  us  to  read 
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When  they  have  lost  and  forfeited  themselves  ? 
No,  on  the  barren  mountains  let  him  starve ; 
For  I  shall  never  hold  that  man  my  friend, 
Whose  tongue  shall  ask  me  for  one  penny  cost, 
To  ransom  home  revolted  Mortimer. 

Hot,  Revolted  Mortimer ! 
He  never  did  fall  off,  my  sovereign  liege. 
But  by  the  chance  of  war :  to  prove  that  true, 
Needs  no  more  but  one  tongue  for  all  those  wounds. 
Those  mouthed  wounds,  which  valiantly  he  took, 
When  on  the  gentle  Severn's  sedgy  bank. 
In  single  opposition,  hand  to  hand, 
He  did  confound  the  best  part  of  an  hour 
In  changing  hardiment  with  great  Glendower. 
Three  times  they  breath'd,  and  three  times  did  they  drink. 


"  indent  with  foes/'  and  no  emendation  can  be  more  natural,  and  few  misprints 
more  easy.  It  has  been  the  custom  with  the  commentators  to  try  to  persuade 
readers  to  understand /<?ar#  as  "objects  of  fear/'  and  the  Rev.  A.  Dyce  ('*  Re- 
marks/'p.  lO.i)  brings  forward  a  passage  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  **Valen- 
tinian/'  A.  iv.  sc.  1,  which,  in  truth,  is  merely  a  repetition  of  the  error  in 
Shakespeare's  imputed  text : — 

"  if  I  must  perish, 

Yet  shall  my  foes  go  foremost." 
Nothing  can  be  plainer ;  but  the  old  compositor  obscured  the  poet's  meaning  by 
printing  "  foes  "/<?ar#,  and  reduced  Mr.  Dyce,  who  did  not  detect  the  misprint,  to 
the  necessity  of  explaining  feart  "  objects  of  fear :"  true,  they  were  objects  of 
fear,  because  they  were  •'  foes."  So,  in  the  same  author's  •*  Bonduca/'  A.  i.  sc.  2, 
we  have  this  passage,  not  cited  by  Mr.  Dyce, 

*•  And  to  ourselves  our  own /f art;' 
when  it  ought  certainly  to  be, 

"  And  to  ourselves  our  own  foes." 
A  third  proof  of  the  same  blunder  (vindicated  by  corresponding  blunders)  may  be 
pointed  out  in  Marlowe's  *•  Massacre  at  Paris  "  (Dyce's  Edit.  ii.  226),  where  the 
Queen  Mother  says  to  Anjon,  after  his  coronation, 

•'  Here  hast  thou  a  country  void  of  fears,** 
when,  as  in  the  former  cases,  the  plain  sense  of  the  passage  instructs  all  (but  com- 
mentators, who  cannot  allow  for  so  ordinary  a  mistake)  to  read  **  foes  "  for  feart : 
the  Queen  Mother  is  congratulating  Anjou  that  he  governs  a  country  in  which  he 
has  no  enemies.  The  very  sequel  to  the  line  in  Shakespeare  shows  that /ear* 
cannot  be  the  right  word,  for  how  could /fart 

«  have  lost  and  forfeited  themselves?" 
The  King's  "foes"  had  'Most  and  forfeited  themselves,"  and  for  this  reason  ho 
would  not  "  indent,"  or  enter  into  a  treaty  with  them.  If  those  who  edit  old 
play9  would  not  in  this  way  support  obvious  blunders  by  their  repetitions,  the  text 
of  our  early  dramatists  would  be  freed  from  many  corruptions.  In  conclusion  we 
may  ask  whether  it  is  at  all  likely  that  Henry  IV.  would  thus  acknowledge,  before 
the  very  friends  of  *•  revolted  Mortimer,"  that  he  and  his  partisans  were  **  objects 
of  fear?"  "foes"  he  might  well  call  them,  but  he  would  never  admit  that  he 
stood  in  fear  of  them.     It  is  mit  Feinden  in  the  German. 
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Upon  agreement,  of  swift  Severn's  flood ; 
Who  then,  affrighted  with  their  bloody  looks, 
Ran  fearfully  among  the  trembling  reeds, 
And  hid  his  crisp  head  in  the  hollow  bank 
Blood-stained  with  these  valiant  combatants. 
Never  did  base  and  rotten  policy 
Colour  her  working  with  such  deadly  wounds  ; 
Nor  never  could  the  noble  Mortimer 
Receive  so  many,  and  all  willingly : 
Then,  let  him  not  be  slander'd  with  revolt. 

K,  Hen,  Thou  dost  belie  him,  Percy,  thou  dost  belie  him  : 
He  never  did  encounter  with  Glendower. 
I  tell  thee. 

He  durst  as  well  have  met  the  devil  alone. 
As  Owen  Glendower  for  an  enemy.  ' 
Art  thou  not  asham'd  ? — ^But,  sirrah,  henceforth 
Let  me  not  hear  you  speak  of  Mortimer. 
Send  me  your  prisoners  with  the  speediest  means. 
Or  you  shall  hear  in  such  a  kind  from  mo 
As  will  displease  you. — My  lord  Northumberland, 
We  license  your  departure  with  your  son. — 
Send  us  your  prisoners,  or  you'U  hear  of  it. 

[^Exeunt  King  Henry,  Blunt,  and  Train. 

Hot,  And  if  the  devil  come  and  roar  for  them, 
I  will  not  send  them. — I  will  after  straight. 
And  tell  him  so ;  for  I  will  ease  my  heart, 
Albeit  I  make  a  hazard  of  my  head  *. 

North,  What !  drunk  with  choler  ?  stay,  and  pause  awhile : 
Here  comes  your  imcle. 

Ee-ent^r  Worcester. 

Sot,  Speak  of  Mortimer ! 

'Zoimds !  I  will  speak  of  him ' ;  and  let  my  soul 
Want  mercy,  if  I  do  not  join  with  him : 


*  Albeit  I  make  a  hazard  of  my  head.]  This  is  the  reading  of  every  4to ;  and 
there  seems  no  reason  to  vary  from  it  in  order  to  read  with  the  folio,  **  Although 
it  be  with  hazard  of  my  head," —  a  poorer  and  less  expressive  line.  Mr.  Singer 
here  introduces  a  specimen  of  a  composite  line,  partly  made  up  from  the  4tos,  and 
partly  from  the  folios,  putting  **  Albeit  '*  of  the  4tos.  before  it  be  of  the  folios, — a 
most  "  cacophonous  conjunction." 

f  'Zounds  !  I  will  speak  of  him ;]  How  poor,  tame,  and  uncharacteristic  is 
the  folio,  *'  }>«,  I  will  speak  of  him  :"  all  the  4tos.  support  our  text.  Perhaps 
**  'zounds  "  was  struck  out  by  the  Master  of  the  Revels. 
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Tea,  on  his  part ',  I'll  empty  all  these  veins, 
And  shed  my  dear  blood  drop  by  drop  i'  the  dust, 
But  I  will  lift  the  down-trod  Mortimer 
As  high  i'  the  air  as  thiB  unthankful  king, 
As  this  ingrate  and  canker'd  Bolingbroke. 

North,  Brother,   [To  Worcester.]   the  king  hath  made 

your  nephew  mad. 
Wor,  Who  struck  this  heat  up  after  I  was  gone  P 

Hot.  He  will,  forsooth,  have  all  my  prisoners ; 
And  when  I  urg'd  the  ransom  once  again 
Of  my  wife's  brother,  then  his  cheek  look'd  pale, 
And  on  my  face  he  tum'd  an  eye  of  death, 
Trembling  even  at  the  name  of  Mortimer. 

Wor.  I  cannot  blame  him.     Was  he  not  proclaimed, 
By  Richard,  that  dead  is,  the  next  of  blood  P 

North.  He  was  :  I  heard  the  proclamation : 
And  then  it  was  when  the  unhappy  king 
(Whose  wrongs  in  us  God  pardon  !)  did  set  forth 
Upon  his  Irish  expedition ; 
From  whence  he  intercepted  did  return 
To  be  depos'd,  and  shortly  murdered. 

Wor.  And  for  whose  death,  we  in  the  world's  wide  mouth 
Live  scandaliz'd,  and  fouUy  spoken  of. 

Hot.  But,  soft !  I  pray  you,  did  King  Richard,  then, 
Proclaim  my  brother  Edmimd  Mortimer 
Heir  to  the  crown  P 

North.  He  did  :  myself  did  hear  it. 

Hot.  Nay  then,  I  cannot  blame  his  cousin  king. 
That  wish'd  him  on  the  barren  moimtains  starve '. 
But  shall  it  be,  that  you,  that  set  the  crown 
Upon  the  head  of  this  forgetful  man, 
And  for  his  sake  wear  the  detested  blot 
Of  murd'rous  subornation,  shall  it  be. 
That  you  a  world  of  curses  imdergo. 
Being  the  agents,  or  base  second  means. 
The  cords,  the  ladder,  or  the  hangman  rather  P — 
O  !  pardon  me,  that  I  descend  so  low. 
To  show  the  line,  and  the  predicament, 

•  Yea,  ON  HIS  part,]  The  folio,  "  On  hit  behalf."  Two  line*  lower  the  folio 
misprints  the  original  word  •*  down-trod  "  dowf\fall. 

»  That  wish'd  him  on  the  barren  mountains  starve.]  i.  e.  To  starve :  the  folio, 
1623,  in  opposition  to  all  the  4to8,  has  starved.  Northumberland  is  repeating  the 
words  used  by  the  king. 

VOL.  111.  ^ 
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Wherein  you  range  under  this  subtle  king. 
Shall  it  for  shame  be  spoken  in  these  days, 
Or  fill  up  chronicles  in  time  to  come, 
That  men  of  your  nobility  and  power, 
Did  gage  them  both  in  an  unjust  behalf, 
(As  both  of  you,  God  pardon  it !  have  done) 
To  put  down  Richard,  that  sweet  lovely  rose, 
And  plant  this  thorn,  this  canker,  Bolingbroke  ? 
And  shall  it,  in  more  shame,  be  farther  spoken. 
That  you  are  fool'd,  discarded,  and  shook  off 
By  him,  for  whom  these  shames  ye  imderwent  P 
No  !  yet  time  serves,  wherein  you  may  redeem 
Tour  banish'd  honours  *,  and  restore  yourselves 
Into  the  good  thoughts  of  the  world  again. 
Revenge  the  jeering,  and  disdained  contempt. 
Of  this  proud  king ;  who  studies  day  and  night 
To  answer  all  the  debt  he  owes  to  you. 
Even  with  the  bloody  payment  of  your  deaths. 
Therefore,  I  say, — 

Wor.  Peace,  cousin !  say  no  more. 

And  now  I  will  unclasp  a  secret  book. 
And  to  your  quick-conceiving  discontents 
I'll  read  you  matter  deep  and  dangerous  ; 
As  full  of  peril  and  adventurous  spirit. 
As  to  o'er- walk  a  current,  roaring  loud, 
On  the  unsteadfast  footing  of  a  spear. 

Hot.  If  he  fall  in,  good  night ! — or  sink  or  swim, 
Send  danger  from  the  east  imto  the  west. 
So  honour  cross  it  from  the  north  to  south. 
And  let  them  grapple  : — 0 1  the  blood  more  stirs. 
To  rouse  a  lion,  than  to  start  a  hare. 

North.  Imagination  of  some  great  exploit 
Drives  him  beyond  the  bounds  of  patience. 

Sot.  By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an  easy  leap  *, 
To  pluck  bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  moon ; 

'  Your  banish'd  honours,]  "  Your  tamith^d  honours,"  corr.  fo.  1832 ;  which 
may  seem  an  improTement,  considering  that  Hotspur  would  hardly  say  that  the 
honours  of  his  friends  were  *'  banish'd,'*  though  they  might  be  tarnished :  still, 
the  use  of  "  redeem  "  in  the  preceding  line,  and  of  "restore"  in  the  same  line, 
would  show,  that  their  *'  honours  "  were  to  be  brought  back,  as  if  they  had  been 
exiled.    We  therefore  adhere  to  the  received  text. 

»  By  heaven,  methinks,  it  were  an  easy  leap,]  In  the  earlier  4to8,  this  line  and 
leven  others  that  follow  it  are  assigned  to  Northumberland.  The  error  was  cor- 
rected in  the  4to,  1C08. 
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Or  dive  into  the  bottom  of  the  deep, 

Where  fathom-line  could  never  touch  the  ground. 

And  pluck  up  drowned  honour  by  the  locks, 

So  he  that  doth  redeem  her  thence  might  wear 

Without  corrival  aU  her  dignities : 

But  out  upon  this  half-fac'd  fellowship ! 

War.  He  apprehends  a  world  of  figures  here, 
But  not  the  form  of  what  he  should  attend. — 
Good  cousin,  give  me  audience  for  a  while. 

Hot  I  cry  you  mercy. 

War.  Those  same  noble  Scots, 

That  are  your  prisoners, — 

Sot  I'll  keep  them  all. 

By  Qtxl,  he  shall  not  have  a  Scot  of  them : 
No,  if  a  Scot  would  save  his  soul,  he  shall  not. 
I'U  keep  them,  by  this  hand. 

Wor.  You  start  away, 

And  lend  no  ear  unto  my  purposes. 
Those  prisoners  you  shall  keep. 

Sot  Nay,  I  will ;  that's  flat. 

He  said,  he  would  not  ransom  Mortimer  ; 
Forbad  my  tongue  to  speak  of  Mortimer ; 
But  I  will  find  him  when  he  lies  asleep. 
And  in  his  ear  I*U  holla — ^Mortimer  ! 
Nay,  I'll  have  a  starling  shall  be  taught  to  speak 
Nothing  but  Mortimer,  and  give  it  him, 
To  keep  his  anger  still  in  motion. 

War,  Hear  you,  cousin,  a  word. 

Hat.  All  studies  here  I  solenmly  defy, 
Save  how  to  gall  and  pinch  this  Bolingbroke  : 
And  that  same  sword-and-buckler  prince  of  Wales ', 
But  that  I  think  his  father  loves  him  not. 
And  woidd  be  glad  he  met  with  some  mischance, 
I  would  have  him  poison'd  with  a  pot  of  ale  *. 

War.  Farewell,  kinsman.     I  will  talk  to  you. 
When  you  are  better  tempered  to  attend. 

'  And  that  same  sword-and-bucklbr  prince  of  Wales,]  Servants,  and 
riotous  fellows,  were  in  the  habit  of  wearing  swords  and  bucklers,  and  of  using 
them  in  street  brawls  and  contentions.  Steevens,  on  this  point,  refers  to  a  tract 
by  William  Basse,  called,  **  Sword  and  Buckler,  or  Serving  Man's  Defence," 
printed  in  1602.  *'  Small  reading  '*  in  books  of  the  time  would  furnish  many  other 
needless  illustrations. 

*  I  would  have  him  poison*d]  The  folio  1623  thus  transposes  the  words;  "  I 
would  hAYC  pouon'd  him.** 
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North.  Why,  what  a  wasp-stung  and  impatient  fool  * 
Art  thou  to  break  into  this  woman's  mood, 
Tying  thine  ear  to  no  tongue  but  thine  own. 

Hot  Why,  look  you,  I  am  whipp'd  and  scourged  with  rods, 
Nettled,  and  stung  with  pismires,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  vile  politician,  Bolingbroke. 
In  Richard's  time, — ^what  do  ye  call  the  place  P — 
A  plague  upon't — ^it  is  in  Gloucestershire ; — 
'Twas  where  the  mad-cap  duke  his  imcle  kept, 
His  uncle  York, — where  I  first  bow'd  my  knee 
Unto  this  king  of  smiles,  this  Bolingbroke, 
'Sblood ''!  when  you  and  he  came  back  from  Ravenspurg. 

North.  At  Berkley  castle. 

Hot.  You  say  true.— 
Why,  what  a  candy  deal  of  courtesy ' 
This  fawning  greyhound  then  did  proffer  me ! 
Look, — "  when  his  infant  fortime  came  to  age," 
And, — "  gentle  Harry  Percy," — ^and,  "  kind  cousin," — 
0,  the  devil  take  such  cozeners ! — God  forgive  me ! — 
Good  imcle,  tell  your  tale  :  I  have  done  *. 

Wor.  Nay,  if  you  have  not,  to't  again  ; 
We'll  stay  your  leisure. 

Hot.  I  have  done,  i'faith. 

Wor.  Then  once  more  to  your  Scottish  prisoners. 
Deliver  them  up  without  their  ransom  straight. 
And  make  the  Douglas'  son  your  only  mean 
For  powers  in  Scotland ;  which,  for  divers  reasons 
Which  I  shall  send  you  written,  be  assur'd, 
Win  easily  be  granted  you. — My  lord, 

[7b  Northumberland. 

•  Why,  what  a  wasp-stuno  and  impatient  fool]  Tliis  is  the  epithet  in  the 
first  4to,  and  it  is  sorely  much  superior  to  tcasp-tonffuedf  the  reading  of  the  folio 
and  other  editions.  Northumberland,  of  course,  means  that  his  son  is  as  impatient 
as  if  he  had  been  stung  by  a  wasp,  not  t-hat  he  had  a  wasp's  tongue  in  his  head, 
for  the  tongue  of  the  wasp  is  harmless.  Malone  nevertheless  has  a  long  vindication 
of  watp'tongued — merely  a  mishearing. 

•  'Sblood !]  All  the  4tos.  give,  and  all  the  folios  omit,  this  characteristic  inter- 
jection.    The  same  circumstance  occurs  afterwards. 

'  Why,  what  a  candy  deal  of  courtesy]  Of  course,  the  meaning  is  */  a  deal  of 
candy  courtesy :"  the  corr.  fo.  1632  converts  "  candy  "  into  candied,  but  without 
much  apparent  fitness. 

•  Good  uncle,  tell  your  tale :  I  have  done.]  The  word  "  for  "  is  inserted  in  the 
folio,  1623,  after  "tAle;"  but  the  line,  though  syllabically  imperfect,  reads  with 
more  spirit  without  it.  It  is  followed  by  a  line  of  only  eight  syllables,  and  pre- 
ceded by  one  of  thirteen  syllables ;  and  at  no  time  is  Shakespeve's  versification  to 
be  measured  by  mere  counting  on  the  fingers. 
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Your  son  in  Scotland  being  thus  employ'd, 
Shall  secretly  into  the  bosom  creep 
Of  that  same  noble  prelate,  weU  beloved, 
The  archbishop. 

Hot.  Of  York,  is  it  not  P 

Wor,  True ;  who  bears  hard 
His  brother's  death  at  Bristol,  the  lord  Scroop. 
I  speak  not  this  in  estimation, 
As  what  I  think  might  be,  but  what  I  know 
Is  ruminated,  plotted,  and  set  down  ; 
And  only  stays  but  to  behold  the  face 
Of  that  occasion  that  shall  bring  it  on. 

Hot,  I  smell  it : 
Upon  my  life,  it  will  do  wondrous  well '. 

North.  Before  the  game's  afoot,  thou  still  let'st  slip. 

Hot.  Why,  it  cannot  choose  but  be  a  noble  plot. — 
And  then  the  power  of  Scotland,  and  of  York, 
To  join  with  Mortimer,  ha  ? 

Wor.  And  so  they  shall. 

Hot.  In  faith,  it  is  exceedingly  well  aim'd. 

Wor.  And  'tis  no  little  reason  bids  us  speed, 
To  save  our  heads  by  raising  of  a  head ; 
For,  bear  ourselves  as  even  as  we  can. 
The  king  will  always  think  him  in  our  debt. 
And  think  we  think  ourselves  imsatisfied. 
Till  he  hath  foimd  a  time  to  pay  us  home : 
And  see,  already  how  he  doth  begin 
To  make  us  strangers  to  his  looks  of  love. 

Hot.  He  does,  he  does :  we'll  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Wor.  Cousin,  farewell. — No  farther  go  in  this. 
Than  I  by  letters  shall  direct  your  course. 
When  time  is  ripe,  (which  will  be  suddenly) 
I'll  steal  to  Glcndower,  and  lord  Mortimer ' ; 
Where  you,  and  Douglas,  and  our  powers  at  once. 
As  I  will  fashion  it,  shall  happily  meet. 
To  bear  our.  fortunes  in  our  own  strong  arms, 
Which  now  we  hold  at  much  uncertainty. 

North.  Farewell,  good  brother :  we  shall  thrive,  I  trust. 

'  Upon  my  life,  it  will  do  wondrous  well.]  ''  Wondrous  "  is  obtained  from 
the  folio,  1623,  and  seems  on  all  accounts  necessary  :  how  it  escaped  from  the  4t0y 
it  would  be  vain  to  s|)eculate. 

1  ru  steal  to  Glendower,  and  lord  Mortimer;]  Regarding  this  line  see  the 
Introduction,  p.  319.    In  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  lot  is  amended  to  ''  lord.'' 
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Hot,  Uncle,  adieu. — 0  !  let  the  hours  be  short, 
Till  fields,  and  blows,  and  groans  applaud  our  sport.  \_JExeufU. 


ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 

Rochester.     An  Inn  Yard. 

Enter  a  Carrier,  with  a  lantern  in  his  hand. 

1  Car.  Heigh  ho !  An't  be  not  four  by  the  day,  I'll  be 
hanged :  Charles'  wain  is  over  the  new  chimney,  and  yet  our 
horse  not  packed.     What,  ostler ! 

Ost.  [  Within.']  Anon,  anon. 

1  Car,  I  pr'ythee,  Tom,  beat  Cut's  saddle,  put  a  few  flocks 
in  the  point ;  the  poor  jade  is  wrung  in  the  withers  out  of  all 


cees*. 


Enter  another  Carrier. 


2  Car.  Peas  and  beans  are  as  dank  here  as  a  dog',  and  that 
is  the  next  way  to  give  poor  jades  the  bots:  this  house  is 
turned  upside  down  since  Robin  ostler  died. 

1  Car.  Poor  fellow!  never  joyed  since  the  price  of  oats 
rose :  it  was  the  death  of  him. 

2  Car.  I  think,  this  be  the  most  villainous  house  in  all 
London  road  for  fleas :  I  am  stung  like  a  tench. 

1  Car.  Like  a  tench  P  by  the  mass,  there  is  ne'er  a  king  in 
Christendom  could  be  better  bit,  than  I  have  been  since  the 
first  cock. 

2  Car.  Why,  they  will  allow  us  ne'er  a  Jordan,  and  then 
we  leak  in  yoiir  chinmey ;  and  your  chamber-Ue  breeds  fleas 
like  a  loach  *. 

>  —  out  of  all  CB88.]  t.  e.  **  Ont  of  all  tneasure  (says  Warburton),  the  phraae 
being  taken  from  a  ceUt  tax,  or  subsidy ;  which  being  by  regoli^  and  moderate 
rates,  when  any  thing  was  exorbitant,  or  out  of  measure,  it  was  said  to  be  out  qf 
all  ceM." 

'  —  as  dank  here  as  a  doo,]  Such  in  all  probability  is  the  true  text ;  but 
**  dank  as  a  dock  **  is  not  an  unprecedented  phrase.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce,  who  is 
strongly  for  **  dank  as  a  dog,"  (Remarks,  p.  105,)  does  not  produce  any  instance  of 
the  use  of  it,  though  he  has  *'  hot  as  a  dog,''  **  drunk  as  9.  dog,"  &c 

*  —  breeds  fleas  hke  a  loach.]  Why  one  carrier  should  say  that  he  has  been 
"  stung  like  a  tench,"  and  the  other  that  **  chamber-lie  breeds  fleas  like  a  loach," 
haa  not  been  satisfactorily  explained.    Farmer  thought  that  *'  tench  "  was  a  mis- 
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1  Car.  What,  ostler!  come  away  and  be  hanged;  come 
away. 

2  Car.  I  have  a  gammon  of  bacon,  and  two  razes  of  ginger, 
to  be  deKvered  as  far  as  Charing-cross. 

1  Car,  'Odflbody!  the  turkeys  in  my  pannier  are  quite 
starved. — ^What,  ostler ! — ^A  plague  on  thee !  hast  thou  never 
an  eye  in  thy  head  ?  canst  not  hear  ?  An  'twere  not  as  good 
a  deed  as  drink,  to  break  the  pate  of  thee,  I  am  a  very  viUain. 
— Come,  and  be  hanged : — ^hast  no  faith  in  thee  P 

Enter  Gadshill. 

Oads,  Good  morrow,  carriers.     What's  o'clock  ? 
1  Car.  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

Gads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy  lantern,  to  see  my  gelding 
in  the  stable. 

1  Car.  Nay,  soft,  I  pray  ye :  I  know  a  trick  worth  two  of 
that,  i'faith. 

Oads.  I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thine  P 

2  Car.  Ay,  when  P  canst  tell  *  ? — ^Lend  me  thy  lantern, 
quoth  a  P — ^marry,  I'll  see  thee  hanged  first. 

Oads.  Sirrah  carrier,  what  time  do  you  mean  to  oome  to 
London  P 

2  Car.  Time  enough  to  go  to  bed  with  a  candle,  I  warrant 
thee. — Come,  neighbour  Mugs,  we'll  call  up  the  gentlemen : 
they  will  along  with  company,  for  they  have  great  charge. 

[Exeunt  Carriers. 

Oads.  What,  ho !  chamberlain ! 

Cham.  [  Within.']  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purse  •. 

Oads.  That's  even  as  fair  as — ^at  hand,  quoth  the  chambers- 
lain  ;  for  thou  variest  no  more  from  picking  of  purses,  than 
giving  direction  doth  from  labouring;  thou  lay'st  the  plot 
how. 

Enter  Chamberlain^. 
Cham.  Good  morrow,  master  Gadshill.    It  holds  current, 

print  for  trout,  which  is  spotted ;  and  Monck  Mason  suggests  that  the  "  loach  "  is 
a  very  prolific  fish,  and  hence  that  the  carrier  uses  it  as  a  simile. 

*  Ay,  when  ?  canst  tell  ?]  This  proverbial  expression  has  occurred  in  "  The 
Comedy  of  Errors,"  A.  iii.  sc.  I. 

*  At  hand,  quoth  pick-purse.]  Another  proverbial  phrase,  met  with  in  many 
vrriters  of  the  time. 

7  Enter  Chamberlain.]  The  entrance  of  the  Chamberlain  takes  place,  according 
to  the  old  copies,  when  first  Gadshill  calls  him,  but  it  is  evidently  improperly 
marked  there.    Such  points  were  formerly  little  attended  to. 
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that  I  told  you  yesternight :  there's  a  franklin  in  the  wild  of 
Kent,  hath  brought  three  hundred  marks  with  him  in  gold : 
I  heard  him  tell  it  to  one  of  his  company,  last  night  at  supper ; 
a  kind  of  auditor;  one  that  hath  abundance  of  charge  too, 
God  knows  what  *.  They  are  up  already,  and  call  for  eggs 
and  butter :  they  will  away  presently. 

Oads.  Sirrah,  if  they  meet  not  with  saint  Nicholas'  clerks  •, 
I'll  give  thee  this  neck. 

Cham.  No,  I'll  none  of  it :  I  pr'ythee,  keep  that  for  the 
hangman ;  for,  I  know,  thou  worship'st  saint  Nicholas  as  truly 
as  a  man  of  falsehood  may. 

Gaih,  What  talkest  thou  to  me  of  the  hangman  P  if  I  hang, 
I'll  make  a  fat  pair  of  gallows ;  for,  if  I  hang,  old  sir  John 
hangs  with  me,  and  thou  knowest  he's  no  starveling.  Tiit ! 
there  are  other  Trojans  that  thou  dreamest  not  of,  the  which, 
for  sport  sake,  are  content  to  do  the  profession  some  grace, 
that  would,  if  matters  should  be  looked  into,  for  their  own 
credit  sake,  make  all  whole.  I  am  joined  with  no  foot  land- 
xakers,  no  long-staflF,  sixpenny  strikers :  none  of  these  mad, 
mustachio,  purple-hued  malt-worms ;  but  with  nobility  and 
sanguinity :  burgomasters,  and  great  ones ; — ^yes,  such  as 
can  hold  in ' ;  such  as  will  strike  sooner  than  speak,  and  speak 
sooner  than  drink,  and  drink  sooner  than  pray :  and  yet  I 
lie;  for  they  pray  continually  to  their  saint,  the  common- 
wealth ;  or,  rather,  not  pray  to  her,  but  prey  on  her,  for  they 
ride  up  and  down  on  her,  and  make  her  their  boots. 


*  —  God  knows  what.]  Though  the  folio,  every  now  and  then,  omits  such  ex- 
pressions as  *'  zounds ''  and  '*  i'  faith/'  there  is  not  the  slightest  consistency  in  its 
corrections  of  this  kind  :  it  permits  these  original  words  to  stand. 

*  —  saint  Nicholas'  clerks,]  This  was  a  very  common  cant  term  applied  to 
highwaymen  and  robbers,  bat  why,  it  is  not  easy  to  decide.  Warburton  suggests 
that  the  patron  saint  of  clerks  being  St.  Nicholas,  and  Old  Nick  being  a  cant  name 
for  the  devil,  the  word  **  clerks "  became  indifferently  applied  to  scholars  and 
robbers.  Grey  has  shown,  that  highwaymen  were  sometimes  termed  "  St. 
NichoUs'  knights."  See  also  Dodsley's  Old  Phiys,  last  edit.  Vol.  vii.  p.  308 ;  where 
several  instances  are  collected  relative  to  ''  St.  Nicholas'  clerks,"  particularly  from 
Dekker's  tracts  :  we  need  not  reiterate  them  here. 

»  —  but  with  nobility  and  sanguinity;  burgomasters,  and  great  ones  ; — y»8, 
such  as  can  hold  in ;]  The  old  text  has  hitherto  been  tranquillity  for  *'  san- 
guinity  "  (a  probable  mishearing),  and  for  **  ones— yes  "  oiitfyert  (spelt  Oneyret  in 
the  4to,  1598),  an  easy  misprint.  Nobody  has  given  even  a  plausible  explanation 
of  either,  and  our  reading  in  both  cases  is  that  supplied  by  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
Gadsbill  is  boasting  of  the  **  great  ones "  with  whom  he  is  connected,  and  uses 
**  sanguinity  "  to  indicate  that  his  companions  were  not  only  '<  nobiUty,"  but  other 
people  of  good  blood  and  family.  It  is  well  rendered  into  German  by  the  words 
mit  adligem  Gemuihe  undjurttiichem  GebliUe, 
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Cham,  What!  the  commonwealth  their  boots P  will  she 
hold  out  water  in  foul  way  ? 

Oada,  She  will,  she  will ;  justice  hath  liquored  her.  We 
steal  as  in  a  castle,  cock-sure ;  we  have  the  receipt  of  fern- 
seed,  we  walk  invisible  *. 

Cham,  Nay,  by  my  faith  ;  I  think  you  are  more  beholding 
to  the  night,  than  to  fern-seed,  for  your  walking  invisible. 

Oads,  Give  me  thy  hand :  thou  shalt  have  a  share  in  our 
purchase  *,  as  I  am  a  true  man. 

Cham,  Nay,  rather  let  me  have  it,  as  you  are  a  false  thief. 

Oads,  Go  to ;  homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men  \  Bid 
the  ostler  bring  my  gelding  out  of  the  stable.  Farewell,  you 
muddy  knave.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  II. 

The  Road  by  Gadshill. 

Enter  Prince  Henry,  and  Poins;   Bardolph  and  Peto,  at 

some  distance, 

Poins,  Come,  shelter,  shelter:    I  have  removed  Falstaff's 
horse,  and  he  frets  like  a  gummed  velvet  *. 
P.  Hen,  Stand  close. 

'  —  we  have  the  receipt  of  fern-seed,  we  walk  invisible.]  Fern-seed  being  of 
old  supposed  to  be  inTisible,  those  who  carried  it  about  them  wer^supposed  to  be 
invisible  also.  Possibly  the  origin  of  the  phrase  was,  that  people  walked  like  fern- 
seed,  invisible. 

*  —  thou  shalt  have  a  share  in  our  purchase,]  '*  Purchase''  was  a  cant 
term  for  booty,  or  for  property  obtained  by  robbery  of  any  kind.  It  is  used 
exactly  in  this  way  in  "  Henry  V.,"  A.  iii.  sc.  2.  '*  They  will  steal  any  thing,  and 
call  it  purchate.**  The  use  of  the  word  in  this  sense  is  ancient  and  frequent. 
What  can  Mr.  Singer  mean,  when  he  says  that  **purchate  in  our  poet's  time 
figiiified  any  thing  got,  or  obtained,  or  gained  by  legal  means  ?'*  llie  very  reverse 
ia  the  &ct,  as  he  will  see  by  reference  to  any  glossary  or  dictionary  :  Richardson- 
speaking  of  the  verb  tells  us  that  to  purchase  '*  in  our  old  writers,  is  to  take  (as 
thieves  or  robbers),  to  steal,  to  rob."  Are  these  "  legal  means  "  in  the  opinion  of 
Mr.  Singer  ?  Suppose  an  editor  (we  put  it  only  hypothetically)  were  to  take  advan- 
tage of  the  notes  of  all  previous  commentators,  and  appropriate  them  and  their 
quotations  constantly  to  his  own  use,  as  if  it  were  his  own  learning,  and  without 
a  hint  of  acknowledgment,  would  he  designate  that  *'  legal  means,"  or  would  it  not 
be  purchasey  in  the  sense  the  word  bore  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare  ? 

^  Go  to ;  homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men.]  The  words  *'  true  man  "  and 
"  false  thief"  were  frequently  opposed  in  writers  of  the  time;  and  when  Gadshill 
says,  in  reply  to  the  Chamberlain,  that  "  homo  is  a  common  name  to  all  men,"  he 
means  that  it  was  just  as  applicable  to  the  "  true  man,"  which  he  had  called  him- 
self, as  to  the  *'  false  thief,"  which  the  Chamberlain  had  termed  him. 

*  —  he  frets  like  a  gummed  velvet.]  Velvets  and  taffatas,  when  gummed, 
fretted  or  wore  themselves  out  by  reason  of  theb  stiffness. 
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Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  PoinB  I  Poins,  and  be  hanged !  PoinB ! 

P.  Hen,  Peace,  ye  fat-kidneyed  rascal !  What  a  brawling 
dost  thou  keep  ? 

Fal  Where's  Poms,  Hal  P 

P.  Hen.  He  is  walked  up  to  the  top  of  the  hill :  I'll  go 
seek  him.  [Pretends  to  seek  Poins. 

Fal,  I  am  accursed  to  rob  in  that  thief's  company:  the 
rascal  hath  removed  my  horse,  and  tied  him  I  know  not 
where.  If  I  travel  but  four  foot  by  the  squire  *  fiirther  afoot 
I  shall  break  my  wind.  Well,  I  doubt  not  but  to  die  a  fair 
death  for  all  this,  if  I  'scape  hanging  for  killing  that  rogue. 
I  have  forsworn  his  company  hourly  any  time  this  two-and- 
twenty  years,  and  yet  I  am  bewitched  with  the  rogue's  com- 
pany. If  the  rascal  have  not  given  me  medicines  to  make  me 
love  him,  I'U  be  hanged ;  it  could  not  be  else :  I  have  drunk 
medicines. — ^Poins ! — ^Hal ! — a  plague  upon  you  both ! — Bar- 
dolph ! — ^Peto ! — ^I'U  starve,  ere  I'll  rob  a  foot  further.  An 
'twere  not  as  good  a  deed  as  drink,  to  turn  true  man,  and 
leave  these  rogues,  I  am  the  veriest  varlet  that  ever  chewed 
with  a  tooth.  Eight  yards  of  uneven  ground  is  three  score 
and  ten  miles  afoot  with  me,  and  the  stony-hearted  villains 
know  it  well  enough.  A  plague  upon't,  when  thieves  cannot 
be  true  to  ^ne  another !  [Thet/  whistk.']  Whew ! — ^A  plague 
upon  you  all !  Give  me  my  horse,  you  rogues :  give  me  my 
horse,  and  be  hanged. 

P.  Hen.  Peace,  ye  fat-guts !  lie  down :  lay  thine  ear  close 
to  the  ground,  and  list  if  thou  canst  hear  the  tread  of 
travellers. 

Fal.  Have  you  any  levers  to  lift  me  up  again,  being  down  P 
'Sblood !  I'll  not  bear  mine  own  flesh  so  far  afoot  again,  for 
all  the  coin  in  thy  father's  exchequer.  What  a  plague  mean 
ye  to  colt  me  thus '  ? 

P.  Hen,  Thou  liest :  thou  art  not  colted,  thou  art  imcolted. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee,  good  prince  Hal,  help  me  to  my  horse; 
good  king's  son. 

•  —  four  foot  by  the  sauiRE]  i.  e.  By  the  square^  or  rule.  See  "  Lore's 
Labour's  Lost,"  A.  t.  sc.  2,  and  "  The  Winter's  Tale,"  A.  iv.  sc  3. 

'  What  a  plague  mean  ye  to  colt  me  thus  ?]  To  **  colt "  is  to  trick  or/oolf  as 
Johnson  explains  it,  and  as  many  quotations  would  proye.  The  prince  in  his  reply 
plays  upon  the  word,  in  reference  to  the  £sct  th^  Falstaff  was  on  foot,  **  nn- 
colted,"  by  reason  of  the  loss  of  his  horse. 


SCENE   II.]  KING   HENRY   IV.  347 

P.  Hen.  Out,  you  rogue !  shall  I  be  your  ostler  P 
FcU,  Go,  hang  thyself'  in  thine  own  heir-apparent  garters ! 
If  I  be  ta'en,  I'll  peach  for  this.  An  I  have  not  ballads 
made  on  you  all,  and  sung  to  filthy  tunes,  let  a  cup  of  sack 
be  my  poison :  when  a  jest  is  so  forward,  and  afoot  too, — ^I 
hate  it. 

Enter  Gadshill. 
Gads.  Stand! 

FaL  So  I  do,  against  my  will. 
Pains,  0  !  'tis  our  setter :  I  know  his  voice. 

Enter  Bakdolph. 

Bard.  What  news  P 

Gads.^  Case  ye,  case  ye  * ;  on  with  your  visors :  there's 
money  of  the  king's  coming  down  the  hill ;  'tis  going  to  the 
king's  exchequer. 

Fal.  You  lie,  you  rogue :  'tis  going  to  the  king's  tavern. 

Gads,  There's  enough  to  make  us  all. 

Fal,  To  be  hanged. 

P.  Sen.  Sirs,  you  four  shall  front  them  in  the  narrow  lane ; 
Ned  Poins  and  I  will  walk  lower :  if  they  'scape  from  your 
encoimter,  then  they  light  on  us. 

Peto.  But  how  many  be  there  of  them  *  P 

Gads.  Some  eight,  or  ten. 

Fal.  Zounds !  will  thev  not  rob  us  ? 

P.  Hen.  What,  a  coward,  sir  John  Paunch  P 

Fal.  Indeed,  I  am  not  John  of  Gaunt,  your  grandfather ; 
but  yet  no  coward,  Hal. 

P.  Hen.  WeU,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof. 

Poins.  Sirrah  Jack,  thy  horse  stands  behind  the  hedge: 
when  thou  needest  him,  there  thou  shalt  find  him.  Farewell, 
and  stand  fast. 


'  Go,  hang  thyself]  '*  Go  "  is  from  the  folio,  1623 :  it  is  wanting  in  the  4to8. 
previoufl  to  that  of  1608. 

'  Gad9,  Case,  ye,  case  ye ;]  There  is  some  little  confusion  of  persons  here  in 
all  the  old  copies,  4to.  and  folio.  **  Bardolph,  what  news  ?"  is  made  part  of  what 
Poins  says,  and  Bardolph  is  made  to  reply  '*  Case  ye,  case  ye,"  &c  Oar  text  is 
regulated  as  Johnson  recommended. 

1  How  many  be  there  of  them?]  So  the  4to,  1598:  that  of  1699,  ''  How 
many  be  ihey  of  them  ? "  and  the  subsequent  4tos.  haye,  ''  But  how  many  be  they 
of  them  ?"    The  folio  omits  both  there  and  M«y,  **  But  how  many  be  of  them  ?" 

'  Well,  we  leave  that  to  the  proof.]  The  folio  has  *'  We'll  leave  that,"  See. 
and  makes  other  more  minute  variations  in  this  scene. 
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Fal.  Now  cannot  I  strike  him,  if  I  should  be  hanged. 
P.  Hm.  [Aside  to  Poins.]  Ned,  where  are  our  disguises  P 
Poim.  Here,  hard  by :  stand  close. 

[JExeunt  P.  Henry  and  Poins. 
Fal,  Now,  my  masters,  happy  man  be  his  dole  *,  say  I : 
every  man  to  his  business. 

JEnter  Travellers. 

1  Trav.  Come,  neighbour:  the  boy  shall  lead  our  horses 
down  the  hiU ;  we'll  walk  afoot  awhile,  and  ease  our  legs. 

TJiievea.  Stand! 

Trav.  Jesu  bless  us ! 

Fal,  Strike!  down  with  them;  cut  the  villains'  throats. 
Ah,  whoreson  caterpillars !  bacon-fed  knaves !  they  hate  us 
youth :  down  with  them ;  fleece  them. 

1  Trav.  0  !  we  are  undone,  both  we  and  our's,  for'ever. 

Fal.  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves ^  Are  ye  undone?  No, 
ye  fat  chuffs ;  I  woidd,  your  store  were  here !  On,  bacons, 
on !  What !  ye  knaves,  young  men  must  live.  You  are 
grand-jurors  are  ye  *  ?    We'U  jure  ye,  i'faith. 

[Exeunt  Fal.  8fc.  driving  the  Travellers  out  *. 

Be-enter  Prince  Henry  and  PoiNS. 

P.  Hen.  The  thieves  have  bound  the  true  men.  Now  could 
thou  and  I  rob  the  thieves,  and  go  merrily  to  London,  it 
woidd  be  argument  for  a  week,  laughter  for  a  month,  and  a 
good  jest  for  ever. 

Poins.  Stand  close ;  I  hear  them  coming. 

Re-enter  Thieves. 

Fal.  Come,  my  masters;  let  us  share,  and  then  to  horse 
before  day.  An  the  prince  and  Poins  be  not  two  arrant 
cowards,  there's  no  equity  stirring :  there's  no  more  Vlalour  in 
that  Poins,  than  in  a  wild  duck. 

'  —  l»*PPy  ™wi  be  his  DOLE,]  i.  t.  Happiness  be  his  portion^  or  "  dole.''  See 
«*The  Taming  of  the  Shrew,"  A.  i.  sc.  1,  and  '•  The  Winter's  Tale,"  A.  i.  sc  2. 

^  Hang  ye,  gorbellied  knaves.]  "Gorbellied"  is  a  very  common  epithet 
used  for  fat-bellied,  corpulent.  In  his  "  Have  with  you  to  Saffron  Walden,"  1696, 
sign.  F  2,  Nash  speaks  of  Harvey's  production  as  "  a  gorbellied  volume." 

*  You  are  grand-juRORS  are  ye  ?]  We  are  perhaps  to  suppose  that  some  of 
the  Travellers  swore  lustily  at  the  thieves. 

*  Exeunt  Fal.  &c.  driving  the  Travellers  out.]  The  old  stage-direction  in  all 
the  old  editions  is,  "  Here  they  rob  them  and  bind  them."  It  is  very  clear,  how- 
ever, that  Falstaff'  and  the  rest  go  out,  leaving  the  stage  to  the  Prince  and  Pcnna, 
who  immediately  return  to  it. 
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P.  Hen.  Your  money !  [Rushing  out  upon  them. 

Poins,  V'illains! 
[As  they  are  sharing,  the  Prince  and  PoiNS  set  upon   them. 

They  all  run  away,  and  Falstaff,  after  a  blow  or  two,  runs 

away  too,  leaving  the  booty  behind  theni '.] 

P.  Hen,  Got  with  much  ease  ".     Now  merrily  to  horse : 
The  thieves  are  scattered,  and  possessed  with  fear 
So  strongly,  that  they  dare  not  meet  each  other ; 
Each  takes  his  fellow  for  an  officer. — 
Away,  good  Ned.     Falstaff  sweats  to  death, 
And  lards  the  lean  earth  as  he  walks  along : 
Wer't  not  for  laughing,  I  should  pity  him, 

Poins.  How  the  rogue  roar'd !  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  in. 

Warkworth.     A  Koom  in  the  Castle. 
Unf^r  Hotspur,  reading  a  Letter. 

m 

— "  But  for  mine  own  part,  my  lord,  I  coidd  be  well  con- 
tented to  be  there,  in  respect  of  the  love  I  bear  your  house." 
— ^He  could  be  contented, — ^why  is  he  not  then  ?  In  respect  of 
the  love  he  bears  our  house :  he  shows  in  this,  he  loves  his  own 
bam  better  than  he  loves  our  house. — Let  me  see  some  more. 
"  The  purpose  you  undertake,  is  dangerous ;" — Why,  that's 
certain :  'tis  dangerous  to  take  a  cold,  to  sleep,  to  drmk ;  but 
I  tell  you,  my  lord  fool,  out  of  this  nettle,  danger,  we  pluck 
this  flower,  safety*.  "The  purpose  you  undertake,  is  dan- 
gerous ;  the  friends  you  have  named,  uncertain ;  the  time  it- 
self unsorted,  and  your  whole  plot  too  light  for  the  coimter- 
poise  of  so  great  an  opposition." — Say  you  so,  say  you  so  ?  I 
say  unto  you  again,  you  are  a  shallow,  cowardly  hind,  and  you 
lie.  What  a  lackbrain  is  this  !  By  the  Lord  ",  our  plot  is  a 
good  plot  as  ever  was  laid ;  our  friends  true  and  constant :  a 

'  —  leaving  the  booty  behind  them.]  This  is  yerbatim  the  oldest  stage-direc- 
tion, which  there  can  be  no  objection  to  preserve  instead  of  the  modem  alteration. 

'  Got  with  much  ease.]     This  speech  is  printed  as  prose  in  all  the  old  copies. 

•  —  WB  pluck  this  flower,  safety.]  It  is  *•  we'll  pluck  this  flower,  safety  "  in 
the  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  change  is  not  by  any  means  necessary. 

"  By  the  Lord,]  The  folio,  1623,  merely  /  proteti ;  and  just  afterwards, 
instead  of*'  zounds  !"  it  substitutes  **  by  this  hand  i"  elsewhere  the  Master  of  the 
Ilevels  seems  to  have  objected  even  to  '*  by  this  hand." 
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good  plot,  good  Mends,  and  full  of  expectation :  an  excellent 
plot,  very  good  friends. — ^What  a  frosty-spirited  rogue  is  this  P 
Why,  my  lord  of  York  commends  the  plot,  and  the  general 
course  of  the  action.  'Zounds !  an  I  were  now  by  this  rascal, 
I  could  brain  him  with  his  lady's  fan.  Is  there  not  my  father, 
my  uncle,  and  myself?  lord  Edmund  Mortimer,  my  lord  of 
York,  and  Owen  GlendowerP  Is  there  not,  besides,  the 
Douglas  P  Have  I  not  all  their  letters,  to  meet  me  in  arms 
by  the  ninth  of  the  next  month,  and  are  they  not,  some  of 
them,  set  forward  already  P  What  a  paG:an  rascal  is  this !  aa 
infidel  !-Ha!  you  shall  see  now,  in  v^  sincerity  of  fear 
and  cold  heart,  will  he  to  the  king,  and  lay  open  all  our  pro- 
ceedings. 0 !  I  could  divide  myself,  and  go  to  buffets,  for 
moving  such  a  dish  of  skimmed  milk  with  so  honourable  an 
action. — ^Hang  him !  let  him  tell  the  king  :  we  are  prepared. 
I  will  set  forward  to-night. 

Enter  Lady  Percy. 

How  now,  Kate  P    I  must  leave  you  within  these  two  hours. 

Lady.  O,  my  good  lord !  why  are  you  thus  alone  P 
For  what  offence  have  I  this  fortnight  been 
A  banish'd  woman  from  my  Hjirry's  bed  P 
Tell  me,  sweet  lord,  what  is't  that  takes  from  thee 
Thy  stomach,  pleasure,  and  thy  golden  sleep  P 
Why  dost  thou  bend  thine  eyes  upon  the  earth. 
And  start  so  often  when  thou  sit'st  alone  P 
Why  hast  thou  lost  the  fresh  blood  in  thy  cheeks. 
And  given  my  treasures,  and  my  righte  of  thee. 
To  thick-ey'd  musing,  and  curs'd  melancholy  P 
In  thy  faint  slimibers  *  I  by  thee  have  watch'd. 
And  heard  thee  murmur  tales  of  iron  wars ; 
Speak  terms  of  manage  to  thy  bounding  steed ; 
Cry,  "  Courage  !— to  the  field ! "     And  thou  hast  talk'd   * 
Of  sallies,  and  retires ;  of  trenches,  tents  *, 
Of  palisadoes,  frontiers,  parapets ; 
Of  basilisks,  of  cannon,  culverin ; 
Of  prisoners'  ransom,  and  of  soldiers  slain. 


'  In  THY  faint  slamben]  So  the  two  earlier  4to8,  and  no  donbt  rightly.  The 
later  4tos.  and  folio,  1623,  haye  "  my  faint  slumbers.'' 

'  Of  sallies,  and  retires ;  of  trenches,  tents,]  The  folio,  1623,  following  the 
4tos.  of  1608  and  1613,  omits  *'  of,"  which  is  inserted  in  MS.  in  the  ooit.  fo.  1632. 
Lower  down  it  reads  bedt  tot  **  beads,"  for  the  same  reason* 
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And  all  the  currents  of  a  heady  fight  *. 

Thy  spirit  within  thee  hath  been  so  at  war, 

And  thus  hath  so  bestirr'd  thee  in  thy  sleep. 

That  beads  of  sweat  have  stood  upon  thy  brow, 

Like  bubbles  in  a  late  disturbed  stream ; 

And  in  thy  face  stij^ge  motions  have  appeared, 

Such  as  we  see  when  men  restrain  their  breath 

On  some  great  sudden  best  \     0,  what  portents  are  these ! 

Some  heavy  business  hath  my  lord  in  hand, 

And  I  must  know  it,  else  he  loves  me  not. 

Sot.  What,  ho !  is  (Hlliams  with  the  packet  gone  P 

Enter  Servant. 

8erv.  He  is,  my  lord,  an  hour  ago. 

Mot.  Hath  Butler  brought  those  horses  &om  the  sheriff? 

Serv.  One  horse,  my  lord,  he  brought  even  now. 

Sot.  What  horse  ?  a  roan,  a  crop-ear,  is  it  not  f 

Serv.  It  is,  my  lord. 

Sot.  That  roan  shall  be  my  throne. 

Well,  I  will  back  him  straight. — 0,  eaperance  * .' — 
Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park.  [JEnY  Servant. 

Lady.  But  hear  you,  my  lord. 

Sot.  What  say'st  thou,  my  lady  ? 

Lady.  What  is  it  carries  you  away  P 

Sot.  Why  my  horse. 
My  love,  my  horse. 

Lady.  Out,  you  mad-headed  ape  ! 

A  weasel  hath  not  such  a  deal  of  spleen, 
As  you  are  toss'd  with.     In  faith, 
I'll  know  your  business,  Harry,  that  I  will. 
I  fear,  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  stir 
About  his  title,  and  hath  sent  for  you. 
To  line  his  enterprize  ;  but  if  you  go — 

Sot.  So  far  afoot,  I  shall  be  weary,  love. 

'  And  all  the  currents  of  a  heady  fight.]  *'  A  heady  fight "  may  well  be  said 
to  ran  in  '*  currents/'  and  therefore  we  do  not  alter  the  reoei?ed  text ;  but  the 
oorr.  fo.  1032  lias  '*  And  all  th'  occurrents  **  which  Bftr.  Singer  adopts,  printing  it 
'*  All  the  'currents/'  but  without  stating  from  whence  he  procured  the  hint. 
Occurrents  (if  it  were  right)  must,  as  he  states,  be  understood  as  '*  occurrences/' 
but  nobody  so  understood  it,  until  the  disooyery  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  On  some  great  sudden  hkst.]  "  Hest,"  for  behest,  is  a  yery  common  word ; 
but  none  of  the  commentators  have  obsenred  that  the  earliest  4to.  prints  "  best/' 
and  not  haste,  as  they  have  given  it.  **  On  some  great  sudden  best,"  is  *'  On  some 
great  sudden  command"    ** Sudden  haste "  is  something  like  sudden  suddenness. 

*  O,  esperance  /]    The  motto  of  the  Percy  £unily.    The  folio  omiti  "  O." 
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Lady.  Come,  come,  you  paraquito,  answer  me 
Directly  unto  this  question  that  I  ask. 
In  faith,  I'll  break  thy  little  finger,  Harry, 
An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true  *. 

Hot  Away! 
Away,  you  trifler ! — ^Love  P — ^I  love  thee  n^t, 
I  care  not  for  thee,  Kate.     This  is  no  world. 
To  play  with  mammets,  and  to  tilt  with  lips  : 
We  must  have  bloody  noses,  and  crack'd  crowns. 
And  pass  them  current  too. — Gods  me,  my  horse ! — 
What  say'st  thou,  Kate  ?  what  woiddst  thou  have  with  me  P 

Lady,  Do  you  not  love  me  P  do  you  not,  indeed  P 
Well,  do  not  then ;  for  since  you  love  me  not, 
I  will  not  love  myself.     Do  you  not  love  me  P 
Nay,  tell  me,  if  you  speak  in  jest,  or  no  P 

Hot.  Come  to  the  park,  Kate ;  wilt  thou  see  me  ride '  P 
And  when  I  am  o'  horseback,  I  will  swear 
I  love  thee  infinitely.     But  hark  you,  Kate ; 
I  must  not  have  you  henceforth  question  me 
Whither  I  go,  nor  reason  whereabout. 
Whither  I  must,  I  must ;  and,  to  conclude. 
This  evening  must  I  leave  you,  gentle  Kate. 
I  know  you  wise  ;  but  yet  no  farther  wise 
Than  Harry  Percy's  wife  :  constant  you  are. 
But  yet  a  woman  ;  and  for  secrecy. 
No  lady  closer;  for  I  well  believe 
Thou  wilt  not  utter  what  thou  dost  not  know  : 
And  so  far  will  I  trust  thee,  gentle  Kate. 

Lady,  How !  so  far  P 

Hot,  Not  an  inch  farther.     But  hark  you,  Kate  P 
Whither  I  go,  thither  shall  you  go  too ; 
To-day  will  I  set  forth,  to-morrow  you. 
Will  this  content  you,  Kate  P 

Lady.  It  must,  of  force  *.      [Exeunt. 

'  An  if  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  all  things  true.]  This  speech  and  some  others  are 
mistakenly  printed  as  prose  in  the  old  copies,  which  error  the  editor  of  the  folio, 
1G23,  not  perceiving,  thought  himself  warranted  in  varying  from  the  text  of  the  five 
4to.  impressions.  In  a  preceding  line  he  inserted  shallt  and  this  line  he  gives  thus 
prosaically,  '*  If  thou  wilt  not  tell  me  true." 

7  Come  TO  THE  PARK,  Kate  ;  wilt  thou  see  me  ride  ?]  This  is  the  line  as  it  is 
represented  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  the  words  "  to  the  park,  Kate''  being  found  no 
where  else.  They  had,  doubtless,  been  carelessly  omitted,  and  are  oonsistoit  with 
what  Hotspur  has  previously  said,  **  Bid  Butler  lead  him  forth  into  the  park." 

■  It  must,  of  FORCE.]  i.  tf.  Of  necessity.  See  "  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  L 
8C.  1.  Vol.  ii.  p.  97,  and  "  Midsummer-Night's  Dream,"  A.  iii.  sc.  2.  VoL  ii.  p.  219. 
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SCENE  IV. 

Eastcheap.     A  Eoom  in  the  Boar's  Head  Tavern. 

JEnter  Prince  Henry  and  Poms. 

P.  Hen.  Ned,  pr'ythee,  come  out  of  that  fat  room,  and  lend 
mo  thy, hand  to  laugh  a  little. 

Pains.  Where  hajst  been,  Hal  P 

P.  Men.  With  three  or  four  loggerheads,  amongst  three 
or  four-score  hogsheads.  I  have  sounded  the  very  base  string 
of  humility.  Sirrah,  I  am  sworn  brother  to  a  leash  of  drawers, 
and  can  call  them  all  by  their  Christian  names,  as  Tom, 
Dick,  and  Francis.  They  take  it  already  upon  their  salva- 
tion, that  though  I  be  but  prince  of  Wales,  yet  I  am  the  king 
of  courtesy,  and  teU  me  flatly  I  am  no  proud  Jack,  like  Fal- 
stafi";  but  a  Corinthian,  a  lad  of  mettle,  a  good  boy,  (by  the 
Lord,  so  they  call  me  *,)  and  when  I  am  king  of  England,  I 
shall  command  aU  the  s^ood  lads  in  Eastcheap.  They  call 
drinking  deep,  dying  scarlet ;  and  when  you  b^the  inW 
watering,  they  cry  hem !  and  bid  you  play  it  off. — ^To  con- 
clude, I  am  so  good  a  proficient  in  one  quarter  of  an  hour, 
that  I  can  drink  with  any  tinker  in  his  own  language  during 
my  life. .  I  tell  thee,  Ned,  thou  hast  lost  much  honour, 
that  thou  wert  not  with  me  in  this  action.  But,  sweet  Ned, — 
to  sweeten  which  name  of  Ned,  I  give  thee  this  pennyworth  of 
sugar,  clapped  even  now  into  my  hand  by  an  imder-skinker ' ; 
one  that  never  spake  other  English  in  his  life,  than — "  Eight 
shillings  and  sixpence,"  and — "  You  are  welcome ;"  with  this 
shrill  addition, — "  Anon,  anon,  sir  !  Score  a  pint  of  bastard 
in  the  Half-moon,"  or  so.  But,  Ned,  to  drive  away  the  time 
till  Falstaff  come,  I  pr'ythee,  do  thou  stand  in  some  by-room, 
while  I  question  my  puny  drawer  to  what  end  he  gave  me 
the  sugar ;  and  do  thou  never  leave  calling — ^Francis !  that 
his  tale  to  me  may  be  nothing  but — anon.  Step  aside,*  and 
I'll  show  thee  a  precedent. 

»  —  (by  the  Lord,  so  they  call  me,)]  These  words,  which,  of  course,  came 
from  Shakespeare's  pen,  are  omitted  in  the  folio,  1623:  every  4to.  has  them. 
Above,  the  folio  has  confidence  for  "  salvation." 

1  —  under-skinker ;]  An  under-drawer.  A  "  skinker  "  is  one  that  servei  drink 
at  table,  Schenken,  Germ,  is  to  fill  a  glass  or  cup ;  and  schenk  is  a  cvp-bearer. 
Hence  our  common  old  word  "  skinker/' 

VOL.  III.  A  a 


854  FIRST  PART  OF  [aCT  II. 

Potm.  Francis ! 

P.  Hen.  Thou  art  perfect. 

Potm.  Francis !  [JSrt^  Poms. 

Enter  Francis. 

I^an.  Anon,  anon,  sir. — ^Look  down  into  the  Fomegranatey 
Ealph. 

P.  Hen.  Come  hither,  Francis. 

IVan.  My  lord. 

P.  Hen.  How  long  hast  thou  to  serve,  Francis  ? 

Fran.  Forsooth,  five  years,  and  as  much  as  to — 

Pains.  [  Within.']  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  Five  years !  by^r  lady,  a  long  lease  for  the  clinking 
of  pewter.  But,  Francis,  darest  thou  be  so  valiant,  as  to 
play  the  coward  with  thy  indenture,  and  to  show  it  a  fair  pair 
of  heels,  and  run  from  it  P 

Fran.  0  lord,  sir!  I'll  be  sworn  upon  all  the  books  in 
England,  I  could  find  in  my  heart — 

Pains.  [  Within.']  Francis  I 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  How  old  art  thou,  Francis ! 

Fran.  Let  me  see, — about  Michaelmas  next  I  shall  be — 

Pains.  [  Within.]  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  sir. — ^Pray  you,  stay  a  little,  my  lord '. 

P.  Hen.  Nay,  but  hark  you,  Francis.  For  the  sugar  thou 
gavest  me, — 'twas  a  pennyworth,  was't  not  ? 

Fran.  0  lord,  sir !  I  would  it  had  been  two. 

P.  Hen.  I  will  give  thee  for  it  a  thousand  pound :  ask  me 
when  thou  wilt,  and  thou  shalt  have  it. 

Pains.  [  Within.]  Francis  ! 

Fran.  Anon,  anon. 

P.  Hen.  Anon,  Francis  P  No,  Francis ;  but  to-morrow, 
Francis  ;  or,  Francis,  on  Thursday ;  or,  indeed,  Francis,  when 
thou  wilt.     But,  Francis, — 

Fran.  My  lord  P 

P.  Hen.  Wilt  thou  rob  this  leathern-jerkin,  crystal-button, 
knot-pated,  agate-ring,  puke-stocking,  caddis-garter  *,  smooth- 
tongue,  Spanish-pouch, — 

>  Pray  you,  stay  a  little,  my  lord.]  "  You  "  is  not  in  the  4to,  1598,  baft  in  all 
the  subsequent  editions :  three  lines  lower  the  folio  adds  '*  sur "  after  '*  O  loid ! " 
perhaps  to  qualify  the  expression. 

'  —  FUKx-stocking,  CADDis-garter,]   "  Pake  "  appears  to  haye  been  aome  dark 
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Fran.  0  lord,  sir !  who  do  you  mean  P 

P.  Hen.  Why  then,  your  brown  bastard  is  your  only  drink  * : 
for,  look  you,  Francis,  your  white  canvas  doublet  will  sully. 
In  Barbary,  sir,  it  cannot  come  to  so  much. 

Fran.  What,  sir  P 

Pains.  [^Within.']  Francis! 

P.  Hen.  Away,  you  rogue !  Dost  thou  not  hear  them 
call'P 

l^Here  thet/  both  call  him ;  the  Drawer  stands  amazed,  not 
hwwing  tchich  way  to  go. 

Enter  Vintner. 

Vint.  What !  stand'st  thou  still,  and  hear'st  such  a  calling? 
Look  to  the  guests  within.  \_Exit  Fran.]  My  lord,  old  sir 
John,  with  half  a  dozen  more,  are  at  the  door :  shall  I  let 
theminP 

P.  Hen.  Let  them  alone  awhile,  and  then  open  the  door. 
[Exit  Vintner."]  Poinsl 

Re-enter  Poins. 

Pains.  Anon,  anon,  sir. 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah,  Falstaff  and  the  rest  of  the  thieves  are  at 
the  door.     Shall  we  be  merry  P 

Pains.  As  merry  as  crickets,  my  lad.  But  hark  ye  ;  what 
cunning  match  have  you  made  with  this  jest  of  the  drawer  P 
come,  what's  the  issue  P 

P.  Hen.  I  am  now  of  all  hmnours,  that  have  show'd  them- 
selves himiours,  since  the  old  days  of  goodman  Adam  to  the 
pupil  age  of  this  present  twelve  o'clock  at  midnight.  [Re-enter 
Fkancis,  with  Wine.']  What's  o'clock,  Francis  P 

Fran.  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [Exit. 

P.^  Hen.  That  ever  this  fellow  should  have  fewer  words 
than  a  parrot,  and  yet  the  son  of  a  woman!     His  industry  is 


oolonr,  possibly  what  we  now  call  puce :  also  the  name  of  a  species  of  cloth,  per- 
haps nsaally  of  that  colour.  We  have  had  "caddisses''  mentioned  in  **The 
Winter's  Tale,"  A.  iv.  sc.  3.     See  this  Vol.  p.  76. 

*  —  your  brown  bastard  is  your  only  drink :]  "  Bastard  **  was  a  species  of 
wine  which  Barrett,  in  his  Alvearie,  1580,  says  is  synonymous  with  "  muscadd, 
sweet  wine."  It  seems  to  have  been  either  brown  or  white,  and  is  often  men- 
tioned in  writers  of  Shakespeare's  time,  not  unfrequently  as  the  worn-out  ground- 
work of  a  pun. 

'  Dost  thou  NOT  hear  them  call  ?]  The  folio  omits  "  not,"  against  all  authority. 
The  stage-direction  is  that  of  the  old  copies. 

Aa2 
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up-stairSy  and  down-stairs;  his  eloquence,  the  parcel  of  a 
reckoning.  I  am  not  yet  of  Percy^s  mind,  the  Hotspur  of  the 
North  ;  he  that  kills  me  some  six  or  seven  dozen  of  Scots  at  a 
breakfast,  washes  his  hands,  and  says  to  his  wife, — "  Fie  upon 
this  quiet  life !  I  want  work."  "  0  my  sweet  Harry,"  says 
she,  "  how  many  hast  thou  killed  to-day  P"  "  Give  my  roan 
horse  a  drench,"  says  he,  and  answers,  "  Some  fourteen,"  an 
hour  after ;  "  a  trifle,  a  trifle." — I  pr'ythee,  caU  in  Falstaff : 
I'll  play  Percy,  and  that  damned  brawn  shall  play  dame 
Mortimer  his  wife.  "  Rivo  I"  says  the  drunkard  *.  Call  in 
ribs,  call  in  tallow. 

Unter  Falstaff,  Gadshill,  Bardolph,  and  Peto. 

Potns.  Welcome,  Jack.    Where  hast  thou  been  ? 

Fal.  A  plague  of  all  cowards,  I  say,  and  a  vengeance  too ! 
marry,  and  amen  ! — Give  me  a  cup  of  sack,  boy. — Ere  I  lead 
this  life  long,  I'll  sew  nether-stocks  \  and  mend  them,  and 
foot  them  too.  A  plague  of  all  cowards ! — Give  me  a  cup  of 
sack,  rogue. — ^Is  there  no  virtue  extant  P  [-Hi?  drinks, 

P.  Sen.  Didst  thou  never  see  Titan  kiss  a  dish  of  butter  P 
pitiful-hearted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  sweet  tale  of  the 
Sim ' !  if  thou  didst,  then  behold  that  compound. 

FaL  You  rogue,  here's  lime  in  this  sack  too:  there  is 
nothing  but  roguery  to  be  foimd  in  villainous  man':  yet  a 
coward  is  worse  than  a  cup  of  sack  with  lime  in  it ;  a  villainous 

'  "RivoT'  says  the  dnmkard.]  '*RiTo!"  is  a  drinking  exclamation,  "the 
etymology  of  which  (says  the  Ray.  A.  Dyce,  in  his  edit,  of  Middleton's  Works, 
Vol.  i.  p.  243)  has  not  been  discovered."  See  *' Twelfth  Night/'  VoL  ii.  p.  646, 
where  **  Rivo  Castiliano  !**  u  quoted  from  Marlowe's  '*  Rich  Jew  of  Malta." 
This  might  show  it  to  be  of  Spanish  origin  :  possibly,  after  all,  it  is  only  a  cor- 
mption  of  bibo. 

'  I'll  sew  nether-stocks,]  t.  e.  Lower  stocks,  or  stockings. 

*  Pitifttl-hearted  Titan,  that  melted  at  the  sweet  tale  of  the  sun  I]  This  is  the 
reading  of  the  folio,  1623 :  the  first  and  second  4t08.  have  wnnet  for  '*  san :"  the 
later  4tos.  are  like  the  folio.  The  passage  has  been  hotly  disputed  by  Theobald, 
Warburton,  Steeyens,  Malone,  &c.,  but  we  think  that  Warburton's  interpretation 
of  the  meaning  must  be  adopted :  he  read  *'  pitiful -hearted  Titan  *'  as  in  paren- 
thesis, and  made  the  word  *'  that "  refer  to  the  butter,  which  melted  **  at  the  sweet 
tale  of  the  sun :"  still  a  difficulty  remains  in  the  words  "  at  the  sweet  tale,"  unless 
we  suppose  Titan  to  whisper  a  tale,  while  he  is  kissing  the  *'  dish  of  butter." 
Malone  would  make  out  an  allusion  to  Phaeton,  and  that  the  **  tale"  was  that  of 
the  destruction  of  the  ton  of  Titan.  No  explanation  can  perhaps  be  entirely  satis- 
factory.   Theobald  boldly  read  '<  pitifiil-hearted  butter:' 

9  —  there  is  nothing  but  roguery  to  be  found  in  villainous  man  :]  This  line  is 
given,  not  quoted,  in  the  PalladU  Tamia  of  Francis  Meres,  folio,  p.  281.  The 
work  was  printed  in  the  same  year  as  the  play  before  us. 
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coward. — Go  thy  ways,  old  Jack :  die  when  thou  wilt,  if 
manhood,  good  manhood,  be  not  forgot  upon  the  face  of  the 
earth,  then  am  I  a  shotten  herring.  There  live  not  three 
good  men  unhanged  in  England,  and  one  of  them  is  fat,  and 
grows  old :  God  help  the  while !  a  bad  world,  I  say.  I  would 
I  were  a  weaver;  I  could  sing  psalms  or  any  thing*.  A 
plague  of  all  cowards,  I  say  still. 

P.  Hen,  How  now,  wool-sack  !  what  mutter  you  P 

FaL  A  king's  son !  If  I  do  not  beat  thee  out  of  thy  king- 
dom with  a  dagger  of  lath,  and  drive  all  thy  subjects  afore 
thee  like  a  flock  of  wild  geese,  I'll  never  wear  hEur  on  my 
face  more.     You  prince  of  Wales ! 

P.  Hen.  Why,  you  whoreson  round  man,  what's  the 
matter? 

FaL  Are  you  not  a  coward P  answer  me  to  that:  and 
Poins  there  P 

Pains.  'Zounds  * !  ye  fat  paunch,  an  ye  call  me  coward,  I'll 
stab  thee. 

Fal.  I  call  thee  coward !  I'll  see  thee  damned  ere  I  call 
thee  coward ;  but  I  would  give  a  thousand  pound,  I  could  run 
as  fast  as  thou  canst.  You  are  straight  enough  in  the 
shoulders;  you  care  not  who  sees  your  back.  Call  you  that 
backing  of  your  friends P  A  plague  upon  such  backing! 
give  me  them  that  wiU  face  me.— Give  me  a  cup  of  sack:  I 
am  a  rogue,  if  I  drunk  to-day. 

P.  Hen.  0  villain !  thy  Ups  are  scarce  wiped  since  thou 
drunk'st  last. 

Fal.  All's  one  for  that.  [JZi?  drinks.']  A  plague  of  all  cowards, 
still  say  I. 

P.  Sen.  What's  the  matter  P 
•     Ibl.  What's  the  matter  P   there  be  four  of  us  here  have 
ta'en  a  thousand  poimd  this  day  morning '. 

P.  Sen.  Where  is  it,  Jack  P  where  is  it  ? 

1  —  I  could  sing  psalms  or  any  thing.]  This  is  the  text  of  the  4to»  1598,  and 
of  all  the  other  4to.  editions :  the  folio,  1623,  alters  it  to  "  I  could  sing  all  manner 
of  songs,"  as  Malone  says,  to  avoid  the  penalty  of  the  statate,  3  Jac.  I.  c.  21. 
Weavers,  according  to  authorities  of  the  time  (among  them  Shakespeare  hxmaelf) 
were  famous  for  singing,  and  Thomas  Deloney,  the  celebrated  ballad-writer,  was  a 
weaver :  see  *'  Memoirs  of  Shakespeare's  Actors,"  8vo,  1846,  p.  HO. 

*  Poim.  'Zounds !]     In  the  folio,  1623,  this  speech  (omitting  the  interjection) 
is  assigned  to  the  Prince,  a  misprint  which  first  found  its  way  into  the  4to,  1613, 
from  which  the  folio  was  reprinted. 
'  3  —  this  DAY  morning.]    So  the  first  two  4lo8,  according  to  the  phraseology  of 
the  time :  later  editions  omit  "  day." 
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FaL  Where  is  it !  taken  from  us  it  is :  a  hundred  upon 
poor  four  of  us  *. 

P.  Hen.  What,  a  himdred,  man  P 

FaL  I  am  a  rogue,  if  I  were  not  at  half-sword  with  a 
dozen  of  them  two  hours  together.  I  have  'scap'd  by  miracle. 
I  am  eight  times  thrust  through  the  doublet ;  four  through 
the  hose ;  my  buckler  cut  through  and  through ;  my  sword 
hacked  like  a  hand-saw  : — ecce  signum.  I  never  dealt  better 
since  I  was  a  man:  all  would  not  do.  A  plague  of  all 
•cowards ! — ^Let  them  speak :  if  they  speak  more  or  less  than 
truth,  they  are  villains,  and  the  sons  of  darkness. 

P.  Sen.  Speak,  sirs  :  how  was  it  *  P 

J3ard,  We  four  set  upon  some  dozen, — 

Fal,  Sixteen,  at  least,  my  lord. 

JSard,  And  boimd  them. 

Peto.  No,  no,  they  were  not  boimd. 

FaL  You  rogue,  they  were  bound,  every  man  of  them ;  or 
I  am  a  Jew  else,  an  Ebrew  Jew. 

Bard,  As  we  were  sharing,  some  six  or  seven  fresh  men 
set  upon  us, — 

FaL  And  unbound  the  rest,  and  then  come  in  the  other. 

P.  Hen.  What !  fought  ye  with  them  all  P 

FaL  All  P  I  know  not  what  ye  call  all ;  but  if  I  fought  not 
with  fifty  of  them,  I  am  a  bunch  of  radish :  if  there  were  not 
two  or  tliree  and  fifty  upon  poor  old  Jack,  then  am  I  no  two- 
legged  creature. 

P.  Sen,  Pray  God,  you  have  not  murdered  some  of  them  *. 

FaL  Nay,  that's  past  praying  for  :  I  have  peppered  two  of 
them :  two,  I  am  sure,  I  have  paid ;  two  rogues  in  buckram 
suits.  I  tell  thee  what,  Hal, — ^if  I  tell  thee  a  lie,  spit  in  my 
face,  call  me  horse.  Thou  knowest  my  old  ward  : — ^here  I  lay, 
and  thus  I  bore  my  point.  Four  rogues  in  buckram  let  drive 
at  me, — 

P.  Sen.  What  four  P  thou  saidst  but  two  even  now. 

*  A  hundred  upon  poor  four  of  us.]  So  all  the  old  copies.  Malone  and 
modem  editors  omit  **  of." 

'  P.  Hen,  Speak,  sirs :  how  was  it  ?]  In  the  4to.  editions  these  words  are 
erroneously  assigned  to  Gradshill,  and  Row.  stands  as  the  prefix  to  what  Bardolph 
ought  to  say.  We  haye  seen  hefore,  p.  330,  that  Rossill  was  inserted  in  the  text 
for  Bardolph. 

•  P,  Hen.  Pray  God,  you  have  not  murdered  some  of  them.]  This  Sjpeech  is 
given  in  all  the  4t08,  prior  to  that  of  1613,  to  the  Prince,  hut  the  4to.  1613, 
having  misprinted  Point  for  Prin,  the  folio  repeated  the  blunder,  and  modem 
editors  have  followed  the  folio. 
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FaL  Four,  Hal ;  I  told  thee  four. 

PotVw.  Ay,  ay,  he  said  four. 

Fal,  These  four  came  all  a-front,  and  mainly  thrust  at  me. 
I  made  me  no  more  ado,  but  took  all  their  seven  points  in  my 
target,  thus. 

P.  Sen.  Seven  P  why,  there  were  but  four  even  now. 

jFW.  In  buckram. 

Poins.  Ay,  four,  in  buckram  suits. 

FaL  Seven,  by  these  hilts,  or  I  am  a  villain  else. 

P.  Sen.  Pr'ythee,  let  him  alone  :  we  shall  have  more  anon. 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear  me,  Hal  P 

P.  Sen.  Ay,  and  mark  thee  too.  Jack. 

Fal.  Do  so,  for  it  is  worth  the  listening  to.  These  nine  in 
buckram,  that  I  told  thee  of, — 

P.  Sen.  So,  two  more  already. 

Fal.  Their  points  being  broken,— 

Poins.  Down  fell  their  hose  \ 

Fal.  Began  to  give  me  groimd ;  but  I  followed  me  dose, 
came  in,  foot  and  hand,  and,  with  a  thought,  seven  of  the 
eleven  I  paid. 

P.  Sen.  0  monstrous !  eleven  buckram  men  grown  out 
of  two. 

Fal.  But,  as  the  devil  would  have  it,  three  misbegotten 
knaves,  in  Kendal  green  *,  came  at  my  back  and  let  drive  at 
me ; — ^for  it  was  so  dark,  Hal,  that  thou  couldst  not  see  thy 
hand. 

P.  Sen.  These  lies  are  like  the  father  that  begets  them ; 
gross  as  a  mountain ;  open,  palpable.  Why,  thou  clay-brained 
guts,  thou  knotty-pated  fool,  thou  whoreson,  obscene,  greasy 
tallow-keech  *, — 

Fal.  What!  art  thou  madP  art  thou  madP  is  not  the 
truth,  the  truth  P 

P.  Sen.  Why,  how  couldst  thou  know  these  men  in 
Kendal  green,  when  it  was  so  dark  thou  couldst  not   see 

'  Down  fell  their  hose.]  See  **  The  Winter's  Tale/'  A.  iy.  sc.  3:  their  hose 
fell  down  because  the  points,  t.  e.  the  hkces  (with  metal  poinit)  broke.  Falstaff 
uses  "  points  "  in  one  sense,  and  Poins  in  another. 

*  —  in  Kendal  green,]  t.  e.  Green  cloth  made  at  Kendal  in  Westmoreland, 
£smous  of  old  for  the  manufacture,  and  often  mentioned. 

*  —  greasy  tallow- kkech,]  In  the  old  copies  it  is  printed  tallow-ea/cA,  but  it 
is  probably  meant  for  *'  tallow-keech."  Percy  informs  us  that  a  keeeh  of  tallow 
is  the  fiat  of  an  ox,  or  cow,  rolled  up  by  the  butcher  in  a  round  lump,  in  order  to 
be  carried  to  the  chandler.  It  is  the  proper  word  in  use  now.  In  *'  Henry  IV.f 
Part  II.,"  A.  ii.  sc.  1,  a  butcher's  wife  is  called  "dame  JTeecA." 
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thy  hand  P  come,  tell  us  your  reason :  what  sayest  thou 
to  this? 

Poins.  Come,  your  reason,  Jack,  your  reason. 

FaL  What,  upon  compulsion  P  No ;  were  I  at  the  strap- 
pado *,  or  all  the  racks  in  the  world,  I  would  not  tell  you  on 
compulsion.  GKve  you  a  reason  on  compulsion !  if  reasons 
were  as  plenty  as  blackberries,  I  would  give  no  man  a  reason 
upon  compulsion,  I. 

P.  Sen.  I'M  be  no  longer  guilty  of  this  sin :  this  sanguine 
coward,  this  bed-presser,  this  horse-back-breaker,  this  huge 
hiUofflesh;— 

FaL  Away,  you  starveling,  you  eel-skin ',  you  dried  neat's- 
tongue,  bull's  pizzle,  you  stock-fish, — O,  for  breath  to  utter 
what  is  like  thee ! — ^you  tailor's  yard,  you  sheath,  you  bow- 
case,  you  vile  standing  tuck ; — 

P.  Hen.  Well,  breathe  awhile,  and  then  to  it  again ;  and 
when  thou  hast  tired  thyself  in  base  comparisons,  hear  me 
speak  but  this. 

Pains.  Mark,  Jack. 

P.  Hen.  We  two  saw  you  four  set  on  four,  and  bind  them ", 
and  were  masters  of  their  wealth. — Mark  now,  how  plain  a 
tale  shall  put  you  down. — Then  did  we  two  set  on  you  four, 
and,  with  a  word,  out-faced  you  from  your  prize,  and  have  it ; 
yea,  and  can  show  it  you  here  in  the  house. — ^And,  Falstaff, 
you  carried  your  guts  away  as  nimbly,  with  as  quick  dexterity, 
and  roared  for  mercy,  and  still  ran  and  roared,  as  ever  I  heard 
bull-calf.  What  a  slave  art  thou,  to  hack  thy  sword  as  thou 
hast  done,  and  then  say,  it  was  in  fight !  What  trick,  what 
device,  what  starting-hole,  canst  thou  now  find  out,  to  hide 
thee  from  this  open  and  apparent  shame  P 

Poins.  Come,  let's  hear.  Jack :  what  trick  hast  thou  now  P 

*  No ;  were  I  at  the  8Tra.ppa.do,]  The  punishment  of  the  strappado  (often 
alluded  to  by  writers  of  the  time)  is  thus  described  in  a  passage  quoted  by 
Steevens  : — **  The  ttrappado  is  when  the  person  is  drawn  up  to  his  height,  and 
then  suddenly  to  let  him  fall  half  way  with  a  jerk,  which  not  only  breaketh  his 
arms  to  pieces,  but  also  shaketh  all  his  joints  out  of  joint ;  which  punishment  is 
better  to  be  hanged,  than  for  a  man  to  undergo."  Randle  Holme's  "  Academy  of 
Arms  and  Blazon,''  B.  iii.  ch.  vii.  p.  310. 

*  Away,  you  starveling,  you  BEL-skin,]  The  old  copies  have  "  e(/'.skin,"  whidi 
Johnson  would  preserve,  but  '*  eel-fHsm  **  is  much  more  probable,  and  Shakespeare 
himself  mentions  eel-skins  in  **  King  John  "  (see  this  VoL  p.  129).  Hanmer  and 
Warburton  were  both  in  favour  of  "  eel-sldn." 

*  —  AND  BIND  them,]  In  the  old  copies  "  and  bound  them."  Pope  altered 
'*  and  "  to  you,  which  the  printer  could  hardly  mistake,  but  he  might  easily  raad 
bound  for  **  bind/'  and  vice  vend. 
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Fal.  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye  *,  as  well  as  lie  that  made  ye. 
— ^Why,  hear  ye,  my  masters  :  was  it  for  me  to  kill  the  heir 
apparent  P  Should  I  turn  upon  the  true  prince  P  Why,  thou 
knowest,  I  am  as  valiant  as  Hercules ;  but  beware  instinct : 
the  lion  will  not  touch  the  true  prince.  Instinct  is  a  great 
matter ;  I  was  a  coward  on  instinct.  I  shall  think  the  better 
of  myself  and  thee,  during  my  life ;  I,  for  a  valiant  lion,  and 
thou  for  a  true  prince. — But,  by  the  Lord,  lads,  I  am  glad  you 
have  the  money. — Hostess,  clap  to  the  doors :  watch  to-night, 
pray  to-morrow.-^-Gallants,  lads,  boys,  hearts  of  gold,  all  the 
titles  of  good  fellowship  come  to  you !  What,  shall  we  be 
merry  P  shall  we  have  a  play  extempore  P 

P.  Hen.  Content ; — and  the  argument  shall  be,  thy  running 
away. 

Fal.  Ah !  no  more  of  that,  Hal,  an  thou  lovest  me. 

JEnter  Hostess. 

Host.  0  Jesu  !     My  lord  the  prince, — 

P.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lady  the  hostess !  what  say^st  thou 
to  mep 

Host.  Marry,  my  lord,  there  is  a  nobleman  of  the  court  at 
door  would  speak  with  you:  he  says,  he  comes  from  your 
fSather. 

P.  Hm.  Give  him  as  much  as  wiU  make  him  aroyalman', 
and  send  him  back  again  to  my  mother. 

Fal.  What  manner  of  man  is  he  P 

Host.  An  old  man. 

Fal.  What  doth  gravity  out  of  his  bed  at  midnight  ? — Shall 
I  give  him  his  answer  P 

P.  Hen.  Pr'ythee,  do.  Jack. 

Fal.  'Faith,  and  I'll  send  him  packing.  [Emt. 

P.  Hen.  Now,  sirs ;  by'r  lady,  you  fought  fair  * ; — so  did 

«  By  the  Lord,  I  knew  ye,]  The  folio,  1623,  omits  "  By  the  Lord :''  it  is  found 
in  all  the  4t08.  The  same  thing  occurs  again  just  afterwards ;  but  these  matters  in 
the  folio  seem  goyemed  by  no  rule,  as  if  the  Master  of  the  Revels  had  been  merely 
arbitrary  in  his  corrections. 

*  Giye  him  as  much  as  will  make  him  a  rotal  man,]  The  hostess  has  pre- 
viously called  the  messenger  a  nobleman :  the  joke  lies  in  the  difference  between 
the  coins,  a  royai,  which  was  10«.,  and  a  nobUt  which  was  only  6t.  Bd.  Probably 
Prince  Henry  meant  also  that  the  Hostess  was  to  make  the  messenger  royally 
drunk,  and  then  send  him  to  the  queen. 

•  Now.  sirs ;  by'r  lady,  you  fought  fair ;]  The  folio,  1623,  omits  **  by'r  lady." 
In  the  next  speech  of  Prince  Henry  it  omits  **  Faith,"  which  is,  nevertheless, 
retained  just  above.  In  a  subsequent  speech  by  Falstaff, ''  by'r  lady  "  is  preserved 
in  the  foUo,  as  if  it  were  unobjectionable. 
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you,  Peto ; — so  did  you,  Bardolph :  you  are  lions  too,  you  ran 
away  upon  instinct,  you  will  not  touch  the  true  prince,  no ; — 
fie! 

Bard.  'Faith,  I  ran  when  I  saw  others  run. 

P.  Hen.  'Faith,  tell  me  now  in  earnest :  how  came  FalstaflCs 
sword  so  hacked  P 

Peto.  Why,  he  hacked  it  with  his  dagger,  and  said,  he 
would  swear  truth  out  of  England,  but  he  would  make  you 
belieye  it  was  done  in  fight ;  and  persuaded  us  to  do  the  like. 

Bard.  Yea,  and  to  tickle  our  noses  with  spear  grass,  to  make 
them  bleed ;  and  then  to  beslubber  our  garments  with  it,  and 
to  swear  it  was  the  blood  of  true  men.  I  did  that  I  did  not 
this  seven  year  before;  I  blushed  to  hear  his  monstrous 
devices. 

P.  Hen.  0  villain  !  thou  stolest  a  cup  of  sack  eighteen  years 
ago,  and  wert  taken  with  the  manner,  and  ever  since  thou 
hast  blushed  extempore.  Thou  hadst  fire  and  sword  on  thy 
side,  and  yet  thou  ran'st  away :  what  instinct  hadst  thou  for 
itP 

Bard.  My  lord,  do  you  see  these  meteors  P  do  you  behold 
these  exhalations  P 

P.  Hen.  I  do. 

Bard.  What  think  you  they  portend  P 

P.  Hen.  Hot  livers  and  cold  purses. 

Bard.  Choler,  my  lord,  if  rightly  taken. 

P.  Hen.  No,  if  rightly  taken,  halter. 

Re-enter  Falstaff. 

Here  comes  lean  Jack;  here  comes  bare-bone.  How  now, 
my  sweet  creature  of  bombast ' !  How  long  is't  ago.  Jack, 
since  thou  sawest  thine  own  knee  P 

Fal.  My  own  knee  P  when  I  was  about  thy  years,  Hal,  I 
was  not  an  eagle's  talon  in  the  waist;  I  could  have  crept 
into  any  alderman's  thimib-ring:  a  plague  of  sighing  and 
grief !  it  blows  a  man  up  like  a  bladder.  There's  villainous 
news  abroad :  here  was  sir  John  Bracy  from  your  father ;  you 
must  to  the  court  in  the  morning.  That  same  mad  fellow  of 
the  north,  Percy  ;  and  he  of  Wales,  that  gave  Amaimon  the 
bastinado,  and  made  Lucifer  cuckold,  and  swore  the  devil  his 

^  -^  my  sweet  creature  of  bombast!]  "Bombast''  was  ootton-wool;  and 
aooording  to  Steevens,  Gerard  in  his  **  Herbal ''  calls  the  cotton-tree  the  bombatt^ 
tree.     It  was  used,  as  well  as  horse-hair,  to  staff  ont  the  dress  of  both  sexes. 
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true  liegeman  upon  the  cross  of  a  Welch  hook, — ^what,  a 
plague,  call  you  him  P — 

Poins.  0 !  Glendower. 

Fal.  Owen,  Owen;  the  same; — and  his  son-in-law, 
Mortimer ;  and  old  Northimiborland ;  and  that  sprightly  Scot 
of  Scots,  Douglaa,  that  runs  o'  horseback  up  a  hill  perpen- 
dicular. 

P.  Hen.  He  that  rides  at  high  speed,  and  with  his  pistol 
kills  a  sparrow  flying. 

Fal.  You  have  hit  it. 

P.  Sen.  So  did  he  never  the  sparrow. 

Fal.  Well,  that  rascal  hath  good  mettle  in  him  ;  he  will  not 
run. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  what  a  rascal  art  thou,  then,  to  praise  him 
so  for  running  P 

Fal.  O'  horseback,  ye  cuckoo !  but,  afoot,  he  will  not  budge 
a  foot. 

P.  Hen.  Yes,  Jack,  upon  instinct. 

Fal.  I  grant  ye,  upon  instinct. — ^Well,  he  is  there  too, 
and  one  Mordake,  and  a  thousand  blue-caps  more.  Worcester 
is  stolen  away  to-night;  thy  father's  beard  is  turned  white 
with  the  news.  You  may  buy  land  now  as  cheap  as  stinking 
mackarel. 

P.  Hen.  Why  then,  it  is  like,  if  there  come  a  hot  Jime  •, 
and  this  civil  buffeting  hold,  we  shall  buy  maidenheads  as 
they  buy  hob-nails,  by  the  hundreds. 

Fal.  By  the  mass,  lad,  thou  sayest  true ;  it  is  like,  we  shall 
have  good  trading  that  way. — ^But,  tell  me,  Hal,  art  thou  not 
horribly  afcard  P  thou  being  heir  apparent,  could  the  world 
pick  thee  out  three  such  enemies  again,  as  that  fiend  Douglas, 
that  spirit  Percy,  and  that  devil  Glendower  P  Art  thou  not 
horribly  afraid  P  doth  not  thy  blood  thrill  at  it  P 

P.  Hen.  Not  a  whit,  i'faith :  I  lack  some  of  thy  instinct. 

Fal.  Well,  thou  wilt  be  horribly  chid  to-morrow,  when 
thou  comest  to  thy  father  :  if  thou  love  me,  practise  an  answer. 

P.  Hen.  Do  thou  stand  for  my  father,  and  examine  me 
upon  the  particulars  of  my  life. 

Fal.  Shall  I P  content. — ^This  chair  shall  be  my  state,  this 
dagger  my  sceptre,  and  this  cushion  my  crown. 

P.  Heti.  Thy  state  is  taken  for  a  joint-stool,  thy  golden 

'  —  if  there  come  a  hot  June,]  So  both  the  earliest  4t08 :  the  fblioi  following 
the  corrupt  reading  of  the  later  4tos,  has  Sun  for  <'  June." 


364  FIRST  PART  OF  [aCT  II. 

sceptre  for  a  leaden  dagger,  and  thy  precious  rich  crown  for  a 
pitifiil  bald  crown ! 

FaL  Well,  an  the  fire  of  grace  be  not  quite  out  of  thee,  now 
shalt  thou  be  moved. — Give  me  a  cup  of  sack,  to  make  mine 
eyes  look  red,  that  it  may  be  thought  I  have  wept ;  for  I  must 
speak  in  passion,  and  I  wiU  do  it  in  king  Cambyses'  vein '. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  here  is  my  leg '. 

FaL  And  here  is  my  speech. — Stand  aside,  nobility. 

Host,  O,  JesU !  this  is  excellent  sport,  i'faith. 

FaL  Weep  not,  sweet  queen,  for  trickling  tears  are  vain. 

Host.  0,  the  father !  how  he  holds  his  countenance. 

Fal.  For  God's  sake,  lords,  convey  my  tristfiil  queen  *, 
For  tears  do  stop  the  flood-gates  of  her  eyes. 

Host.  O,  Jesu !  he  doth  it  as  like  one  of  these  harlotry 
players  as  ever  I  see. 

FaL  Peace,  good  pint-pot !  peace,  good  tickle-brain " ! — 
Harry,  I  do  not  only  marvel  where  thou  spendest  thy  time, 
but  also  how  thou  £ui:  accompanied :  for  though  the  camomile, 
the  more  it  is  trodden  on,  the  faster  it  grows,  so  youth  *,  the 
more  it  is  wasted,  the  sooner  it  wears.  That  thou  art  my  son, 
I  have  partly  thy  mother's  word,  partly  my  own  opinion ;  but 
chiefly,  a  villainous  trick  of  thine  eye,  and  a  foolish  hanging 
of  thy  nether  lip,  that  doth  warrant  me.  If,  then,. thou  be 
son  to  me,  here  lies  the  point — ^why,  being  son  to  me,  art  thou 
so  pointed  at?  Shall  the  blessed  sun  of  heaven  prove  a 
micher*,  and  eat  blackberries  P  a  question  not  to  be  asked. 
Shall  the  son  of  England  prove  a  thief,  and  take  purses  P  a 

*  —  king  Cambyses'  vein.]  The  allosion  is  to  a  play  called  ''  A  Lamentable 
Tragedy,  mixed  ful  of  Pleasant  Mirth,  conteyning  the  life  of  Cambitet,  King  of 
Persia/'  by  Thomas  Preston,  printed  by  John  Allde,  n.  d.  In  the  "Revds 
Accounts/'  by  P.  Cunningham,  Esq.,  ])rinted  by  the  Shakespeare  Society,  the 
curious  fact  (preTiously  conjectured)  has  beoi  ascertained,  that  Thomas  FVeston 
reodyed  an  annuity  of  Twenty  Pounds  a  year  from  Elizabeth  for  acting  in  the  play 
of  *'  Dido,''  represented  before  her  in  1564.     See  Introd.  p.  xiz. 

^  Well,  here  is  my  leg.]  i.  e.  My  obeisance  to  my  father. 

s  —  iQy  TRISTFUL  queen,]  All  the  old  copies,  truttfui.  Corrected  by  Rowe, 
and  it  is  altered  to  "  tristful "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

'  —  peace,  good  ticklb-brain  !]  *'  Tickle-brain,"  from  several  authoritiee  of 
the  time,  appears  to  have  been  a  species  of  liquor. 

4  —  80  youth,]  The  folio  and  the  later  4tos.  read  "  yet  youth,"  and  thus  spoil 
in  some  degree  the  non-appropriateness  of  the  simile,  in  which  the  joke  may  be 
aaid  to  consist. 

*  —  prove  a  micher,]  t.  e.  Truant ;  to  mieh  is  to  lurk  out  of  tight.  **  The 
allusion,"  says  Johnson,  **is  to  a  truant  boy,  who,  unwilling  to  go  to  school,  and 
afraid  to  go  home,  lurks  in  the  fields,  and  picks  wild  fruits."  We  refrain  from 
quoting  innumerable  authorities. 
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question  to  be  asked.  There  Is  a  thing,  Hany,  wliicli  thou 
hast  often  heard  of,  and  it  ia  known  to  many  in  our  land  by 
the  name  of  pitch :  this  pitch,  as  ancient  writers  do  report, 
doth  defile :  so  doth  the  company  thou  keepest ;  for,  Harry, 
now  I  do  not  speak  to  thee  in  drink,  but  in  tears;  not  in 
pleasure,  but  in  passion ;  not  in  words  only,  but  in  woes  also. 
— And  yet  there  is  a  virtuous  man,  whom  I  have  often  noted 
in  thy  company,  but  I  know  not  his  name. 

P.  Sen.  What  manner  of  man,  an  it  like  your  majesty  P 

Fal.  A  goodly  portly  man ',  i'  faith,  and  a  corpulent ;  of  a 
cheerftd  look,  a  pleasing  eye,  and  a  most  noble  carriage ;  and, 
as  I  think,  his  age  some  fifty,  or,  by'r  lady,  inclining  to  three- 
score ;  and  now  I  remember  me,  his  name  ia  Falstaff:  if  that 
man  should  be  lewdly  given,  he  deceiveth  me  ;  for,  Harry,  I 
see  virtue  in  his  looks.  If  then  the  tree  may  be  known  by 
the  fruit,  as  the  fruit  by  the  tree,  then  peremptorily  I  speak  it, 
there  is  virtue  in  that  Falstaff:  him  keep  with,  the  rest  banish. 
And  tell  me,  now,  thou  naughty  varlet,  tell  me,  where  hast 
thou  been  this  month  P 

P.  Hen.  Dost  thou  speak  like  a  king  P  Do  thou  stand  for 
me,  and  I'll  play  my  father. 

Fal.  Depose  me !  if  thou  dost  it  half  so  gravely,  so  majesti- 
cally, both  in  word  and  matter,  hang  me  up  by  the  heels  for 
a  rabbit-sucker ',  or  a  poulter's  hare. 

P.  Sen.  WeU,  here  I  am  set.  \^They  cluinge  places. 

Fal.  And  here  I  stand. — Judge,  my  masters. 

P.  Sen.  Now,  Harry !  whence  come  you  P 

Fal.  My  noble  lord,  from  Eastcheap. 

P.  Sen.  The  complaints  I  hear  of  thee  are  grievous. 

Fal.  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  false*. — ^Nay,  I'll  tickle 
thee  for  a  young  prince,  i'  faith. 

P.  Sen.  Swearest  thou,  ungracious  boy  P  henceforth  ne'er 
look  on  me.  Thou  art  violently  carried  away  from  grace : 
there  is  a  devil  haimts  thee,  in  the  likeness  of  a  fat  old  man : 
a  tun  of  man  is  thy  companion.     Why  dost  thou  converse 

'  A  oooDLT  portly  maD,]  So  the  4to8.  and  folios;  but  Malone  and  some 
modern  editors  have  good  for  *'  goodly/'  as  if  Falstaff  here  referred  to  the  virtues 
for  which  he  had  just  before  given  himself  credit,  when  he  is  only  speaking  of  his 
personal  appearance. 

'  —  for  a  RABBIT-8UCKBR,]  I.  *.  A  sucking-rabbit,  as  Steevens  has  shown  by  a 
variety  of  quotations  which  we  avoid  repeating. 

•  'Sblood,  my  lord,  they  are  false :]  The  folio  softened  this  oath  into  r  faith, 
which  made  the  Prince's  subsequent  reproof  almost  inapplicable,  and  rendered 
necessary  the  omission  of  **  V  faith  "  at  the  end  of  the  speech. 
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with  that  trunk  of  humours,  that  bolting-hutch  of  beastli- 
ness*, that  swoln  parcel  of  dropsies,  that  huge  bombard  of 
sack  *^  that  stuffed  cloak-bag  of  guts,  that  roasted  Manning- 
tree-ox  *  with  the  pudding  in  his  belly,  that  reverend  vice, 
that  grey  iniquity,  that  father  ruffian,  that  vanity  in  years  P 
Wherein  is  he  good,  but  to  taste  sack  and  drink  it  P  wherein 
neat  and  cleanly,  but  to  carve  a  capon  and  eat  it  P  wherein 
cunning,  but  in  craft  P  wherein  crafty,  but  in  villainy  P  wherein 
villainous,  but  in  all  things  P  wherein  worthy,  but  in  nothing  P 

Fal.  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you ' ;  whom 
means  your  grace  P 

P.  Heti.  That  villainous  abominable  misleader  of  youth, 
Falstaff,  that  old  white-bearded  Satan. 

Fal.  My  lord,  the  man  I  know. 

P.  Sen.  I  know  thou  dost. 

Fal.  But  to  say,  I  know  more  harm  in  him  than  in  myself, 
were  to  say  more  than  I  know.  That  he  is  old,  the  more  the 
pity,  his  white  hairs  do  witness  it :  but  that  he  is,  saving  your 
reverence,  a  whoremaster,  that  I  utterly  deny.  If  sack  and 
sugar  be  a  fault,  God  help  the  wicked !  If  to  be  old  and 
merry  be  a  sin,  then  many  an  old  host  that  I  know  is  damned : 
if  to  be  fat  be  to  be  hated,  then  Pharaoh's  lean  kine  are  to  be 
loved.  No,  my  good  lord :  banish  Peto,  banish  Bardolph, 
banish  Poins ;  but  for  sweet  Jack  Falstaff,  kind  Jack  Falstaff, 
true  Jack  Falstaff,  valiant  Jack  Falstaff,  and,  therefore  more 
valiant,  being,  as  he  is,  old  Jack  Falstaff,  banish  not  him  thy 
Harry's  company,  banish  not  him  thy  Harry's  company: 
banish  plump  Jack,  and  banish  all  the  world. 

P.  Sen.  I  do,  I  will.  [-4  knocking  heard. 

{^Exeunt  Sosteas  and  Bardolph. 

•  —  that  30LTIN0-HUTCH  of  beastliness,]  A  "  bolting-hutch,"  aooording  to 
Steepens,  is  the  lai^  wooden  receptacle  into  which  meal  is  bolted  or  sifted.  For 
*'  tmnk  of  hamours  **  jost  before,  the  corr.  fo.  1632  has  **  hulk  of  homours.'' 

^^  —  that  huge  bombard  of  sack,]  A  **  bombard  **  is  used  by  Ben  Jonson  and 
others,  as  well  as  by  Shakespeare,  for  a  large  barrel.  Heywood,  in  his  **  Philoco- 
thonista,"  1635,  speaks  of  *'  the  great  black-jacks  and  bombards  of  the  court,"  as 
large  leathern  vessels  out  of  which  people  used  to  drink. 

^  —  that  roasted  Manningtree-ox]  Probably  an  allusion  to  the  roasting  of 
an  ox  at  Manningtree  fair,  which  was  held,  as  Nash,  Heywood,  Dekker,  and  otiiers 
inform  us,  by  exhibiting  a  species  of  stage-play  called  '*  morals,"  or  **  moralities," 
annually.  This  brings  to  the  mind  of  the  Prince  the  Vice  and  Iniquity ^  &c.  cha- 
racters in  those  plays. 

•  I  would  your  grace  would  take  me  with  you :]  t.  *.  Let  me  understand  you; 
or,  as  Johnson  explains  it,  *<go  no  fiEtster  than  I  can  follow.''  The  phrase  is  of 
perpetual  occurrence. 
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Re-enter  Bardolph,  running. 

Bard.  0 !  my  lord,  my  lord !  the  sheriff,  with  a  most 
monstrous  watch,  is  at  the  door. 

FaL  Out,  you  rogue !  play  out  the  play :  I  have  much  to 
say  in  the  behalf  of  that  Faktaff. 

Re-enter  Hostess. 

Host.  0  Jesu !  my  lord,  my  lord ! — 

P.  Hen.  Heigh,  heigh !  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle-stick  •. 
What's  the  matter  P 

Host.  The  sheriff  and  all  the  watch  are  at  the  door :  they 
are  come  to  search  the  house.     Shall  I  let  them  in  P 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal  P  never  call  a  true  piece  of  gold  a 
coimterfeit :  thou  art  essentially  mad,  without  seeming  so  ^. 

P.  Hen.  And  thou  a  natural  coward,  without  instinct. 

Fal.  I  deny  your  major.  If  you  will  deny  the  sheriff,  so ; 
if  not,  let  him  enter :  if  I  become  not  a  cart  as  well  as  another 
man,  a  plague  on  my  bringing  up !  I  hope  I  shall  as  soon 
be  strangled  with  a  halter  as  another. 

P.  Hen.  Go,  hide  thee  behind  the  arras : — ^the  rest  walk  up 
above.  Now,  my  masters,  for  a  true  face,  and  good  conscience. 

Fal.  Both  which  I  have  had;  but  their  date  is  out,  and 
therefore  I'll  hide  me.     [Exeunt  all  but  the  Prince  and  Peto  '. 

P.  Hen.  Call  in  the  sheriff. 


'  —  the  devil  rides  upon  a  fiddle-stick.]  Probably  this  proverbial  expression 
had  its  origin  in  the  dislike  of  the  Puritans  to  music  and  dancing.  In  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher's  "  Humorous  Lieutenant/'  as  quoted  hj  Steevens,  we  meet  with 
"  the  fiend  rides  upon  a  fiddlestick." 

^  —  thou  art  essentially  mad,  without  seeming  so.]  Falstaff,  instead  of  being 
alarmed  by  the  arrival  of  the  Sheriff  and  watch,  maintains  his  self-possession,  con- 
tinues his  self-vindication,  asserts  that  he  is  ''a  true  piece  of  gold ''  and  no 
"  counterfeit,"  and  adds  that  Prince  Henry  is  "  essentiiUly  mad "  not  to  esteem 
him  at  his  real  value.  **  Mad  "  is  made  in  the  old  editions,  two  words  not  un- 
frequently  confounded  by  old  printers.  See  "  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  ▼.  sc  2. 
VoL  ii.  p.  162,  «'  The  Winter's  Tale,"  A.  iii.  sc.  3,  this  Vol.  p.  61,  &c. 

*  Exeunt  all  but  the  Prince  and  Peto.]  There  is  no  stage-direction  here  in  the 
4to8,  and  the  folio  has  only  **  Exit."  The  modem  editors  have  retained  Poins  on 
the  stage  with  the  Prince,  and  it  is  to  be  admitted  that  Poins  has  generally  been 
his  companion ;  but  in  this  instance  it  is  quite  clear  that  Peto  remains ;  for  in  the 
4to.  and  folio  editions,  after  the  Sheriff  and  Carrier  have  retired,  the  conversation 
respecting  the  contents  of  Falstaff's  pockets  is  entirely  between  the  Prince  and 
Peto,  to  whom  the  Prince  afterwards  wishes  good  morrow  by  name,  nothing  being 
■aid  about  Poins.    We  therefore  without  scruple  restore  the  old  reading. 
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JEnter  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

Now,  master  sheriff,  what's  your  will  with  me  P 

Sher.  First,  pardon  me,  my  lord.     A  hue  and  cry 
Hath  follow'd  certain  men  unto  this  house. 

P.  Ren.  What  men  P 

Sher.  One  of  them  is  well  known,  my  gracious  lord ; 
A  gross  fat  man. 

Car.  As  fat  as  butter. 

P.  Sen.  The  man,  I  do  assure  you,  is  not  here, 
For  I  myself  at  this  time  have  employed  him. 
And,  sheriff,  I  will  engage  my  word  to  thee. 
That  I  will,  by  to-morrow  dinner-time. 
Send  him  to  answer  thee,  or  any  man. 
For  any  thing  he  shall  be  charged  withal : 
And  so,  let  me  entreat  you,  leave  the  house. 

Sher.  I  will,  my  lord.     There  are  two  gentlemen 
Have  in  this  robbery  lost  three  hundred  marks. 

P.  Hen.  It  may  be  so :  if  he  have  robb'd  these  men. 
He  shall  be  answerable ;  and  so,  farewell. 

Sher.  Good  night,  my  noble  lord. 

P.  Hen.  I  think  it  is  good  morrow,  is  it  not  P 

Sher.  Indeed,  my  lord,  I  think  it  be  two  o'clock. 

[Exeunt  Sheriff  and  Carrier. 

P.  Hen.  This  oily  rascal  is  known  as  well  as  Paul's.     Go, 
call  him  forth. 

Peto.  Falstaff ! — ^fast  asleep  behind  the  arras,  and  snorting 
like  a  horse. 

P.  Hen.  Hark,  how  hard  he  fetches  breath.     Search  his 
pockets.  [Peto  8earche8.'\  What  hast  thou  foimd  P 

Peto.  Nothing  but  papers,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  Let's  see  what  they  be :  read  them. 

Peto.  [Reads.']  Item,  A  capon, 2s.  2d. 

Item,  Sauce, 4d. 

Item,  Sack,  two  gallons, 5^.  8(f. 

Item,  Anchovies,  and  sack  after  supper,  •  .  .  ,  2s.  Qd. 
Item,  Bread, o6  *. 

P.  Hen.  O  monstrous !  but  one  half-pennjrworth  of  bread 
to  this  intolerable  deal  of  sack ! — ^What  there  is  else,  keep 

'  IteiDy  Bread, 06.]     So  all  the  old  copies ;  and  ob.  for 

obolum,  was  the  muTeraal  mode,  at  that  time,  of  writing  a  half-penny.  In  his 
note  upon  this  point  Mr.  Singer  quotes  as  from  a  letter  to  Cardinal  Pole  in  1506. 
There  must  be  some  mistake,  for  Pole  had  then  been  dead  about  aght  years. 
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close :  we'll  read  it  at  more  advantage.  There  let  him  sleep 
till  day.  I'U  to  the  court  in  the  morning :  we  must  all  to 
the  wars,  and  thy  place  shall  be  honourable.  I'll  procure 
this  fat  rogue  a  charge  of  foot ;  and,  I  know,  his  death  will 
be  a  march  of  twelve-score '.  The  money  shall  be  paid  back 
again  with  advantage.  Be  with  me  betimes  in  the  morning ; 
and  so  good  morrow,  Peto. 

Peto.  Good  morrow,  good  my  lord.  [Exeunt, 


ACT  in.    SCENE  I. 

Bangor.     A  Boom  in  the  Archdeacon's  House. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Mortimer,  and  Qlendower. 

Mort.  These  promises  are  fair,  the  parties  sure, 
And  our  induction  *  full  of  prosperous  hope. 

Hot.  Lord  Mortimer,  and  cousin  Glendower,  will  you  sit 
down  ? — And,  uncle  Worcester. — ^A  plague  upon  it !  I  have 
forgot  the  map. 

Glend.  No,  here  it  is. 

Sit,  cousin  Percy ;  sit,  good  cousin  Hotspur ; 
For  by  that  name 

As  oft  as  Lancaster  doth  speak  of  you. 
His  cheek  looks  pale,  and  with  a  rising  sigh 
He  wisheth  you  in  heaven. 

Hot.  And  you  in  heU, 

As  oft  as  he  hears  Owen  Glendower  spoke  of. 

Glend.  I  cannot  blame  him :  at  my  nativity, 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes. 
Of  burning  cressets  • ;  and  at  my  birth, 

'  —  a  MARCH  of  twelve-score.]  The  folio,  after  the  later  4to8,  reads  match ; 
bat  the  first  and*  second  4tos.  have  it  correctly,  **  march."  The  printer  of  the  4to, 
1608,  was  possibly  misled  by  the  fact,  that  in  archery  matches,  "twelve-score  ** 
yards  was  a  very  usual  distance.  The  meaning  (not  understood  by  some  editors) 
is  that  a  march  even  of  the  distance  at  which  archers  ordinarily  shot  would  be 
sufficient  to  kill  Falstaff. 

*  And  our  induction]  t.  e.  Entrance^  commencement ^  or  what  we  now  commonly 
call  introduction. 

*  Of  burning  cressets  ;]  Cressets  and  cresset-lights  are  often  mentioned :  they 
were  used  for  beacons,  and  sometimes  instead  of  torches  to  light  processions,  See. 
They  had  their  name  from  crottsettCy  Fr.,  because  the  fire  was  often  placed  upon  a 
little  cross. 

VOL.  III.  B  b 
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The  frame  and  huge  foundation  *  of  the  earth 
Shak'd  like  a  coward. 

Hot,  Why,  so  it  would  have  done  at  the  same  season,  if 
your  mother^s  cat  had  but  kitten'd,  though  yourself  had  never 
been  bom '. 

Glend,  I  say,  the  earth  did  shake  when  I  was  bom. 

Hot.  And  I  say  the  earth  was  not  of  my  mind. 
If  you  suppose  as  fearing  you  it  shook. 

Glend.  The  heavens  were  all  on  fire ;  the  earth  did  tremble. 

Hot.  O  !  then  the  earth  shook  to  see  the  heavens  on  fire, 
And  not  in  fear  of  your  nativity. 
Diseased  nature  oftentimes  breaks  forth 
In  strange  eruptions :  oft  the  teeming  earth 
Is  with  a  kind  of  colic  pinch'd  and  vex'd 
By  the  imprisoning  of  imruly  wind 
Within  her  womb ;  which,  for  enlargement  striving. 
Shakes  the  old  beldame  earth,  and  topples  down 
Steeples,  and  moss-grown  towers.     At  your  birth. 
Our  grandam  earth,  having  this  distemperature. 
In  passion  shook. 

Glend.  Cousin,  of  many  men 

I  do  not  bear  these  crossings.     Give  me  leave 
To  te^  you  once  again, — ^that  at  my  birth. 
The  front  of  heaven  was  full  of  fiery  shapes ; 
The  goats  ran  from  the  mountains,  and  the  herds 
Were  strangely  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields '. 
These  signs  have  mark'd  me  extraordinary, 
And  all  the  courses  of  my  life  do  show, 
I  am  not  in  the  roll  of  common  men. 
Where  is  he  living,— clipp'd  in  with  the  sea 
That  chides  the  banks  of  England,  Scotland,  Wales, — 
Which  calls  me  pupil,  or  hath  read  to  me  P 
And  bring  him  out,  that  is  but  woman's  son, 
Can  trace  me  in  the  tedious  ways  of  art, 
And  hold  me  pace  in  deep  experiments.  , 

Hot.  I  think,  there  is  no  man  speaks  better.  Welsh. 
I'll  to  dinner. 

>  — and  HUGE  foandation]  "Huge*'  is  only  found  in  the  4to,  1598,  93aA^ 
pocribly,  from  thence  transferred  to  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

'  —  though  yourself  had  never  been  bom.]  This  and.  preceding  speeches 
by  Hotspur,  are  printed  as  prose  in  all  the  old  copies,  and  it  is  not  easy  to  make 
any  thing  like  verso  of  them.    The  measure  is  elsewhere  irregular.  * 

s  ~  clamorous  to  the  frighted  fields.]  It  is  "  in  the  firighted  fields  "  in  the 
oovr.  fb.  1632,  but  the  change  is,  at  all  events,  needless. 
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Mort  Peace,  cousin  Percy !  you  will  make  him  mad. 

Gland.  I  can  call  spirits  from  the  vasty  deep. 

Hot.  Why,  so  can  I,  or  so  can  any  man ; 
But  will  they  come,  when  you  do  call  for  them  P 

Glend,  Why,  I  can  teach  you,  cousin,  to  command  the 
devil. 

Hot.  And  I  can  teach  thee,  coz,  to  shame  the  devil. 
By  telling  truth :  tell  truth,  and  shame  the  devil. — 
If  thou  have  power  to  raise  him,  bring  him  hither, 
And  I'll  be  sworn,  I  have  power  to  shame  him  hence. 
O !  while  you  live,  tell  truth,  and  shame  the  devil. 

Mort.  Come,  come; 
No  more  of  this  unprofitable  chat. 

Gknd.  Three  times  hath  Henry  Bolingbroke  made  h^ad 
Against  my  power :  thrice  from  the  banks  of  Wye, 
And  sandy-bottom'd  Severn,  have  I  sent  him, 
Bootless  home,  and  weather-beaten  back. 

Hot.  Home  without  boots,  and  in  foul  weather  too ! 
How  'scaped  he  agues  *,  in  the  devil's  name  P 

Glend.  Come,  here's  the  map :  shall  we  divide  our  right, 
According  to  our  three-fold  order  ta'en  P 

Mort.  The  archdeacon  hath  divided  it 
Into  three  limits,  very  equally. 
England,  from  Trent  and  Severn  hitherto. 
By  south  and  east  is  to  my  part  assign'd : 
All  westward,  Wales,  beyond  the  Severn  shore. 
And  all  the  fertile  land  within  that  bound, 
To  Owen  Glendower : — and,  dear  coz,  to  you 
The  remnant  northward,  lying  ofi*  from  Trent, 
And  our  indentures  tripartite  are  drawn. 
Which  being  sealed  interchangeably, 
(A  business  that  this  night  may  execute) 
To-morrow,  cousin  Percy,  you,  and  I, 
And  my  good  lord  of  Worcester,  will  set  forth 
To  meet  your  father,  and  the  Scottish  power, 
As  is  appointed  us,  at  Shrewsbury. 
My  father  Glendower  is  not  ready  yet. 
Nor  shall  we  need  his  help  these  fourteen  days. — 
Within  that  space  you  may  have  drawn  together 

*  How  'scaped  he  agues,]  It  is  ''  *seapei  he  agues  ^  in  the  old  editions,  but 
Glendower  is  referring  to  a  by-gone  erent,  and  Hotspur's  inquiry  ought  clearly  to 
be  in  the  past  tense,  to  which  we  find  *ieapet  amended  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632.  It  is 
to  be  wondered  that  this  emendation  was  not  made  long  ago. 

Bb2 
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Your  tenants,  Mends,  and  neighbouring  gentlemen. 

Glend,  A  shorter  time  shall  send  me  to  you,  lords ; 
And  in  my  conduct  shall  your  ladies  come : 
From  whom  you  now  must  steal,  and  take  no  leave ; 
For  there  will  be  a  world  of  water  shed, 
Upon  the  parting  of  your  wives  and  you. 

Hot,  Methinks,  my  moiety  *,  north  from  Burton  here, 
In  quantity  equals  not  one  of  your's. 
See,  how  this  river  comes  me  cranking  in, 
And  cuts  me  from  the  best  of  all  my  land 
A  huge  half-moon,  a  monstrous  cantle  out  *. 
1*11  have  the  current  in  this  place  darom'd  up. 
And  here  the  smug  and  silver  Trent  shall  run, 
In  a  new  channel,  fair  and  evenly : 
It  shall  not  wind  with  such  a  deep  indent, 
To  rob  me  of  so  rich  a  bottom  here. 

Glend,  Not  wind  P  it  shall ;  it  must :  you  see,  it  doth. 

Mort.  Yea,  but  mark,  how  he  bears  his  course,  and  runs 
me  up 
With  like  advantage  on  the  other  side ; 
Gelding  the  opposed  continent,  as  much 
As  on  the  other  side  it  takes  from  you. 

Wor.  Yea,  but  a  little  charge  will  trench  him  here. 
And  on  this  north  side  win  this  cape  of  land ; 
And  then  he  runs  all  straight  and  evenly '. 

Hot.  I'll  have  it  so :  a  little  charge  will  do  it. 

Olend.  I  will  not  have  it  altered. 

Hot.  Will  not  you  P 

Olend.  No,  nor  you  shall  not. 

Hot.  Who  shall  say  me  nay  P 

Olend.  Why,  that  will  I. 

*  Methinksi  my  moibtt,]  In  Shakespeare's  age,  *'  moiety  "  was  often  used  to 
signify  a  sharei  and  not  merely  a  half  part.     See  this  Vol.  p.  41. 

'  —  a  monstrous  cantlb  out.]  '*  This  word,  in  its  strict  sense/'  says  Douoe, 
**  signifies  a  small  piece  of  any  thing,  but  here  a  portion  or  parcel.  The  French 
have  chanieau  and  ehantelf  from  the  Latin  guantulum,"  The  4to.  editions  hare 
icantht  the  letter  t  having  been  carried  on  from  the  preceding  word :  the  folio, 
1623,  reads  cantle. 

'  And  then  he  runs  all  straight  and  evenly.]  This  line  is  as  it  stands  in  the 
oorr.  fo.  1632,  the  lame  text  hitherto  having  been 

"  And  then  he  runs  straight  and  even." 
Hotspur  just  above  has  said 

'*  In  a  new  channel,  fitir  and  evenly  ,-** 
and  we  may  be  confident  that  the  line  was  in  some  way  disfigured  by  misprinting 
or  mistranscription.    As  it  is  amended  nothing  more  can  be  wished. 
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Sot.  Let  me  not  understand  you  then : 

Speak  it  in  Welsh. 

Glend.  I  can  speak  English,  lord,  as  well  as  you, 
For  I  was  train'd  up  in  the  English  court ; 
Where,  being  but  young,  I  framed  to  the  harp 
Many  an  English  ditty,  lovely  well, 
And  gave  the  tongue  a  helpfdl  ornament ; 
A  virtue  that  was  never  seen  in  you. 

Hot,  Marry,  and  I'm  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart. 
I  had  rather  be  a  kitten,  and  cry  mew. 
Than  one  of  these  same  metre  ballad-mongers : 
I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canstick  turn'd  *, 
Or  a  dry  wheel  grate  on  the  axle-tree ; 
And  that  would  set  my  teeth  nothing  on  edge, 
Nothing-so  much  as  mincing  poetry. 
'Tis  like  the  forc'd  gait  of  a  shuffling  nag. 

Olend.  Come,  you  shall  have  Trent  tum'd. 

Hot.  I  do  not  care. 

I'll  give  thrice  so  much  land  to  any  well-deserving  friend ; 
But,  in  the  way  of  bargain,  mark  ye  me, 
I'll  cavil  on  the  ninth  part  of  a  hair. 
Are  the  indentures  drawn  ?  shall  we  be  gone  P 

Gknd,  The  moon  shines  fair,  you  may  away  by  night : 
I'll  haste  the  writer,  and  withal. 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence  •. 
I  am  afraid  my  daughter  will  run  mad. 
So  much  she  doteth  on  her  Mortimer.  [Eont. 

Mort.  Fie,  cousin  Percy !  how  you  cross  my  father. 

Hot,  I  cannot  choose :  sometimes  he  angers  me 
With  telliag  me  of  the  moldwarp  and  the  ant, 
Of  the  dreamer  Merlin  and  his  prophecies ; 
And  of  a  dragon,  and  a  finless  fish, 

*  I  had  rather  hear  a  brazen  canstick  turn'd,]     Candlettick  was  often  written 
and  printed  **  canstick/'  as  here  for  the  sake  of  the  metre,  and  so  it  stands  in  every 
4to :  the  folio,  1623,  first  introduced  candlettick, 
'  I'll  haste  the  writer,  and  withal, 
Break  with  your  wives  of  your  departure  hence.]    The  oorr.  fo.  1632  puts 
these  irregular  lines  thus  : — 

"  I'll  haste  the  writer,  and  withal  /'//  broak 
With  your  young  wives  of  your  departure  hence." 
But  as  the  second  line,  in  the  folios  and  4tos,  as  far  as  versification  is  concerned, 
requires  no  change,  and  as  the  transference  of  '* break"  to  the  preceding  line 
looks  rather  like  an  attempt  to  mend  the  measure  experimentally,  we  leave  the 
text  unaltered,  at  the  same  time  admitting  that  some  improvement  in  this  respect 
may  be  required— perhi^s  that  in  the  oorr.  fo.  ]632. 
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A  clip-wing'd  griffin,  and  a  moulten  raven, 

A  couching  lion,  and  a  ramping  cat, 

And  such  a  deal  of  skimble-skamble. stuff 

As  puts  me  from  my  faith.     I  teU  you  what, — 

He  held  me,  last  night,  at  the  least  nine  hours  *, 

In  reckoning  up  the  several  devils'  names, 

That  were   his  lackeys:    I  cried,    "humph,"   and   "well,'* 

"goto," 
But  mark'd  him  not  a  word.     O !  he's  as  tedious 
As  a  tired  horse,  a  railing  wife ; 
Worse  than  a  smoky  house :  I  had  rather  live 
With  cheese  and  garlick  in  a  windmill,  far. 
Than  feed  on  cates,  and  have  him  talk  to  me. 
In  any  summer-house  in  Christendom. 

Mart.  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman  * ; 
Exceedingly  weU  read,  and  profited 
In  strange  conceahnents ;  vaUant  as  a  Hon, 
And  wondrous  affable,  and  as  boimtiful 
As  mines  of  India.     Shall  I  teU  you,  cousin  P 
He  holds  your  temper  in  a  high  respect, 
And  curbs  himself  even  of  his  natural  scope. 
When  you  do  cross  his  himiour ;  'faith,  he  does. 
I  warrant  you,  that  man  is  not  alive. 
Might  so  have  tempted  him  as  you  have  done. 
Without  the  taste  of  danger  and  reproof : 
But  do  not  use  it  oft,  let  me  entreat  you. 

Wor,  In  faith,  my  wilful  lord,  you  are  to  blame ', 
And  since  your  coming  hither  have  done  enough 
To  put  him  quite  beside  his  patience. 
You  must  needs  learn,  lord,  to  amend  this  fault : 
Though  sometimes  it  show  greatness,  courage,  blood. 
And  that's  the  dearest  grace  it  renders  you. 
Yet  oftentimes  it  doth  present  harsh  rage. 
Defect  of  manners,  want  of  government, 

>  —  at  THE  least  nine  honn,]  The  con*,  fo.  1632  furnish^  "  the,"  evidently 
neoessary  for  the  metre :  it  mast  hare  been  so  written. 

'  In  faith,  he  is  a  worthy  gentleman  ;]  The  folio  has  waa  for  "  is/'  a  oonnp- 
tion  introduced  from  the  later  4tos :  those  of  1598  and  1599  have  **  is."  In  the 
next  line  the  folio  has  Exceeding  for  "  Exceedingly/'  and  exceeding  is  altered  to 
*'  exceedingly  "  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 

'  In  faith,  my  wilful  lord,  you  are  to  blame,]  Here  we  meet  with  an  emenda- 
tion in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  which  we  cannot  refuse.  The<  word  "  wilful  **  got 
shuffled  out  of  its  place,  and  in  all  editions  the  line  has  been  thus  presented : — 

"  In  faith,  my  lord,  yon  are  too  wilful  blame." 
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Pride,  haughtiness,  opinion,  and  disdain : 
The  least  of  which,  haunting  a  nobleman, 
Loseth  men's  hearts,  and  leaves  behind  a  stain 
Upon  the  beauty  of  all  parts  besides. 
Beguiling  them  of  commendation. 

HoL  WeU,  I  am  school'd :  good  manners  be  your  speed ! 
Here  come  our  wives,  and  let  us  take  our  leave. 

Re-enter  Glendowee,  udth  the  Ladies. 

Mort.  This  is  the  deadly  spite  that  angers  me. 
My  wife  can  speak  no  Englidi,  I  no  Welsh. 

Olend.  My  daughter  weeps :  she  will  not  part  with  you. 
She'll  be  a  soldier  too ;  she'll  to  the  wars. 

Mart.  Good  father,  tell  her,  that  she,  and  my  aimt  Percy, 
Shall  follow  in  your  conduct  speedily. 

[Glendower  ^eaks  to  her  in  Welsh,  and  she 
answers  him  in  the  same. 

Olend.  She's  desperate  here ; 
A  peevish  self-will'd  harlotry  *,  and  one 
That  no  persuasion  can  do  good  upon. 

l^She  speaks  to  Mortimer  in  Welsh. 

Mart.  I  understand  thy  looks :  that  pretty  Welsh 
Which  thou  pour'st  down  from  these  welling  heavens  *, 
I  am  too  perfect  in ;  and,  but  for  shame, 
In  such  a  parley  woidd  I  answer  thee.  ^She  speaks  again. 

I  imderstand  thy  kisses,  and  thou  mine. 
And  that's  a  feeling  disputation  • : 
But  I  will  never  be  a  truant,  love, 
Till  I  have  leam'd  thy  language  ;  for  thy  tongue 

*  A  peevish  self-wiU'd  harlotry.]  '«  Peevish  "  is  filly.  See  "Twelfth  Night," 
A.  i.  sc.  6.  Vol.  ii.  p.  660.  The  same  words  are  applied  by  Capnlet  to  his 
daughter,  ••  A  peevish,  self-will'd  harlotry  it  is/*  "  Romeo  and  Juliet,"  A.  iv.  sc.  2. 
We  adopt  here  the  regulation  of  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  which,  adding  **  and  "  before 
**  one,"  shows  that  the  verse  has  here  been  mistaken. 

•  ...  from  these  welling  heavens,]  On  the  preceding  page  Mr.  Singer  has 
been  content  to  quote  the  corr.  fo.  1632  and  say  nothing  about  it;  but  here  he 
could  not  adopt  "  welling  "  (instead  of  swelling  of  the  early  impressions,  a  word 
that  has  occasioned  some  trouble)  without  admitting  that  he  derived  it  "  from 
Mr.  Collier's  folio."  **  Welling  "  of  course  means yfounn^,  from  the  A.  S.  wyllan. 
The  excellence,  and  the  smallness  of  the  change,  which  recovers  the  true  text  with 
the  sacrifice  of  a  single  letter,  require  no  enforcement. 

«  And  that's  a  feeling  disputation :]  It  may  deserve  a  note  that  the  folio, 
1632,  misprints  "  feeling  '*  feeble,  and  is  followed  in  the  blunder  by  the  later  folios : 
the  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  however,  enac^  feeble  and  inserts  **  feeling  "  in 
the  margin.     It  is  "  feeling  "  in  the  4tos,  and  in  the  folio,  1623. 
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Makes  Welsh  as  sweet  as  ditties  highly  penn'd, 
Sung  by  a  fair  queen  in  a  summer's  bower, 
With  ravishing  division,  to  her  lute. 

Olend.  Nay,  if  you  melt,  then  will  she  run  mad. 

\_8he  speaks  (igain. 

Mart,  0  !  I  am  ignorance  itself  in  this. 

Glend.    She  bids    you   on    the    wanton    rushes   lay    you 
down^ 
And  rest  your  gentle  head  upon  her  lap. 
And  she  will  sing  the  song  that  pleaseth  you. 
And  on  your  eye-lids  crown  the  god  of  sleep. 
Charming  your  blood  with  pleasing  heaviness ; 
Making  such  difference  'twixt  wake  and  sleep. 
As  is  the  difference  betwixt  day  and  night. 
The  hour  before  the  heavenly-hamess'd  team 
Begins  his  golden  progress  in  the  east. 

Mort  With  all  my  heart  I'll  sit,  and  hear  her  sing  : 
By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn  *. 

Glend.  Do  so; 
And  those  musicians  that  shall  play  to  you. 
Hang  in  the  air  a  thousand  leagues  from  hence ; 
And  straight  they  shall  be  here.     Sit,  and  attend. 

ffoL  Come,  Kate,  thou  art  perfect  in  lying  down : 
Come,  quick,  quick ;  that  I  may  lay  my  head  in  thy  lap. 

Ladi/  P.  Go,  ye  giddy  goose.  ^The  music  plays. 

Hot.  Now  I  perceive,  the  devil  understands  Welsh  ; 
And  'tis  no  marvel  he  is  so  humorous. 
By'r  lady,  he's  a  good  musician. 

Lady  P.  Then,  should  you  •  be  nothing  but  musical. 
For  you  are  altogether  governed  by  humours. 
Lie  still,  ye  thief,  and  hear  the  lady  sing 
In  Welsh. 

'  She  bids  yon  on  the  wanton  rushes  Uy  you  down,]  The  floors  of  apui- 
ments  at  this  period  were  usnally  strewed  with  rushes :  this  fiict  is  over  and  over 
again  mentioned  in  old  writers.  The  familiarity  of  our  ancestors  with  rushes,  gave 
rise  to  various  sajrings  and  proverbs  regarding  them. 

*  By  that  time  will  our  book,  I  think,  be  drawn.]  It  was  very  common  to  call 
any  paper  writing  at  this  period  **  a  book.''  In  "  The  Egerton  Papers,"  published 
by  the  Camden  Society,  4to,  1840,  many  instances  may  be  found  where  persons 
sent  patents,  deeds,  or  drafts  of  deeds,  to  the  Lord  Chancellor,  calling  them 
"  books/'  The  "  book  **  to  which  Mortimer  refers  was  the  agreement  between 
himself,  Glendower,  and  Percy,  in  the  preparation  of  which  Glendower  had  under- 
taken to  "  haste  the  writer." 

*  Then,  should  yon]  The  folio  adopts  the  corruption  of  the  4tos,  1008  and 
1619,  by  having,  *'  Then  would  you,"  &c. 
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Hot,  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  brach,  howl  in  Irish  \ 

Lady  P.  Wouldst  thou  have  thy  head  broken  ? 

Hot.  No. 

Lady  P,  Then  be  still. 

Hot,  Neither ;  'tis  a  woman's  fault  *. 

Lady  P,  Now,  God  help  thee ! 

Hot.  To  the  Welsh  lady's  bed. 

Lady  P,  What's  that? 

Hot,  Peace  !  she  sings. 

[-4  Welsh  Song  by  Lady  Mortimer, 

Hot,  Come,  Kate,  I'll  have  your  song  too. 

Lady  P,  Not  mine,  in  good  sooth. 

Hot.  Not  your's,  in  good  sooth !  'Heart !  you  swear  like 
a  comfit-maker's  wife.  Not  your's,  in  good  sooth  * ;  and,  as 
true  as  I  live ;  and,  as  God  shall  mend  me ;  and,  as  sure  as 
day: 

And  giv'st  such  sarcenet  surety  for  thy  oaths. 
As  if  thou  never  walk'dst  farther  than  Finsbury. 
Swear  me,  Kate,  like  a  lady  as  thou  art, 
A  good-mouth-filling  oath ;  and  leave  in  sooth. 
And  such  protest  of  pepper-gingerbread. 
To  velvet-guards  *,  and  Sunday-citizens. 
Come,  sing.  ^ 

Lady  P,  I  will  not  sing. 

Hot.  'Tis  the  next  way  to  turn  tailor,  or  be  red-breast 
teacher.  An  the  indentures  be  drawn,  I'll  away  within  these 
two  hours  ;  and  so  come  in  when  ye  will.  [Exit, 

Glend.  Come,  come,  lord  Mortimer ;  you  are  as  slow, 
As  hot  lord  Percy  is  on  fire  to  go. 


1  I  had  rather  hear  Lady,  my  brach,  howl  in  Irish.]  Here  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe 
caught  our  first  edition  tripping  again  at  a  misplaced  comma  before  "  Lady/'  the 
name  of  Hotspur's  brach,  or  hoand  :  see  *'  Remarks/'  p.  107*  We  may  smile  to 
see  trifle  swelled  into  such  importance,  and  we  hope  it  shows  that  really  yalnable 
matter  requiring  correction  is  scanty.  We  willingly  remove  this  grave  and  just 
subject  of  complaint,  and  thank  Mr.  Dyce  for  anticipating  us. 

'  Neither ;  'tis  a  woman's  fault]  He  refuses  either  to  listen  or  to  be  still,  and 
he  seems  to  mean  that  to  refuse  to  hear,  and  to  be  constantly  talking,  is  a  usual 
fault  in  a  woman. 

'  Not  your's,  in  good  sooth ;]  Hotspur  repeats  his  wife's  reply  both  here  and 
just  before :  in  the  second  instance  it  is  misprinted  **  not  you,  in  good  sooth  "  in 
the  old  copies,  and  all  modem  editors  have  failed  to  detect  an  error  which  is 
set  right  by  the  corr.  fo.  1632.     There  can  be  no  doubt  about  it. 

«  To  velvet-guards,]  Stubbes,  in  his  '*  Anatomy  of  Abuses,"  1583  (a  great 
authority  in  matters  of  ancient  dress),  says,  that  women's  gowns  in  his  day  were 
«  guarded  with  great  guardt  of  velvet.' 


f* 
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By  this  our  book  is  drawn :  we'll  seal,  and  part  * 
To  horse  immediately. 

Mort,  With  all  my  heart.  [Eiseunt 


SCENE  n. 

London.     A  Boom  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Prince  of  Wales,  and  Lords. 

K,  Hen.  Lords,  give  us  leave.     The  Prince  of  Wales  and  I, 
Must  have  some  private  conference :  but  be  near  at  hand. 
For  we  shall  presently  have  need  of  you. —       \_Exeunt  Lords. 
I  know  not  whether  God  will  have  it  so. 
For  some  displeasing  service  I  have  done, 
That,  in  his  secret  doom,  out  of  my  blood 
He'll  breed  revengement  and  a  scourge  for  me ; 
But  thou  dost,  in  thy  passages  of  life, 
Make  me  believe,  that  thou  art  only  mark'd 
For  the  hot  vengeance  and  the  rod  of  heaven, 
To  punish  my  mistreadings.     Tell  me  else. 
Could  such  inordinate,  and  low  desires. 
Such  poor,  such  bare  %  such  lewd,  such  mean  attempts, 
Su^  barren  pleasures,  rude  society. 
As  thou  art  match'd  withal,  and  grafted  to. 
Accompany  the  greatness  of  thy  blood, 
And  hold  their  level  with  thy  princely  heart  P 

P.  Hen,  So  please  your  majesty,  I  would,  I  could 
Quit  all  offences  with  as  clear  excuse. 
As  well  as,  I  am  doubtless,  I  can  purge 
Myself  of  many  I  am  charg'd  withal : 
Yet  such  extenuation  let  me  beg, 
As,  in  reproof  of  many  tales  devis'd. 
Which  oft  the  ear  of  greatness  needs  must  hear. 
By  smiling  pick-thanks  and  base  newsmongers, 
I  may,  for  some  things  true,  wherein  my  youth 
Hath  faulty  wander'd,  and  irregular. 
Find  pardon  on  my  true  submission  ^. 

•  —  we'll  seal,  and  part]  So  the  corr.-fo.  1632,  preserving  the  measure  and 
the  rhyme,  which  must  have  been  intended  :  the  reading  has  hitherto  been  "  we'll 
but  seal,  and  then.*' 

*  Sach  poor,  such  bare,]  Perhaps  base;  for  in  the  next  line  we  have  "such 
barren  pleasures/' 

'  Find  pardon  on  my  true  submission.]  The  construction  is,  says  Johnson, 
**  Let  me  beg  so  much  extenuation,  that  upon  confutation  of  many  fidae  charges, 
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K.  Hen.  God  pardon  thee ! — ^yet  let  me  WQnder^  Harry, 
At  thy  affections,  which  do  hold  a  wing 
Quite  from  the  flight  of  all  thy  ancestors. 
Thy  place  in  council  thou  hast  rudely  lost, 
Which  by  thy  younger  brother  is  supplied ; 
And  art  almost  an  alien  to  the  hearts 
Of  all  the  court,  and  princes  of  my  blood : 
The  hope  and  expectation  of  thy  time 
Is  ruin'd  :  and  the  soul  of  every  man 
Prophetically  does  fore-think  thy  fall. 
Had  I  so  lavish  of  my  presence  been, 
So  common-hackney'd  in  the  eyes  of  men, 
So  stale  and  cheap  to  vulgar  company, 
Opinion,  that  did  help  me  to  the  crown. 
Had  still  kept  loyal  to  possession, 
And  left  me  in  reputeless  banishment, 
A  fellow  of  no  mark,  nor  likelihood. 
By  being  seldom  seen,  I  could  not  stir. 

But  like  a  comet  I  was  wonder'd  at ; 

*  ___ 

That  men  would  teU  their  children,  "  This  is  he  :" 

Others  would  say, — "  Where  ?  which  is  Bolingbroko  ?" 

And  then  I  stole  all  courtesy  from  heaven, 

And  dress'd  myself  in  such  humility. 

That  I  did  pluck  allegiance  from  men's  hearts. 

Loud  shouts  and  salutations  from  their  mouths. 

Even  in  the  presence  of  the  crowned  king. 

Thus  did  I  keep  my  person  fresh,  and  new  ; 

My  presence,  like  a  robe  pontifical. 

Ne'er  seen  but  wonder'd  at :  and  so  my  state. 

Seldom,  but  sumptuous,  showed  like  a  feast ; 

And  wan  by  rareness  such  solemnity. 

The  skipping  king,  he  ambled  up  and  down 

With  shallow  jesters,  and  rash  bavin  wits  *, 

Soon  kindled,  and  soon  bum'd  :  carded  his  state ' ; 

I  may  be  pardoned  some  that  are  true."  The  whole  speech  is  parenthetically 
invoWed :  the  sense  of  "  reproof"  is  disproqf  in  this  passage ;  or,  as  Johnson  ex- 
plains it,  confutation, 

*  —  and  rash  bavin  wits,]  A  **  bavin ''  is  a  &ggot  made  of  brushwood  ;  and 
the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe  is  surprised  that  editors  have  not  produced  examples  of  this 
use  of  "  bavin."  Surely  the  text  is  intelligible  enough  without  illustration.  It 
is  not  because  the  same  word  is  found  in  an  old  tract  or  play,  that  it  is  at  all  times 
necessary  to  cite  it :  we  may  give  readers  credit  for  knowing  that  "  bavin  "  is  a 
substantive,  here  used  adjectively. 

'  —  CARDED  hb  state ;]     We  leave  the  text  as  in  our  first  editioD,  where  we 
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Mingled  his  royalty  with  capering  fools  *• ; 

Had  his  great  name  profaned  with  their  scorns ; 

And  gave  his  countenance,  against  his  name, 

To  laugh  at  gibing  boys,  and  stand  the  push 

Of  every  beardless  vain  comparative  : 

Gbew  a  companion  to  the  common  streets. 

Enfeoffed  himself  to  popularity ; 

That  being  daily  swallow'd  by  men's  eyes. 

They  surfeited  with  honey  ;  and  began 

To  loathe  the  taste  of  sweetness,  whereof  a  little 

More  than  a  little  is  by  much  too  much. 

So,  when  he  had  occasion  to  be  seen, 

He  was  but  as  the  cuckoo  is  in  June, 

Heard,  not  regarded ;  seen,  but  with  such  eyes, 

As,  sick  and  blunted  with  community, 

Afford  no  extraordinary  gaze, 

Such  as  is  bent  on  sun-like  majesty. 

When  it  shines  seldom  in  admiring  eyes ; 

But  rather  drowz'd,  and  himg  their  eye-lids  down. 

Slept  in  his  face,  and  render'd  such  aspect 

As  cloudy  men  use  to  their  adversaries  *, 

Being  with  his  presence  glutted,  gorg'd,  and  ftill. 

And  in  that  very  line,  Harry,  stand'st  thou ; 

For  thou  hast  lost  thy  princely  privilege, 

With  vile  participation :  not  an  eye 

But  is  a- weary  of  thy  common  sight. 

Save  mine,  which  hath  desir'd  to  see  thee  more ; 

Which  now  doth  that  I  would  not  have  it  do, 

expressed  an  opinion  that  Steevens  was  right  in  saying  that  **  carded  his  state  " 
meant  mixed  it  with  baser  materials.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  is  very  firm  upon 
the  point  in  a  note  to  Fletcher's  *'  Woman's  Prize/'  A.  iv.  sc  5,  which  Mr.  Singer 
borrows.  Warborton  proposed  "  discarded  state,"  and  it  is  pretty  certain  that  in 
the  time  of  the  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1032,  '*  carded  **  was  not  well  under- 
stood, for  he  substituted  ditcarded,  as  a  very  probable  misprint  We  do  not  alter 
the  text,  because  we  always  refrain  from  doing  so,  where  it  can  be  made  appear 
that  Shakespeare  may  have  written  what  is  imputed  to  him  in  the  old  editions : 
all  the  4tos.  and  folios  read  "  carded  his  state.'* 

'®  Mingled  his  royalty  with  capering  fools ;]  t.  e.  Dancing  fools.  It  is  capring 
in  the  earliest  4to,  and  /carping  in  subsequent  editions.  In  our  note  we  formerly 
doubted  whether  "  capering  "  was  not  the  true  reading,  and  we  now  adopt  it, 
but  still  with  hesitation.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce,  omitting  to  read  the  doubt  we 
formerly  expressed,  treats  it  as  if  we  had  positively  maintained  carping.  The  Ger- 
man version  is  Vermengie  seinen  Ho/mii  Postenreiizem. 

^  As  cloudy  men  use  to  their  adversaries,]  The  folio,  1623,  adopting  the  cor- 
ruption of  the  two  later  4tos,  reads,  **  use  to  do  to  their  adversaries.  In  the  oorr. 
fo.  1632,  to  do  is  properly  erased. 
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Make  blind  itself  with  foolish  tenderness. 

P.  Hen,  I  shall  hereafter,  my  thrice-gracious  lord, 
Be  more  myself. 

K.  Hen,  For  all  the  world, 

As  thou  art  to  this  hour,  was  Richard  then, 
When  I  from  France  set  foot  at  Ravenspurg ; 
And  even  as  I  was  then,  is  Percy  now. 
Now  by  my  sceptre,  and  my  soul  to  boot, 
He  hath  more  worthy  interest  to  the  state, 
Than  thou  the  shadow  of  succession : 
For  of  no  right,  nor  colour  like  to  right. 
He  doth  fill  fields  with  harness  in  the  realm, 
Turns  head  against  the  lion's  armed  jaws. 
And,  being  no  more  in  debt  to  years  than  thou. 
Leads  ancient  lords  and  reverend  bishops  on 
To  bloody  battles,  and  to  bruising  arms. 
What  never-dying  honour  Hath  he  got 
Against  renowned  Douglas ;  whose  high  deeds, 
Whose  hot  incursions,  and  great  name  in  arms. 
Holds  from  all  soldiers  chief  majority, 
And  military  title  capital. 

Through  all  the  kingdoms  that  acknowledge  Christ. 
Thrice  hath  this  Hotspur,  Mars  in  swathing  clothes, 
This  infant  warrior,  in  his  enterprizes    . 
Discomfited  great  Douglas ;  ta'en  him  once. 
Enlarged  him,  and  made  a  friend  of  him. 
To  fill  the  mouth  of  deep  defiance  up, 
And  shake  the  peace  and  safety  of  our  tlirone. 
And  what  say  you  to  this  P    Percy,  Northumberland, 
The  archbishop's  grace  of  York,  Douglas,  Mortimer, 
Capitulate  against  us ',  and  are  up. 
But  wherefore  do  I  tell  these  news  to  thee  P 
Why,  Harry,  do  I  tell  thee  of  my  foes. 
Which  art  my  near'st  and  dearest  enemy  P 
Thou  art  like  enough,  through  vasseJ  fear. 
Base  inclination,  and  the  start  of  spleen, 
To  fight  against  me  imder  Percy's  pay. 
To  dog  his  heels,  and  court'sy  at  his  frowns, 

»  Capitulate  against  ns,]  This  use  of  the  verb  in  this  sense  is  unasnal,  but 
warranted  by  its  etymology :  the  confederates  had  drawn  up  headt  of  articles 
against  Henry  IV.,  which  they  despatched  to  different  quarters,  in  vindication  of 
their  rebellion.  Malone  quotes  Minsheu,  who  explains  *'  capitulate/'  per  capita 
fftt  articuloi  pacitci. 
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To  show  how  much  thou  art  degenerate  *. 

P.  Hen.  Do  not  think  so ;  you  shall  not  find  it  so : 
And  God  forgive  them,  that  so  much  have  sway'd 
Your  majesty's  good  thoughts  away  fix)m  me. 
I  will  redeem  aU  this  on  Percy's  head. 
And  in  the  closing  of  some  glorious  day, 
Be  bold  to  tell  you  that  I  am  your  son ; 
When  I  will  wear  a  garment  all  of  blood, 
And  stain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask  \ 
Which,  wash'd  away,  shall  scour  my  shame  with  it. 
And  that  shall  be  the  day,  whene'er  it  lights, 
That  this  same  child  of  honour  and  renown. 
This  gallant  Hotspur,  this  all-praised  knight, 
And  your  unthought-of  Harry  chance  to  meet. 
For  every  honour  sitting  on  his  helm, 
'Would  they  were  multitudes !  and  on  my  head 
My  shames  redoubled !  for  the  time  will  come. 
That  I  shall  make  this  northern  youth  exchange 
His  glorious  deeds  for  my  indignities. 
Percy  is  but  my  factor,  good  my  lord. 
To  engross  up  glorious  deeds  on  my  behalf; 
And  I  will  call  him  to  so  strict  account. 
That  he  shall  render  every  glory  up. 
Tea,  even  the  slightest  worship  of  his  time, 
Or  I  will  tear  the  reckoning  from  his  heart. 
This,  in  the  name  of  God,  I  promise  here : 
The  which,  if  he  be  plcas'd,  I  shall  perform  *, 
I  do  beseech  your  majesty,  may  salve 
The  long-grown  woimds  of  my  intemperance : 

*  To  show  how  much  thou  art  degenerate.]  So  all  the  authorities,  4to.  and 
folio.  Malone  thought  fit  to  place  the  verb  last, — **  To  show  how  much  degenerate 
thou  art.^*  In  the  next  line  but  one  he  read,  **  have  so  much,"  instead  of  **  so 
much  have,'' — unpardonable  liberties. 

*  And  stain  my  favours  in  a  bloody  mask,]  All  the  old  copies  have  **  faTOurs," 
but,  as  Warburton  suggests,  we  ought  perhaps  to  read  "  favour,"  t.  e,  eountenanet. 
On  the  other  hand,  Stevens  and  Monck  Maoon  contended  that  **  fitvours  "  is  to  be 
taken  in  the  common  acceptation ;  but  the  word  **  mask  **  seems  to  show  that  the 
Prince  meant  to  allude  to  his /actf. 

*  The  which,  if  he  be  pleas'd,  I  shall  perform,]  The  folio,  1623,  gives  this  line, 
**  The  which,  if  I  perform  and  do  survive ;"  the  change  being  considered  necessary 
in  consequence  of  the  substitution  of  heaven  for  "  God  '*  in  the  preceding  line. 
The  reading  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632  is  '*  The  which  if  I  perform,  and  do  survive;" 
but,  of  course,  we  prefer  the  representation  of  the  text  in  the  4to,  1598,  which 
implies  that  Prince  Henry  is  to  survive.  In  the  next  line  but  one  the  folio,  1623, 
inserts  inlemperature  for  *'  intemperance,"  and  it  is  left  iniemperaiure  in  the 
oorr.  fo.  1632. 
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If  not,  the  end  of  life  cancels  all  bands ; 
And  I  will  die  a  hundred  thousand  deaths, 
Ere  break  the  smallest  parcel  of  this  vow. 

K.  Hen,  A  hundred  thousand  rebels  die  in  this ! 
Thou  shalt  have  charge,  and  sovereign  trust  herein. 

Enter  Blunt. 

How  now,  good  Blunt  P  thy  looks  are  ftill  of  speed. 

Blunt.  So  is  the  business '  that  I  come  to  speak  of. 
Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  hath  sent  word, 
That  Douglas,  and  the  English  rebels  met, 
The  eleventh  of  this  month,  at  Shrewsbury. 
A  mighty  and  a  fearful  head  they  are. 
If  promises  be  kept  on  every  hand. 
As  ever  oflfer'd  foul  play  in  a  state. 

K,  Hen.  The  earl  of  Westmoreland  set  forth  to  day, 
With  him  my  son,  lord  John  of  Lancaster ; 
For  this  advertisement  is  five  days  old. — 
On  Wednesday  next,  Harry,  you  shall  set  forward ; 
On  Thursday  we  ourselves  will  march. 
Our  meeting  is  Bridgnorth ;  and,  Harry,  you 
Shall  march  through  Glostershire ;  by  which  account. 
Our  business  valued,  some  twelve  days  hence 
Our  general  forces  at  Bridgnorth  shall  meet. 
Our  hands  are  full  of  business :  let's  away ; 
Advantage  feeds  him  fat,  while  men  delay.  [Exeunt. 


sce]s:e  in. 

Eastcheap.     A  Room  in  the  Boar's  Head  Tavern. 

Ent^r  Falstaff  and  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  am  I  not  fallen  away  vilely  since  this  last 
action  ?  do  I  not  bate  ?  do  I  not  dwindle  P    Why,  my  skin 

.*  So  18  the4>u9tnes8]  It  is  "  So  hath  the  busiiiess,''  &c  in  the  old  copies : 
munt  means  that  the  business  he  conies  to  speak  of  it  like  his  looks,  yIje.  **  foil  of 
speed.''  The  corr.  fo.  1632  changes  one  auxiliary  verb  for  the  other,  and  Pope  did 
the  same  in  this  place.  As  to  **  Lord  Mortimer  of  Scotland  "  mentioned  in  the 
next  line,  we  suppose  most  of  our  readers  to  be  acquainted  with  common  matters 
of  history,  and  to  know  that  no  such  peer  then  existed.  Elsewhere  we  have  pur- 
sued the  same  course,  not  thinking  it  necessary  on  every  occasion  to  obtrude 
notes,  to  point  out  Shakespeare's  resl  or  supposed  anachronisms :  he  was  com- 
posing a  play,  not  compiling  a  chronide. 


384  FIRST  PART   OF  [aCT  ni. 

hangs  about  me  like  an  old  ladjr's  loose  gown :  I  am  wither'd 
like  an  old  apple- John.  Well,  I'll  repent,  and  that  suddenly, 
while  I  am  in  some  liking' ;  I  shall  be  out  of  heart  shortly, 
and  then  I  shall  have  no  strength  to  repent.  An  I  have  not 
forgotten  what  the  inside  of  a  church  is  made  of,  I  am  a 
pepper-corn,  a  brewer's  horse.  The  inside  of  a  church !  Com- 
pany, villainous  company,  hath  been  the  spoil  of  me. 

Bard,  Sir  John,  you  are  so  fretful,  you  cannot  live  long. 

FaL  Why,  there  is  it. — Come,  sing  me  a  bawdy  song; 
make  me  merry.  I  was  as  virtuously  given  as  a  gentleman 
need  to  be ;  virtuous  enough :  swore  little ;  diced  not  above 
seven  times  a  week ;  went  to  a  bawdy-house  not  above  once 
in  a  quarter — of  an  hour ;  paid  money  that  I  borrowed  three 
or  four  times ;  lived  well,  and  in  good  compass ;  and  now  I 
live  out  of  all  order,  out  of  all  compass. 

Bard.  Why,  you  are  so  fat,  sir  John,  that  you  must  needs 
be  out  of  all  compass;  out  of  all  reasonable  compass,  sir 
John. 

Fal.  Do  thou  amend  thy  face,  and  1*11  amend  my  life. 
Thou  art  our  admiral  *,  thou  bearest  the  lantern  in  the  poop, 
— ^but  'tis  in  the  nose  of  thee :  thou  art  the  knight  of  the 
burning  lamp. 

Bard,  Why,  sir  John,  my  face  does  you  no  harm. 

FaL  No ;  I'll  be  sworn,  I  make  as  good  use  of  it  as  many 
a  man  doth  of  a  death's  head,  or  a  memento  mori :  I  never 
see  thy  face,  but  I  think  upon  hell-fire,  and  Dives  that  lived 
in  purple ;  for  there  he  is  in  his  robes,  burning,  burning.  If 
thou  wert  any  way  given  to  virtue,  I  would  swear  by  thy 
face:  my  oath  should  be.  By  this  fire,  that's  God's  angel': 
but  thou  art  altogether  given  over,  and  wert,  indeed,  but  for 
the  light  in  thy  face,  the  son  of  utter  darkness.  When  thou 
ran'st  up  Gads-hill  in  the  night  to  catch  my  horse,  if  I  did 

'  —  while  I  am  in  Bome  liking  ;]  While  I  have  some  flesh,  some  substance. 
Well-liking  has  occurred  in  *•  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  v.  sc.  2.  Vol.  ii.  p.  160 : 

"  Well-liking  wits  they  have ;  gross,  gross ;  fat,  fet." 
The  phrase  "  in  good  liking  **  for  thriving^  occurs  in  Job  zxzix.  4. 

*  Thou  art  our  admiral,  &c.]  Dekker  (says  Steevens),  in  his  "Wonderfal 
Yeare,"  1603,  has  the  same  thought.  He  is  describing  the  host  of  a  country  inn : 
— '*  An  antiquary  might  have  pickt  rare  matter  out  of  his  note, — The  Hamburghers 
offered  I  know  not  how  many  dollars  for  his  companie  in  an  £ast.Indian  voyage, 
to  have  stoode  a  nightes  in  the  Poope  of  their  Admirall,  onely  to  save  the  charges 
of  candles." 

'  By  this  flre,  that's  God's  angel :]  This  is  the  reading  of  all  the  4to8,  and  not 
of  those  of  1699  and  1608  merely,  which  Steevens  only  had  the  opportunity  of 
consulting.    The  folio  omits  **  that's  God's  angel." 
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not  think  thou  hadst  been  an  ignis  fatuua^  or  a  ball  of  wild- 
fire, there's  no  purchase  in  money.  0 !  thou  art  a  perpetual 
triumph,  an  everlasting  bonfire-Ught.  Thou  hast  saved  me  a 
thousand  marks  in  links  and  torches,  walking  with  thee  in 
the  night  betwixt  tavern  and  tavern ;  but  the  sack  that  thou 
hast  drunk  me,  would  have  bought  me  lights  as  good  ch^ap, 
at  the  dearest  chandler's  in  Europe.  I  have  maintained  that 
salamander  of  your's  with  fire  any  time  this  two  and  thirty 
years :  God  reward  me  for  it  1 

Bard.  'Sblood !  I  would  my  face  were  in  your  belly. 

FaL  God-a-mercy !  so  should  I  be  sure  to  be  heart-burned. 

Enter  Hostess. 

How  now,  dame  Partlet  the  hen'P  have  you  inquired  yet 
who  picked  my  pocket  P 

Host.  Why,  sir  John,  what  do  you  think,  sir  John  P  Do 
you  think  I  keep  thieves  in  my  house  P  I  have  searched,  I 
have  inquired,  so  has  my  husband,  man  by  man,  boy  by  boy, 
servant  by  servant :  the  tithe  of  a  hair  was  never  lost  in  my 
house  before. 

Fal.  You  lie,  hostess :  Bardolph  was  shaved,  and  lost  many 
a  hair ;  and  I'll  be  sworn,  my  pocket  was  picked.  Go  to,  you 
are  a  woman ;  go. 

Host.  Who  I P  No.  I  defy  thee :  God's  light  I  I  was 
never  called  so  in  mine  own  house  before. 

Fal.  Go  to ;  I  know  you  well  enough. 

Host.  No,  sir  John ;  you  do  not  know  me,  sir  John :  I  know 
you,  sir  John :  you  owe  me  money,  sir  John,  and  now  you 
pick  a  quarrel  to  beguile  me  of  it.  I  bought  you  a  dozen  of 
shirts  to  your  back. 

Fal.  Dowlas,  filthy  dowlas:  I  have  given  them  away  to 
bakers'  wives,  and  they  have  made  bolters  of  them '. 

Host.  Now,  as  I  am  a  true  woman,  holland  of  eight  shil- 
lings an  ell*.     You  owe  money  here  besides,  sir  John,  for 

1  —  dame  Partlet  the  hen  ?]  We  have  had  Paulina  called  dame  Pttrtlet  by 
Leontes  in  *'  The  Winter's  Tale/'  A.  ii.  sc  3,  p.  44.  It  was  the  proverbial  name 
for  a  hen,  and  it  is  at  least  as  old  in  our  lang^uage  as  the  time  of  Chauoer,  who 
speaks  of  **  demoiselle  Partelote." 

'  —  and  they  have  made  boltkrs  of  them.]  **  Bolters  "  are  nevet,  used  for 
bolting  or  sifting  meal. 

*  —  eight  shillings  an  ell.]  Stnbbes,  in  the  second  edition  of  his  *'  Anatomy  of 
Abuses/'  in  1583,  states,  that  some  shirts  cost  61.  or  10/.  each.  This  infonnatioD, 
and  much  more,  is  not  in  the  first  edition  of  the  same  year. 

VOL.  111.  C  C 
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your  diet^  and  by-drinkings,  and  money  lent  you,  four  and 
twenty  pound. 

Fal.  He  had  his  part  of  it :  let  him  pay. 

Hast.  He  P  alas !  he  is  poor :  he  hath  nothing. 

Fal.  How !  poor  P  look  upon  his  face ;  what  call  you  rich  P 
let  them  coin  his  nose,  let  them  coin  his  cheeks.  I'll  not  pay 
a  denier.  What,  will  you  make  a  younker  of  me  P  shall  I 
not  take  mine  ease  in  mine  inn  *,  but  I  shall  have  my  pocket 
picked.  I  have  lost  a  seal  ring  of  my  grandfather's,  worth 
forty  mark. 

S08L  0  Jesu !  I  have  heard  the  prince  tell  him,  I  know 
not  how  oft,  that  that  ring  was  copper. 

Fal.  How!  the  prince  is  a  Jack,  a  sneak-cup*;  'Sblood! 
an  he  were  here,  I  would  cudgel  him  like  a  dog,  if  he  would 
say  so. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins  •,  marching.    Falstafp  meets 
the  Prince,  playing  on  his  truncheon,  like  a  fife. 

Fal.  How  now,  lad!  is  the  wind  in  that  door,  i'  fedthP 
must  we  all  march  P 

Bard.  Yea,  two  and  two,  Newgate-fashion  P 

Sost.  My  lord,  I  pray  you,  hear  me. 

P.  Sen.  Whiat  sayest  thou,  mistress  Quickly  P  How  does 
thy  husband  P    I  love  him  well :  he  is  an  honest  man. 

Sost.  Good  my  lord,  hear  me. 

Fal.  Pr'ythee  let  her  alone,  and  list  to  me. 

P.  Sen.  What  sayest  thou,  Jack  P 

Fal.  The  other  night  I  fell  asleep,  here,  behind  the  arras, 
and  had  my  pocket  picked :  this  house  is  turned  bawdy-house ; 
they  pick  pockets. 

P.  Sen.  What  didst  thou  lose.  Jack  P 

*  —  shall  I  not  take  mine  ease  in  mine  inn,]  This  expression  was  proverbial, 
and  it  is  foand  in  John  Heywood's  '*  Epigrams/'  in  Greene's  '*  Farewell  to  Polly," 
&c  Of  old,  an  inn,  as  Percy  remarks,  meant  a  dwelling,  but  it  came  afterwards 
to  be  employed  chiefly  for  a  house  of  entertainment.  We  still  preserve  the  ancient 
use  of  it  in  our  Innt  of  Court  and  Chancery. 

^  —  a  sneak-cup ;]  So  spelt  in  the  old  copies ;  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether 
it  be  not  in  fact  the  same  word  as  *'  snick-up,''  a  mere  term  of  contempt.  See 
«Twelfrh-Night,"  A.  ii.  sc.  3.  Vol.  ii.  p.  668.  We  may  take  this  opportunity  of 
correcting  a  misprint  in  that  note,  where  *'  sneak-cup  "  is  wrongly  spelt  tneak-up. 
Mr.  Dyoe,  who  makes  so  little  allowance  for  the  mistakes  of  others,  is  quite  in  error 
when  he  says  ("  Remarks,"  p.  107)  that  a  sneak-cup  **  is  plainly  one  who  sneaks 
from  his  cup :"  it  is  also  one  who  sneaks  a  cup,  and  drinks  slily,  either  out  of  his 
torn,  or  behind  the  backs  of  other  people. 

*  Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins,]    Poins  is  omitted  in  the  old  stage-directloii. 
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FaL  Wilt  thou  beKeve  me,  HalP  three  or  four  bonds  of 
forty  pound  a-piece,  and  a  seal  ring  of  my  grandfather's. 

P.  Hen.  A  trifle ;  some  eight-penny  matter. 

Host  So  I  told  him,  my  lord ;  and  I  said  I  heard  your 
grace  say  so:  and,  my  lord,  he  speaks  most  vilely  of  you, 
like  a  foul-mouthed  man  as  he  is,  and  said,  he  would  cudgel 
you. 

P.  Een.  What !  he  did  not  P 

Host  There's  neither  faith,  truth,  nor  womanhood  in  me 
else. 

Fal,  There's  no  more  faith  in  thee  than  in  a  stewed  prune ; 
nor  no  more  truth  in  thee,  than  in  a  drawn  fox;  and  for 
womanhood,  maid  Marian'  may  be  the  deputy's  wife  of  the 
ward  to  thee.     Go,  you  thing,  go  *. 

Host.  Say,  what  thing  P  what  thing  P 

FaL  What  thing  P  why,  a  thing  to  thank  Qtxi  on. 

Soat  I  am  no  thing  to  thank  God  on,  I  would  thou  shouldst 
know  it :  I  am  an  honest  man's  wife ;  and,  setting  thy  knight- 
hood aside,  thou  art  a  knave  to  call  me  so. 

Fai.  Setting  thy  womanhood  aside,  thou  art  a  beast  to  say 
otherwise. 

Host.  Say,  what  beast,  thou  knave  thou  P 

Fal,  What  beast  P  why  an  otter. 

P.  Hen.  An  otter,  sir  John :  why  an  otter  P 

Fal.  Why  P  she's  neither  fish  nor  flesh ;  a  man  knows  not 
where  to  have  her. 

Host.  Thou  art  an  unjust  man  in  saying  so :  thou  or  any 
man  knows  where  to  have  me,  thou  knave  thou  I 

P.  Hen.  Thou  sayest  true,  hostess ;  and  he  slanders  thee 
most  grossly. 

Host.  So  he  doth  you,  my  lord ;  and  said  this  other  day, 
you  ought  him  a  thousand  pound.  * 

P.  Hen.  Sirrah !  do  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound  P 

Fal.  A  thousand  pound,  Hal !  a  million :  thy  love  is  worth 
a  million :  thou  owest  me  thy  love. 

Host.  Nay,  my  lord,  he  cidled  you  Jack,  and  said  he  would 
cudgel  you. 

Fal  Did  I,  Bardolph  P 

y  —  maid  Marian]  Maid  Marian  was  the  female  companion  of  Robin  Hood, 
and  she  was  subsequently  introduced  into  morris-dances.  "  Shakespeare  (sayi 
Steerens)  speaks  of  her  in  her  degraded  sUte,  when  she  was  represented  by  ft 
stmmpet  or  a  clown  "  in  these  exhibitions. 

•  Go,  you  THING,  go.]     The  foUo,  1623,  poorly  reads,  "  you  nothing:' 

cc2 
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Bard.  Indeed,  sir  John,  you  said  so. 

FaL  Yea ;  if  he  said  my  ring  was  copper. 

P.  Hen,  I  say,  'tis  copper :  darest  thou  be  as  good  as  thy 
word  now  P 

FaL  Why,  Hal,  thou  knowest,  as  thou  art  but  man,  I  dare ; 
but  aa  thou  art  prince,  I  fear  thee,  as  I  fear  the  roaring  of  the 
lion's  whelp. 

P.  Hen.  And  why  not,  as  the  lion. 

Fal.  The  king  himself  is  to  be  feared  as  the  lion.  Dost 
thou  think,  I'll  fear  thee  as  I  fear  thy  father  P  nay,  an  I  do, 
I  pray  God,  my  girdle  break '. 

P.  Hen.  0 !  if  it  should,  how  would  thy  guts  fall  about 
thy  knees  I  But,  sirrah,  there's  no  room  for  faith,  truth,  nor 
honesty,  in  this  bosom  of  thine ;  it  is  fill'd  up  with  guts  and 
midriff.  Charge  an  honest  woman  with  picking  thy  pocket ! 
Why,  thou  whoreson,  impudent,  embossed  rascal,  if  there 
were  any  thing  in  thy  pocket  but  tavern  reckonings,  memor- 
andums of  bawdy-houses,  and  one  poor  penny-worth  of  sugar- 
candy  to  make  thee  long  winded ;  if  thy  pocket  were  enriched 
with  any  other  injuries  but  these,  I  am  a  villain :  and  yet  you 
will  stand  to  it ;  you  will  not  pocket  up  wrong.  Art  thou  not 
ashamed  P 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear,  Hal  P  thou  knowest  in  the  state  of  in- 
nocency,  Adam  fell ;  and  what  should  poor  Jack  Falstaff  do, 
in  the  days  of  villainy  P  Thou  seest  I  have  more  flesh  than 
another  man,  and  therefore  more  frailty.  You  confess,  then, 
you  picked  my  pocket  P 

P.  Hen.  It  appears  so  by  the  story. 

Fal.  Hostess,  I  forgive  thee.  Gro,  make  ready  breakfast ; 
love  thy  husband,  look,  to  thy  servants,  cherish  thy  guests : 
thou  shalt  find  me  tractable  to  any  honest  reason :  thou  seest, 
I  am  pacified. — Still  P — ^Nfcy,  pr'ythee,  begone.  [^Exit  Hostess.'] 
Now,  Hal,  to  the  news  at  coiirt :  for  the  robbery,  lad, — ^how 
is  that  answered  P 

P.  Hen.  0,  my  sweet  beef  1  I  must  still  be  good  angel  to 
thee. — ^The  money  is  paid  back  again. 

Fal.  0  !  I  do  not  like  that  paying  back ;  'tis  a  double 
labour. 

P.  Hen.  I  am  good  friends  with  my  father,  and  may  do 
any  thing. 

•  —  I  pray  God,  my  girdle  break.]  A  proverbial  expresoon,  of  uncertain 
origin,  but  of  very  clear  application  whenever  any  strong  denial  was  to  be  given, 
either  by  men  or  women. 
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Fal.  Rob  me  the  exchequer  the  £rst  thing  thou  dost ;  and 
do  it  with  unwashed  hands  too. 

Bard.  Do,  my  lord. 

P.  Hen.  I  have  procured  thee,  Jack,  a  charge  of  foot. 

Fal.  I  would,  it  had  been  of  horse. — ^Where  shall  I  find  one 
that  can  steal  well  ?  0  !  for  a  fine  thief,  of  the  age  of  two- 
and-twenty,  or  thereabouts !  I  am  heinously  improvided. 
Well,  God  be  thanked  for  these  rebels ;  they  offend  none  but 
the  virtuous :  I  laud  them,  I  praise  them. 

P.  Hen.  Bardolph ! 

Bard.  My  lord. 

P.  Sen.  Go  bear  this  letter  to  lord  John  of  Lancaster, 
To  my  brother  John ;  this  to  my  lord  of  Westmoreland. — 
Go,  Poins,  to  horse,  to  horse !  for  thou,  and  I  *, 
Have  thirty  miles  to  ride  yet  ere  dinner  time. — 
Jack,  meet  me  to-morrow  in  the  Temple-hall 
At  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon : 
There  shalt  thou  know  thy  charge ;  and  there  receive 
Money,  and  order  for  their  furniture. 
The  land  is  burning,  Percy  stands  on  high, 
And  either  they,  or  we,  must  lower  lie. 

[Exeunt  Prince,  Poins,  and  Babdolph. 

Fal.  Rare  words  !  brave  world ! — ^Hostess,  my  breakfast ; 
come. — 
O  I  I  could  wish  this  tavern  were  my  drum.  \Exit. 


ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 

The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  and  Douglas. 

Hot.  Well  said,  my  noble  Scot :  if  speaking  truth, 
In  this  fine  age  were  not  thought  flattery, 

^  Go,  P01N8,  to  horse,  to  horse !  for  thou,  and  I,]  The  old  copies  have  Peto 
for  **  Poins;"  but  Poins  suits  the  measure,  and  as  Johnson  remarks,  Peto  if 
afterwards  introduced  as  lieutenant  to  Falstaff.  The  printer  of  the  folio,  1623, 
omitted  the  repetition  of  "  to  horse  •**  but  if  we  substitute  Poins  for  Peto,  those 
words  are  necessary  to  the  completion  of  the  line.  In  the  next  line  "  yet "  seems 
surplusage  in  all  the  old  copies,  but  we  have  no  right  to  correct  Tersification  that 
may  ha^e  been  Shakespeare's. 
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Such  attribution  should  the  Douglas  have, 

As  not  a  soldier  of  this  season's  stamp 

Should  go  so  general  current  through  the  world. 

By  God,  I  cannot  flatter  :  I  defy 

The  tongues  of  soothers  ;  but  a  braver  place 

In  my  heart's  love  hath  no  man  than  yourself. 

Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord  *. 

I>oiig,  Thou  art  the  king  of  honour  : 
No  man  so  potent  breathes  upon  the  ground. 
But  I  will  beard  him. 

Hot.  Do  so,  and  'tis  well, — 

Enter  a  Messenger,  with  letters. 

What  letters  hast  thou  there  P — I  ccur  but  thank  you. 

Mess.  These  letters  come  firom  your  father. 

Hot.  Letters  firom  him!  why  comes  he  not  himself  P 

Mess.  He  cannot  come,  my  lord :  he's  grievous  sick. 

Hot.  'Zounds  !  how  has  he  the  leisure  to  be  sick  *, 
In  such  a  justling  time  P     Who  leads  his  power  P 
Under  whose  government  come  they  along  P 

Mess.  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I,  my  lord  *. 

Wor.  I  pr'ythee,  tell  me ;  doth  he  keep  his  bed  P 

Mess.  He  cdd,  my  lord,  four  days  ere  I  set  forth ; 
And  at  the  time  of  my  departure  thence. 
He  was  much  fear'd  by  his  physicians. 

Wor.  I  would  the  state  of  time  had  first  been  whole. 
Ere  he  by  sickness  had  been  visited : 
His  health  was  never  better  worth  than  now. 

Hot.  Sick  now !  droop  now!  this  sickness  doth  infect 
The  very  life-blood  of  our  enterprize : 
*TiB  catching  hither,  even  to  our  camp. 
He  writes  me  here, — ^that  inward  sicJbiess — 
And  that  his  friends  by  deputation  could  not 
So  soon  be  drawn ;  nor  did  he  think  it  meet, 

'  Nay,  task  me  to  my  word ;  approve  me,  lord.]  So  all  the  old  copiea :  Malone 
reads,  "  Nay,  task  me  to  the  word."  "  Approve  me  "  is,  of  course,  pntve  me,  try 
me,  or  pat  me  to  the  proof. 

'  'Zoands !  how  has  he  the  leism^  to  be  sick,]  The  first  folio  tamely  and  lamely 
reads,  *'  How  ?  has  he  the  leismre  to  be  sick  now,"  for  the  sake,  no  donbt,  of 
avoiding  **  'Zounds !''  so  characteristic  of  Hotspur. 

*  His  letters  bear  his  mind,  not  I,  my  lord.]  "  Not  I  my  mind**  is  tiie  read- 
ing of  the  two  earliest  4tos :  the  rest,  and  the  folio,  **  not  I  his  mind."  The  com- 
poiitor,  as  Capel  points  out,  repeated  '*  mind  **  instead  of  **  lord,"  and  sncb  pi«- 
daely  is  the  emendation  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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To  lay  so  dangerous  and  dear  a  trust 

On  any  soul  removed,  but  on  his  own. 

Yet  doth  he  give  us  bold  advertisement, 

That  with  our  small  conjunction  we  should  on, 

To  see  how  fortune  is  disposed  to  us ; 

For,  as  he  writes,  there  is  no  quailing  now. 

Because  the  king  is  certainly  possessed 

Of  all  our  purposes.     What  say  you  to  it  P 

War.  Your  father's  sickness  is  a  maim  to  us. 

Hot.  A  perilous  gash,  a  very  limb  lopp'd  off: — 
And  yet,  in  faith,  'tis  not ;  his  present  want 
Seems  more  than  we  shall  find  it. — Were  it  good. 
To  set  the  exact  wealth  of  all  our  states 
All  at  one  cast  ?  to  set  so  rich  a  main 
On  the  nice  hazard  of  one  doubtful  hour  P 
It  were  not  good ;  for  therein  should  we  read 
The  very  bottom,  and  the  soul  of  hope. 
The  very  list,  the  very  utmost  bound 
Of  all  our  fortunes. 

Doug.  'Faith,  and  so  we  should. 

Where  now  remains  a  sweet  reversion : 
We  may  boldly  spend  upon  the  hope 
Of  what  is  to  come  in  : 
A  comfort  of  retirement  lives  in  this. 

Sot.  A  rendezvous,  a  home  to  fly  imto. 
If  that  the  devil  and  mischance  look  big 
Upon  the  maidenhead  of  our  afiairs. 

JFor.  But  yet,  I  would  your  father  had  been  here. 
The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  division  * :  it  will  be  thought 
By  some,  that  know  not  why  he  is  away. 
That  wisdom,  loyalty,  and  mere  dislike 

*  The  quality  and  hair  of  our  attempt 
Brooks  no  division:]  The  word  "hair'*  in  this  passage  has  caused  some 
dispute,  and  it  seems  very  clear  that  the  printers  of  the  old  editions  did  not  under- 
stand the  use  of  it.  In  the  4to,  l/>98,  it  stands  haire:  in  the  4to,  1699,  Aotre 
also :  in  the  4to,  ]6()8,  heaire^  and  in  the  later  4tos.  and  the  folios  heire.  Johnson 
thought  tliat  '*  hair  "  was  to  be  taken  for  complexion,  character,  and  Steevens 
and  Malone  agreed  with  him.  Boswell  recommended  the  substitution  of  atr  ,•  but 
no  change  seems  necessary.  Worcester  might  mean  that  there  ought  to  be  no 
splitting  or  "  division  "  of  their  power,  already  small  enough  for  the  attempt : 
'*  the  hair  of  our  attempt  brooks  no  division.''  The  word  *'  division  "  seems  to  sup- 
port this  conjecture ;  but  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  mistakes  when  he  states  ("  Remarks," 
p.  108)  that  I  gave  it  as  my  explanation  of  the  passage :  I  offered  it  then,  at  now, 
merely  as  a  conjecture.     Mr.  Singer  was  misled  by  Mr.  Dyoe. 
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Of  our  proceedings,  kept  the  earl  from  hence. 

And  think,  how  such  an  apprehension 

May  turn  the  tide  of  fearful  faction, 

And  breed  a  kind  of  question  in  our  cause : 

For,  well  you  know,  we  of  the  oflTering  side  * 

Must  keep  aloof  from  strict  arbitrement. 

And  stop  all  sight-holes,  every  loop  from  whence 

The  eye  of  reason  may  pry  in  upon  us. 

This  absence  of  your  father's  draws  a  curtain ', 

That  shows  the  ignorant  a  kind  of  fear 

Before  not  dreamt  of. 

Hot.  .You  strain  too  far. 

I,  rather,  of  his  absence  make  this  use : — 
It  lends  a  lustre,  and  more  great  opinion, 
A  larger  dare  to  our  great  enterprize ', 
Than  if  the  earl  were  here  :  for  men  must  think, 
If  we,  without  his  help,  can  make  a  head 
To  push  against  the  kingdom,  with  his  help, 
We  shall  o'erturn  it  topsy-turvy  down. — 
Yet  all  goes  well ;  yet  all  our  joints  are  whole. 

Doug.  As  heart  can  think :  there  is  not  such  a  word 
Spoke  of  in  Scotland  as  this  term  of  fear '. 

Enter  Sir  Bichard  Vernon. 

Hot.  My  cousin  Vernon !  welcome,  by  my  soul. 

Ver.  Pray  God  my  news  be  worth  a  welcome,  lord. 
The  earl  of  Westmoreland,  seven  thousand  strong, 
Is  marching  hitherwards  ;  with  him,  prince  John. 

Hot.  No  harm  :  what  more  P 

Ver.  And  farther,  I  have  leam'dy 

The  king  himself  in  person  is  set  forth. 
Or  hitherwards  intended  speedily. 
With  strong  and  mighty  preparation. 

Hot.  He  shall  be  welcome  too.     Where  is  his  son, 
The  nimble-footed  mad-cap  prince  of  Wales, 

•  —  we  of  the  offerino  side]  i.  e.  Of  the  challenging  side. 

'  —  draws  a  curtain,]  t.  e.  Withdrawa  a  curtain,  as  on  the  stage. 
'  —  to  OUR  great  enterprizej     The  folio,  1623,  reads  your. 

*  —  as  this  TERM  of  fear.]  So  the  4to8.  previous  to  that  of  1613,  which,  like 
the  folio,  1623,  has  **  this  dream  of  fear ;"  but  **  term  "  is  restored  to  its  place  in 
the  corr.  fo.  1632.  In  Vernon's  first  speech  the  folio  omits  "  him,"  and  in  his 
second  speech  substitutes  hath  for  **  is  **  in  the  line,  "  The  King  himself  in  person 
is  set  forth.'' 
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And  his  comrades^  that  dafTd  the  world  aside, 
And  bid  it  pass  ? 

Ver.  All  fumish'd,  all  in  arms, 

All  plum'd  like  estridges  that  wing  the  wind  **, 
Bated  like  eagles  having  lately  bath'd  ; 
Glittering  in  golden  coats,  like  images ; 
As  full  of  spirit  as  the  month  of  May, 
And  gorgeous  as  the  sun  at  midsununer ; 
Wanton  as  youthful  goats,  wild  as  yoimg  bulls. 
I  saw  young  Harry,  with  his  beaver  on, 
His  cuisses  on  his  thighs,  gallantly  arm'd, 
Rise  from  the  ground  like  feather'd  Mercury, 
And  vaulted  with  such  ease  into  his  seat. 
As  if  an  angel  dropp'd  down  from  the  clouds, 
To  turn  and  wind  a  fiery  Pegasus, 
And  witch  the  world  with  noble  horsemanship. 

Hot.  No  more,  no  more :  worse  than  the  sun  in  March, 
This  praise  doth  nourish  agues.     Let  them  come ; 
They  come  like  sacrifices  in  their  trim, 
And  to  the  fire-ey'd  maid  of  smoky  war. 
All  hot,  and  bleeding,  will  we  offer  them : 
The  mailed  Mars  shall  on  his  altar  sit, 
Up  to  the  ears  in  blood.     I  am  on  fire, 
To  hear  this  rich  reprisal  is  so  nigh. 
And  yet  not  our's. — Come,  let  me  taste  my  horse ', 
Who  is  to  bear  me,  like  a  thunderbolt, 
Against  the  bosom  of  the  prince  of  Wales : 
Harry  to  Harry  shall,  hot  horse  to  horse  *, 
Meet,  and  ne'er  part,  till  one  drop  down  a  corse. — 
0,  that  Glendower  were  come  1 

10  ^  that  WING  the  wind,]  It  U  "  tcith  the  wind "  in  the  old  oopiet,  but 
changed  to  "  wing  the  wind ''  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632.  To  **  bate  "  was  a  term  of 
falconry,  and  meant  to  beat  the  air  aa  eagles  would  do,  after  bathing,  in  order  to 
dry  their  plumage — **  bated  "  means  baling. 

>  —Come,  let  me  taste  my  horse,]  t.  e.  Try  my  horse ;  which  was  the  phrase- 
ology of  the  time,  from  the  old  Fr.  tatter,  to  try.  In  Chapman's  translation  of 
the  Odyssey,  book  21,  the  expression  occurs : — 

**  he  now  began 

To  tatte  the  bow." 
And  in  "Twelfth  Night,"  A.  ui.  sc.  1.  VoL  ii.  p.  685,  Sir  Toby  tells  Viola  to 
"  taste  her  legs."  The  two  earliest  4t08.  of  '*  Henry  IV.  Part  I.,"  have  "  tatte  my 
horse;"  but  take  was  introduced  into  the  4to,  1008,  and  from  thence  transferred 
to  the  4to,  1613,  and  so  to  the  folio,  1623. 

a  —  HOT  horse  to  horse,]  So  the  two  earliest  4tos  :  the  others,  and  the  folio, 
1023,  substitute  not  for  "  hot ;"  but  the  old  text  of  "  hot "  is  carefully  restored  in 
the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 
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Ver.  There  is  more  news : 

I  leam'd  in  Worcester,  as  I  rode  along, 
He  cannot  draw  *  his  power  this  fourteen  days. 

Doug.  That's  the  worst  tidings  that  I  hear  of  yet. 

War.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  that  bears  a  frosty  sound. 

HoL  What  may  the  king's  whole  battle  reach  unto  ? 

Ver.  To  thirty  thousand. 

Hot  Forty  let  it  be  : 

My  father  and  Glendower  being  both  away, 
The  powers  of  us  may  serve  so  great  a  day. 
Come,  let  us  take  a  muster  speedily  : 
Doomsday  is  near ;  die  all,  die  merrily. 

Doug.  Talk  not  of  dying :  I  am  out  of  fear 
Of  death,  or  death's  hand,  for  this  one  half  year.        [^Exeunt. 


SCENE  11. 

A  public  Eoad  near  Coventry. 

Enter  Falstaff  and  Bardolfh. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  get  thee  before  to  Coventry:  fill  me  a 
bottle  of  sack.  Our  soldiers  shall  march  through ;  we'll  to 
Sutton-Colfield  to-night. 

Bard.  Will  you  give  me  money,  captain  ? 

Fal.  Lay  out,  lay  out. 

Bard.  This  bottle  makes  an  angel. 

Fal.  An  if  it  do,  take  it  for  thy  labour ;  and  if  it  make 
twenty,  take  them  all,  I'll  answer  the  coinage.  Bid  my 
lieutenant  Peto  meet  me  at  the  town's  end. 

Bard.  I  will,  captain  :  farewell.  [-EptY. 

JFbl.  If  I  be  not  ashamed  of  my  soldiers,  I  am  a  soused 
g^umet.  I  have  misused  the  king's  press  damnably :  I  have 
got,  in  exchange  of  a  hundred  and  fifty  soldiers,  three  hun- 
dred and  odd  pounds.  I  press  me  none  but  good  house- 
holders*, yeomen's  sons:  inquire  me  out  contracted  bache- 
lors, such  as  had  been  asked  twice  on  the  bans;  such  a 
commodity  of  warm  slaves,  as  had  as  lief  hear  the  devil  as  a 

*  He  CANNOT  draw]     The  4to.  copies  (excepting  that  of  1639)  have  "  He  e&m 
draw."     The  folio,  1623,  has  "  cannot." 

*  I  press  me  none  but  good  householders,]     So  the  old  copies,  which  there  is 
BO  sufficient  ground  for  altering;  but  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  puts  it  in  the  past 
pressed f  and  in  the  next  line  inquired :  afterwards  the  past  tense  is  used. 
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drum;  such  as  fear  the  report  of  a  caliver,  worse  than  a 
struck  fowl  *,  or  a  hurt  wild-duck.  I  pressed  me  none  but 
such  toasts  and  butter,  with  hearts  in  their  bellies  no  bigger 
than  pins'  heads,  and  they  have  bought  out  their  services ; 
and  now  my  whole  charge  consists  of  ancients,  corporals, 
lieutenants,  gentlemen  of  companies,  slaves  as  ragged  as 
Lazarus  in  the  painted  cloth,  where  the  glutton's  dogs  licked 
his  sores ;  and  such  a^,  indeed,  were  never  soldiers,  but  dis- 
carded unjust  serving  men,  younger  sons  to  younger  brothers, 
revolted  tapsters,  and  ostlers  trade-fallen ;  the  cankers  of  a 
calm  world,  and  a  long  peace ;  ten  times  more  dishonourable 
ragged  than  an  old  faced  ancient ' :  and  such  have  I,  to  fill 
up  the  rooms  of  them  that  have  bought  out  their  services,  that 
you  would  think  that  I  had  a  hundred  and  fifty  tattered 
prodigals,  lately  come  from  swine-keeping,  from  eating  draff 
and  husks.  A  mad  fellow  met  me  on  the  way,  and  told  me 
I  had  unloaded  all  the  gibbets,  and  pressed  the  dead  bodies : 
no  eye  hath  seen  such  scarecrows.  I'll  not  march  through 
Coventry  with  them,  that's  flat : — ^nay,  and  the  villains  march 
wide  betwixt  the  legs,  as  if  they  had  gyves  on  ;  for,  indeed, 
I  had  the  most  of  them  out  of  prison.  There's  not  a  shirt 
and  a  half  in  all  my  company ' :  and  the  half-shirt  is  two 
napkins,  tacked  together,  and  thrown  over  the  shoulders  like 
a  herald's  coat  without  sleeves ;  and  the  shirt,  to  say  the  truth, 
stolen  from  my  host  at  St.  Albans,  or  the  red-nosed  inn- 
keeper •  of  Daventry.  But  that's  all  one ;  they'll  find  linen 
enough  on  every  hedge. 

'  —  worse  thaD  a  struck  fowl,]  So  the  two  oldest  4tos.  The  folio,  1623, 
has/ool  for  **  fowl/'  an  error,  Malone  sajs,  adopted  from  the  4to,  1613.  He  pro- 
bably had  not  seen  the  4to.  of  1 608,  in  which  the  blander  is  also  committed :  the 
4to.  of  1613  was  printed  from  that  of  1608.  The  emendation  is  from  fool  to 
"  fowl "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  —  an  old  faced  ancient  :]  Shakespeare  here  uses  the  word  "  andent "  to 
signify  a  standard :  just  before  he  has  employed  it  to  designate  officers  who  carried 
the  colours.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  substitutes  pieced  for  **  faced  **  with  plausibility, 
but  we  leave  the  old  word  unchanged. 

7  There's  not  a  shirt  and  a  half  in  all  my  company :]  The  words  in  the  old 
copies  are  "  There's  not  a  shirt  and  a  half  in  aU  my  company.  **  Not "  and 
hit  were  frequently  confounded  by  printers,  and,  although  **  not "  gives  a  very 
clear  sense,  the  corr.  fo.  1632  instructs  to  read  but  in  this  place.  Consistently, 
however,  with  our  usual  course  in  such  cases,  we  adhere  to  the  early  printed 
editions,  because  Falstaff  may  mean  to  say,  that  there's  not  so  much' as  a  shirt  and 
a  half  in  his  whole  company. 

•  —  or  the  red-NOSBD  inn-keeper]  Red-nowrf  for  "  red-nose  "  is  the  small 
emendation  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  we  adopt  it  as  the  proper  compound  epithet : 
the  d  was  no  doubt  lost  in  the  process  of  printing. 
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Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Westmoreland. 

P.  Hen.  How  now,  blown  Jack !  how  now,  quilt  1 

FaL  What,  Hal !  How  now,  mad  wag !  what  a  devil  dost 
thou  in  Warwickshire  P — ^My  good  lord  of  Westmoreland,  I 
cry  you  mercy :  I  thought  your  honour  had  already  been  at 
Shrewsbury. 

West.  'Faith,  sir  John,  'tis  more  than  time  that  I  were 
there,  and  you  too  ;  but  my  powers  are  there  already.  The 
king,  I  can  tell  you,  looks  for  us  all :  we  must  away  all 
night. 

FaL  Tut,  never  fear  me :  I  am  aa  vigilant  as  a  cat  to  steal 
cream. 

P.  Hen.  I  think,  to  steal  cream  indeed ;  for  thy  theft  hath 
already  made  thee  butter.  But  tell  me,  Jack ;  whose  fellows 
are  these  that  come  after  P 

Fal.  Mine,  Hal,  mine. 

P.  Hen.  I  did  never  see  such  pitiM  rascals. 

Fal.  Tut,  tut!  good  enough  to  toss';  food  for  powder, 
food  for  powder ;  they'll  fill  a  pit,  as  well  as  better :  tush, 
man,  mortal  men,  mortal  men. 

West.  Ay,  but,  sir  John,  methinks  they  are  exceeding  poor 
and  bare ;  too  beggarly. 

Fal.  'Faith,  for  their  poverty,  I  know  not  where  they  had 
that :  and  for  their  bareness,  I  am  sure,  they  never  learned 
that  of  me. 

P.  Hen.  No,  I'll  be  sworn ;  unless  you  call  three  fingers 
on  the  ribs,  bare.  But,  sirrah,  make  'haste :  Percy  is  already 
in  the  field. 

Fal.  What,  is  the  king  encamped  P 

West.  He  is,  sir  John:  I  fear  we  shall  stay  too  long. 

[Exeunt  P.  Hen.  and  W^sr. 

Fal.  Well, 
To  the  latter  end  of  a  fray,  and  the  beginning  of  a  feast. 
Fits  a  dull  fighter,  and  a  keen  guest.  [Exit  "► 

*  —  g^ood  enough  to  toss  ;]  t.  e.  To  toss  upon  pikes ;  a  militarj  phrase  of  the 
time.     It  occurs  again  in  "  Henry  VI.  Part  III."  A.  i.  sc.  1. 

>0  Exit.]  In  all  editions  the  Prince,  Westmoreland,  and  Falstaff  are  represented 
as  making  their  ejrit  together.  This  is  dearly  wrong ;  for  Falstaff  would  never 
have  quoted  his  proverb  in  the  presence  of  the  others.  They  first  go  out  in  haste, 
he  makes  his  observation,  and  tiien  follows  them  immediately. 
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SCENE  III. 

The  Rebel  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  Hotspur,  Worcester,  Douglas,  and  Vernon. 

Hot  We'll  fight  with  him  to-night. 

War.  It  may  not  be. 

Doug.  You  give  him,  then,  advantage. 

Ver.  Not  a  whit. 

Hot  Why  say  you  so  P  looks  he  not  for  supply  P 

Ver.  So  do  we. 

SoL  His  is  certain,  our's  is  doubtfiil. 

War.  Good  cousin,  be  advis'd :  stir  not  to-night. 

Ver,  Do  not,  my  lord. 

Doug.  You  do  not  counsel  well. 

You  speak  it  out  of  fear,  and  a  cold  heart ". 

Ver.  Do  me  no  slander,  Douglas :  by  my  life, 
And  I  dare  well  maintain  it  with  my  Ufe, 
If  well-respected  honour  bid  me  on, 
I  hold  as  little  counsel  with  weak  fear, 
As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Scot  that  lives ' : 
Let  it  be  seen  to-morrow  in  the  battle, 
Which  of  us  fears. 

Doug.  Yea,  or  to-night. 

Ver.  Content. 

Sot.  To-night,  say  I. 

Ver.  Come,  come,  it  may  not  be. 

I  wonder  much, 

Being  men  of  such  great  leading  as  you  are. 
That  you  foresee  not  what  impediments 
Drag  back  our  expedition :  certain  horse 
Of  my  cousin  Vernon's  are  not  yet  come  up : 
Your  uncle  Worcester's  horse  came  but  to-day ; 
And  now  their  pride  and  mettle  is  asleep, 

11  —  and  A  cold  heart]     So  the  corr.  fo.  1C32 :  a  had  probably  dropped  out. 

1  As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Soot  that  lives :]     The  line  appears  thus  in  the  4tos. 
and  folios : — 

"  As  you,  my  lord,  or  any  Soot  that  this  day  lives." 
ThU  day  is  clearly  surplusage,  both  as  regards  sense  and  metre :  it  weakens  the 
expression,  and  lengthens  the  line  to  twelve  syllables :  those  two  words  are  there- 
fore struck  out  with  a  pen  by  the  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1032. 
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Their  courage  with  hard  labour  tame  and  dull, 
That  not  a  horse  is  half  the  half  of  himself. 

Hot.  So  are  the  horses  of  the  enemy. 
In  general,  journey-bated,  and  brought  low  ; 
The  better  part  of  our's  are  full  of  rest. 

Wor,  The  number  of  the  king  exceedeth  our's : 
For  God's  sake,  cousin,  stay  till  all  come  in. 

[^The  trumpet  sounds  a  parley. 

Enter  Sir  Walteb  Blunt. 

Blunt.  I  come  with  gracious  offers  firom  the  king, 
If  you  vouchsafe  me  hearing  and  respect. 

Hot.  Welcome,  sir  Walter  Blunt ;  and  would  to  God 
You  were  of  our  determination  ! 
Some  of  us  love  you  well ;  and  even  those  some 
Envy  your  great  deservings,  and  good  name. 
Because  you  are  not  of  our  quality, 
But  stand  against  us  like  an  enemy. 

Blunt.  And  God  defend  but  still  I  should  stand  bo. 
So  long  as  out  of  limit  and  true  rule, 
You  stand  against  anointed  majesty. 
But,  to  my  charge. — ^The  king  hath  sent  to  know 
The  nature  of  your  griefs ;  and  whereupon 
You  conjure  from  the  breast  of  civil  peace 
Such  bold  hostility,  teaching  his  duteous  land 
Audacious  cruelty  P  If  that  the  king 
Have  any  way  your  good  deserts  forgot, 
Which  he  confesseth  to  be  manifold, 
He  bids  you  name  your  griefs,  and  with  all  speed. 
You  shall  have  your  desires  with  interest. 
And  pardon  absolute  for  yourself,  and  these, 
Herein  misled  by  your  suggestion. 

Hot.  The  king  is  kind ;  and,  well  we  know,  the  king 
Knows  at  what  time  to  promise,  when  to  pay. 
My  father,  and  my  uncle,  and  myself*. 
Did  give  him  that  same  royalty  he  wears ; 
And  when  he  was  not  six-and-twenty  strong. 
Sick  in  the  world's  regard,  wretched  and  low, 

'  My  father,  and  my  ande,  and  myself,]  The  folio,  1623,  spoils  the  line,  as  it 
stands  in  the  earliest  4to6,  by  omitting  the  conjunction  before  *'  my  uncle."  The 
corr.  fo.  1632,  perhaps,  gives  it  better,  but  hardly  so  authentically,  <*  My  fisther, 
tn'M  my  uncle,  and  myself." 
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A  poor  unminded  outlaw,  Bneakiiig  home, 

My  father  gave  him  welcome  to  the  shore  : 

And,  when  he  heard  him  swear,  and  vow  to  Otxl, 

He  came  but  to  be  duke  of  Lancaster, 

To  sue  his  livery,  and  beg  his  peace 

With  tears  of  innocency,  and  terms  of  zeal, 

My  father,  in  kind  heart  and  pity  mov'd. 

Swore  him  assistance,  and  performed  it  too. 

Now,  when  the  lords  and  barons  of  the  realm 

Perceiv'd  Northumberland  did  lean  to  him. 

The  more  and  less  came  in  with  cap  and  knee ; 

Met  him  in  boroughs,  cities,  villages. 

Attended  him  on  bridges,  stood  in  lanes. 

Laid  gifts  before  him,  proffer'd  him  their  oaths, 

Gave  him  their  heirs  as  pages,  followed  him, 

Even  at  the  heels,  in  golden  multitudes. 

He  presently,  as  greatness  knows  itself. 

Steps  me  a  little  higher  than  his  vow 

Made  to  my  father,  while  his  blood  was  poor. 

Upon  the  naked  shore  at  Ravenspurg ; 

And  now,  forsooth,  takes  on  him  to  reform 

Some  certain  edicts,  and  some  strait  decrees, 

That  lie  too  heavy  on  the  commonwealth ; 

Cries  out  upon  abuses,  seems  to  weep 

Over  his  country's  wrongs ;  and,  by  this  face, 

This  seeming  brow  of  justice,  did  he  win 

The  hearts  of  all  that  he  did  angle  for : 

Proceeded  farther ;  cut  me  off  the  heads 

Of  all  the  favourites,  that  the  absent  king 

Li  deputation  left  behind  him  here. 

When  he  was  personal  in  the  Irish  war. 

Blunt  Tut !  I  came  not  to  hear  this. 

Hot.  Then,  to  the  point. 

In  short  time  after  he  depos'd  the  king ; 
Soon  after  that,  deprived  him  of  his  life ; 
And,  in  the  neck  of  that,  task'd  the  whole  state ' ; 
To  make  that  worse,  suffered  his  kinsman  March 
(Who  is,  if  every  owner  were  well  plac'd  *, 

*  —  task'd  the  whole  state ;]  t.  e,  Tax'd  the  whole  state.  In  the  time  of 
Shakespeare,  to  ioMk  seems  to  have  been  as  commonlj  used  as  to  tax, 

«  —  if  every  owner  were  well  plac'dj  The  folio»  1623,  following  the  4to, 
1613,  omits  "  well,"  and  of  course  it  is  wanting  in  the  later  folios :  the  correction 
in  manuscript  in  the  folio,  1632,  is  not  the  insertion  of  "  well"  from  the 
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Indeed  his  king)  to  be  engag'd  in  Wales  *, 
There  without  ransom  to  Ke  forfeited ; 
Disgraced  me  in  my  happy  victories  ; 
Sought  to  entrap  me  by  inteUigence  ; 
Rated  my  uncle  from  the  council-board ; 
In  rage  dismissed  my  father  from  the  court ; 
Broke  oath  on  oath,  committed  wrong  on  wrong, 
And,  in  conclusion,  drove  us  to  seek  out 
This  head  of  safety ;  and,  withal,  to  pry 
Into  his  title,  the  which  we  find 
Too  indirect  for  long  continuance. 

Blunt.  Shall  I  return  this  answer  to  the  king  P 

Hot,  Not  so,  sir  Walter :  we'll  withdraw  awhile. 
Go  to  the  king ;  and  let  there  be  impawn'd 
Some  surety  for  a  safe  return  again. 
And  in  the  morning  early  shall  inine  uncle 
Bring  him  our  purposes  ;  and  so  farewell. 

Blunt.  I  would  you  would  accept  of  grace  and  love. 

Hot.  And,  may  be^  so  we  shall. 

Blunt.  'Pray  God  you  do ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

York.    A  Room  in  the  Archbishop's  House. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  and  Sir  Michael*. 

Arch.  Hie,  good  sir  Michael ;  bear  this  sealed  brief^ 
With  winged  haste  to  the  lord  marshal : 
This  to  my  cousin  Scroop ;  and  all  the  rest 
To  whom  they  are  directed.     If  you  knew 
How  much  they  do  import,  you  would  make  haste. 

4tofi,  but  of  due — "  if  every  owner  were  due  plac'd."    We  take  the  represen- 
tation of  the  text  as  contained  in  the  4to,  1598. 

'  —  to  be  enoag'd  in  Wales,]  Theobald  altered  "  engag'd  "  to  ineag*d,  bat 
without  sufficient  ground :  **  engag'd  "  signifies  delivered  as  a  gage  or  hoetage. 
A  line  in  A.  v.  sc.  2  of  this  play,  directly  supports  the  old  reading : — 

"  And  Westmoreland,  that  was  engag^d^  did  bear  it." 
Here  Malone  properly  printed  "'engag'd/'  though  in  the  instance  of  the  text  above 
he  strangely  preferred  incag*d. 

*  —  and  Sir  Michael.]  So  called  here,  so  addressed  by  the  Archbishop,  and 
BO  printed  in  the  prefixes:  why  his  name  should  be  omitted  in  the  modem 
editions,  and  only  oiled  **  a  gentleman,"  is  not  explained.  He  was  probably  a 
priest,  then  often  spoken  to  and  of  as  a  knight. 
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Sir  M,  My  good  lord, 
I  guess  their  tenor. 

Arch,  Like  enough,  you  do. 

To-morrow,  good  sir  Michael,  is  a  day. 
Wherein  the  fortune  of  ten  thousand  men 
Must  bide  the  touch  ;  for,  sir,  at  Shrewsbury, 
As  I  $im  truly  given  to  understand. 
The  king,  with  mighty  and  quick-raised  power. 
Meets  with  lord  Harry :  and,  I  fear,  sir  Michael, 
What  with  the  sickness  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  power  was  in  the  first  proportion. 
And  what  with  Owen  Glendower's  absence  thence. 
Who  with  them  was  a  rated  sinew  too ', 
And  comes  not  in,  o'er-rul'd  by  prophecies, 
I  fear,  the  power  of  Percy  is  too  weak 
To  wage  an  instant  trial  with  the  king. 

&ir  M,  Why,  my  good  lord,  you  need  not  fear ; 
There  is  Douglas,  and  lord  Mortimer. 

Arch,  No,  Mortimer  is  not  there. 

Sir  M,  But  there  is  Mordake,  Vernon,  lord  Harry  Percy, 
And  there's  my  lord  of  Worcester  ;  and  a  head 
Of  gallant  warriors,  noble  gentlemen. 

Arch,  And  so  there  is  ;  but  yet  the  king  hath  drawn 
The  special  head  of  all  the  land  together : 
The  prince  of  Wales,  lord  John  of  Lancaster, 
The  noble  Westmoreland,  and  warlike  Blunt, 
And  many  more  corrivals,  and  dear  men 
Of  estimation  and  command  in  arms. 

Sir  M,  Doubt  not,  my  lord,  they  shall  be  well  oppos'd. 

Arch,  I  hope  no  less,  yet  needful  'tis  to  fear, 
And,  to  prevent  the  worst,  sir  Michael,  speed ; 
For,  if  lord  Percy  thrive  not,  ere  the  king 
Dismiss  his  power,  he  means  to  visit  us, 
For  he  hath  heard  of  our  confederacy. 
And  'tis  but  wisdom  to  make  strong  against  him : 
Therefore,  make  haste.     I  must  go  write  again 
To  other  friends ;  and  so  farewell,  sir  Michael.  [Exeunt, 

'  Who  with  them  was  a  rated  sinew  too,]  In  our  first  edit,  we  were  mis- 
taken in  imputing  to  the  folio,  1623,  the  introduction  of  "  rated  >?rm/y "  for 
"  rated  sinew."  Mr.  Singer,  (taking  our  word  for  it,)  commits  the  same  error  j 
but  if  he,  as  we  have  since  done,  had  consulted  the  4to,  1613,  he  would  have 
found  that  '*  rated  firmly  "  originated  there.  The  old  corrector  of  the  fo.  1632, 
makes  no  change  in  thb  place. 

VOL.  HI.  D  d 
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ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

The  King's  Camp  near  Shrewsbury. 

Enter  King  Henky,  Prince  Henry,  Prince  John  o/Laneagter, 
Sir  Walter  Blunt,  and  Sir  John  Falstafp. 

K,  Hen.  How  bloodily  the  sun  begins  to  peer 
Above  yond'  busky  hill  * :  the  day  looks  pale 
At  his  distemperature. 

P.  Sen.  The  southern  wind 

Doth  play  the  trumpet  to  his  purposes ; 
And  by  his  hollow  whistling  in  the  leaves 
Foretels  a  tempest,  and  a  blustering  day. 

jr.  Sen.  Then,  with  the  losers  let  it  sympathise, 
For  nothing  can  seem  foul  to  those  that  win. — 

\_Trumpet  sounds. 

Enter  Worcester  and  Vernon. 

How  now,  my  lord  of  Worcester !  'tis  not  well, 
That  you  and  I  should  meet  upon  such  terms 
As  now  we  meet.     You  have  deceiv'd  our  trust. 
And  made  us  doff  our  easy  robes  of  peace, 
To  crush  our  old  limbs  in  ungentle  steel : 
This  is  not  well,  my  lord ;  this  is  not  well. 
What  say  you  to  it  P  will  you  again  imknit 
This  churlish  knot  of  all-abhorred  war. 
And  move  in  that  obedient  orb  again, 
Where  you  did  give  a  fair  and  natural  light. 
And  be  no  more  an  exhal'd  meteor, 
A  prodigy  of  fear,  and  a  portent 
Of  broached  mischief  to  the  unborn  times  P 

War.  Hear  me,  my  liege. 
For  mine  own  part,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  entertain  the  lag-end  of  my  life 

'  Above  jond'  buskt  hill :]  i .  e.  Woody  hill ;  from  the  middle  Latin  botcui,  or 
from  the  French  botqne:  therefore  more  properlf  spelt  botky,  as  it  stands  in  "  The 
Tempest/'  A.  iy.  sc.  1.  Milton  also  writes  it  bosky,  Peele,  in  his  **  Edward  I." 
1593,  speaks  of ''  a  busky  wood,"  which  is  tautologous,  unless  we  understand  it 
buthy  wood.    See  Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  last  edit.  VoL  zi.  p.  78. 
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With  quiet  hours ;  for,  I  do  protest ', 
I  have  not  sought  the  day  of  this  dislike. 

K.  Hen.  You  have  not  sought  it !  say,  how  comes  it  then  ? 

FaL  Rebellion  lay  in  his  way,  and  he  found  it. 

P.  Hen.  Peace,  chewet,  peace  * ! 

War.  It  pleasM  your  majesty,  to  turn  your  looks 
Of  favour,  from  mjrself,  and  all  our  house ; 
And  yet  I  must  remember  you,  my  lord. 
We  were  the  first  and  dearest  of  your  friends. 
For  you  my  staflF  of  office  did  I  break 
In  Richard's  time  ;  and  posted  day  and  night 
To  meet  you  on  the  way,  and  kiss  your  hand, 
When  yet  you  were,  in  place  and  in  account, 
Nothing  so  strong  and  fortunate  as  I. 
It  was  myself,  my  brother,  and  his  son, 
That  brought  you  home,  and  boldly  did  outdard 
The  dangers  of  the  time.     You  swore  to  us, 
And  you  did  swear  that  oath  at  Doncaster, 
That  you  did  nothing  purpose  'gainst  the  state, 
Nor  claim  no  farther  than  your  new-fall'n  right. 
The  seat  of  Gaunt,  dukedom  of  Lancaster. 
To  this  we  swore  our  aid ;  but,  in  short  space, 
It  rain'd  down  fortune  showering  on  your  head, 
And  such  a  flood  of  greatness  fell  on  you. 
What  with  our  help,  what  with  the  absent  king, 
What  with  the  injuries  of  a  wanton  time. 
The  seeming  sufferances  that  you  had  borne, 
And  the  contrarioTis  winds  that  held  the  king 
So  long  in  his  unlucky  Irish  wars, 
That  aU  in  England  did  repute  him  dead : 
And,  from  this  swarm  of  fair  advantages. 
You  took  occasion  to  be  quickly  woo'd 
To  gripe  the  general  sway  into  your  hand ; 


'  With  quiet  hours ;  for,  I  do  protest,]  ''  Do  "  WM  first  inserted  in  the  folio, 
1S23,  for  the  purpose  of  completing  the  metre,  "  hours  "  being  here,  as  in  Tarious 
other  places,  a  dissyllable  :  "  do  "  also  adds  to  the  emphasis.  In  the  next  line  but 
one  we  maj  feel  assured  that  '*  say  "  (from  the  oorr.  fo.  1632)  was  accidentally 
omitted,  and  without  it  the  line  consists  of  only  nine  syllables. 

>  Peace,  ohbwbt,  peace  I]  Steevens  quotes  a  book  of  cookery,  printed  in  1096, 
and* Bacon's  "Natural  History,''  to  prove  that '* chewet "  was  a  species  of  At 
dish,  made  of  minced  meat.  On  the  other  hand,  Theobald  asserts  that  **  chewet " 
is  "a  noisy  chattering  bird— a  pie."  He  quotes  no  authority,  and  seems  to  have 
mistaken  the  speries  of /m>  intended.  After  all,  '*  chewet "  may  be  only  a  form  of 
printing  tttet^  a  word  very  applicable  to  Palstaif. 

Dd2 
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Forgot  your  oath  to  us  at  Doncaster, 

And,  being  fed  by  us,  you  us'd  us  so 

As  that  ungentle  guU,  the  cuckoo's  bird, 

TJseth  the  sparrow,  did  oppress  our  nest, 

Ghrew  by  our  feeding  to  so  great  a  bulk. 

That  even  our  love  durst  not  come  near  your  sight, 

For  fear  of  swallowing ;  but  with  nimble  wing 

We  were  enforced,  for  safety  sake,  to  fly 

Out  of  your  sight,  and  raise  this  present  head : 

Whereby  we  stand  opposed  by  such  means 

As  you  yourself  have  forg'd  against  yourself. 

By  unkind  usage,  dangerous  countenance, 

And  violation  of  all  faith  and  troth 

Sworn  to  us  in  your  yoimger  enterprize  *. 

K.  Hen,  These  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulate ', 
Proclaimed  at  market-crosses,  read  in  churches, 
To  face  the  garment  of  rebellion 
With  some  fine  colour,  that  may  please  the  eye 
Of  fickle  changelings,  and  poor  discontents. 
Which  gape,  and  rub  the  elbow,  at  the  news 
Of  hurlyburly  innovation : 
And  never  yet  did  insurrection  want 
Such  water-colours  to  impaint  his  cause ; 
Nor  moody  beggars,  starving  for  a  time 
Of  pellmell  havoc  and  confusion. 

P.  Hen,  In  both  our  armies  there  is  many  a  soul 
Shall  pay  fiill  dearly  for  this  encoimter. 
If  once  they  join  in  trial.     Tell  your  nephew, 
The  prince  of  Wales  doth  join  with  all  the  world 
In  praise  of  Henry  Percy  :  by  my  hopes,. 
This  present  enterprize  set  off  his  head, 
I  do  not  think,  a  braver  gentleman. 
More  active- valiant,  or  more  valiant-young. 
More  daring,  or  more  bold,  ia  now  alive 
To  grace  this  latter  age  with  noble  deeds. 
For  my  part,  I  may  speak  it  to  my  shame, 

'  Sworn  to  us  in  tour  younger  enterprize.]  "  Your  "  is  in  all  the  4to8,  but 
not  in  the  folio,  1 623,  though  afterwards  introduced  into  that  of  1664.  The  folio, 
1632,  being  also  without  it,  the  annotator  of  that  impression  added  it  in  his 
margin,  as,  at  all  events,  required  by  the  measure. 

'  These  things,  indeed,  you  have  articulate,]  So  every  4to :  '*  articulate  " 
is  to  be  taken  for  the  participle  articulatedt  as  printed  in  the  folio.  The  meaning 
is,  that  the  rebels  have  set  these  things  down  in  articlea ;  and  Shakespeare  often 
expresses  the  passive  participle  in  this  way. 
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I  have  a  truant  been  to  chivalry, 

And  so,  I  hear,  he  doth  account  me  too ; 

Yet  this  before  my  father's  majesty : 

I  am  content,  that  he  shall  take  the  odds 

Of  his  great  name  and  estimation, 

And  will,  to  save  the  blood  on  either  side, 

Try  fortune  with  him  in  a  single  fight. 

K,  Hen,  And,  prince  of  Wales,  so  dare  we  venture  thee, 
Albeit  considerations  infinite 
Do  make  against  it. — No,  good  Worcester,  no, 
We  love  our  people  well ;  eyen  those  we  love. 
That  are  misled  upon  your  cousin's  part ; 
And,  will  they  take  the  offer  of  our  grace. 
Both  he,  and  they,  and  you,  yea,  every  man 
Shall  be  my  friend  again,  and  I'll  be  his. 
So  tell  your  cousin,  and  bring  me  word 
What  he  will  do ;  but  if  he  will  not  yield. 
Rebuke  and  dread  correction  wait  on  us. 
And  they  shall  do  their  office.     So,  be  gone. 
We  will  not  now  be  troubled  with  reply : 
We  offer  fair,  take  it  advisedly. 

[^Eomint  Worcester  and  Vernon. 

P.  Hen,  It  will  not  be  accepted,  on  my  life. 
The  Douglas  and  the  Hotspur  both  together 
Are  confident  against  the  world  in  arms. 

K.  Hen,  Hence,  therefore,  every  leader  to  his  charge, 
For,  on  their  answer,  will  we  set  on  them ; 
And  God  befriend  us  as  our  cause  is  just ! 

\^Exeunt  Kino,  Blunt,  and  Prince  John. 

Fal,  Hal,  if  thou  see  me  down  in  the  battle,  and  bestride 
me,  so ;  'tis  a  point  of  friendship. 

P,  Hen,  Nothing  but  a  colossus  can  do  thee  that  friendship. 
Say  thy  prayers,  and  farewell. 

Fal,  I  would  it  were  bed-time,  Hal,  and  all  well. 

P,  Hen,  Why,  thou  owest  God  a  death.  \Exit, 

Fal,  'Tis  not  due  yet :  I  would  be  loath  to  pay  him  before 
his  day.  What  need  I  be  so  forward  with  him  that  calls  not 
on  me  ?  Well,  'tis  no  matter ;  honour  pricks  me  on.  Yea, 
but  how  if  honour  prick  me  off  when  I  come  on  P  how  then  P 
Can  honour  set  to  a  leg  P  No.  Or  an  arm  P  No.  Or  take 
away  the  grief  of  a  wound  ?  No.  Honour  hath  no  skill  in 
surgery,  then  P    No.   What  is  honour  P    A  word.    What  is  in 
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that  word,  honour  ?  What  is  that  homour  P  Air  *.  A  trim 
reckoning! — ^Who  hath  itP  He  that  died  o'  Wednesday. 
Doth  he  feel  it  P  No.  Doth  he  hear  it  P  No.  Is  it  insen- 
sible, then  P  Yea,  to  the  dead.  But  will  it  not  live  with  the 
living  ?  No.  Why  ?  Detraction  will  not  suffer  it : — there- 
fore,  I'll  none  of  it.  Honour  is  a  mere  scutcheon^  and  so  ends 
my  catechism.  ^JSxit 


SCENE  II. 

The  Bebel  Camp. 

Enter  Worcester  and  Vernon. 

Wor.  O,  no  I  my  nephew  must  not  know,  sir  Bichard, 
The  liberal  kind  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver,  'Twere  best,  he  did. 

War.  Then  are  we  all  undone. 

It  is  not  possible,  it  cannot  be. 
The  king  should  keep  his  word  in  loving  us ; 
He  will  suspect  us  still,  and  find  a  time 
To  punish  this  offence  in  other  faults : 
Suspicion  all  our  lives '  shall  be  stuck  fiill  of  eyes ; 
For  treason  is  but  trusted  like  the  fox, 
Who,  ne'er  so  tame,  so  cherish'd,  and  lock'd  up, 
Will  have  a  wild  trick  of  his  ancestors. 
Look  how  we  can,  or  sad,  or  merrily. 
Interpretation  will  misquote  our  looks  ; 
And  we  shall  feed  like  oxen  at  a  stall. 
The  better  cherish'd,  still  the  nearer  death. 
My  nephew's  trespass  may  be  well  forgot. 
It  hath  the  excuse  of  youth,  and  heat  of  blood ; 
And  an  adopted  name  of  privilege, 

«  What  is  IN  that  word,  honour  ?  What  is  that  bonoar  ?  Air.]  Our  reading 
is  that  of  the  two  earliest  editions.  The  4to.  of  1G08  reads,  <*  What  is  that  word 
honour  ?  What  is  that  honour  ?  Air ;"  and  the  4to,  1613,  onlj  "  What  is  that 
word,  honour?  Air.*'  This  last  is  the  text  adopted  bj  the  folio,  162.3.  Farther 
on,  in  the  question,  "  Bat  will  it  not  live  with  the  living  ?  **  the  earliest  4to.  omits 
**  it,''  which  is  necessary,  and  is  found  in  the  4to,  1599,  and  in  all  subsequent 
impressions.     See  our  Introduction,  p.  316,  respecting  this  whole  passage. 

*  Suspicion  all  our  lives,  &c.]  All  the  old  copies  have  tuppotition  for  '<  sua. 
pidon."  Pope  made  the  correction.  Lower  down,  **  Look  how  we  can  "  is  mis- 
printed "  Look  how  Ae  can  "  in  the  folio,  1623,  but  amended  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1699. 
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A  hair-brain'd  Hotspur,  govem'd  by  a  spleen. 
All  his  offences  live  upon  my  head, 
And  on  his  father's :  we  did  train  him  on ; 
And,  his  corruption  being  ta'en  from  us. 
We,  as  the  spring  of  all,  shall  pay  for  all. 
Therefore,  good  cousin,  let  not  Harry  know 
In  any  case  the  offer  of  the  king. 

Ver.  Deliver  what  you  will,  1*11  say,  'tis  so. 
Here  comes  your  cousin. 

JEnter  Hotspur  and  Douglas  ;  Officers  and  Soldiers,  behind. 

Hot.  My  uncle  is  retum'd : — Deliver  up 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland  •. — ^Uncle,  what  news  P 

Wor.  The  king  will  bid  you  battle  presently. 

Doug,  Defy  him  by  the  lord  of  Westmoreland.  • 

Sot  Lord  Douglas,  go  you  and  tell  him  so. 

Doug.  Marry,  and  shall,  and  very  willingly.  [JSctV. 

TFor.  There  is  no  seeming  mercy  in  the  king. 

Sot  Did  you  beg  any  ?     God  forbid ! 

TFor.  I  told  him  gently  of  our  grievances, 
Of  his  oath-breaking ;  which  he  mended  thus. 
By  now  forswearing  that  he  is  forsworn : 
He  calls  us  rebels,  traitors ;  and  will  scourge 
With  haughty  arms  this  hateful  name  in  us. 

Re-enter  Douglas. 

Doug.  Arm,  gentlemen !  to  arms !  for  I  have  thrown 
A  brave  defiance  in  king  Henry's  teeth, 
And  Westmoreland,  that  was  engag'd,  did  bear  it, 
Which  cannot  choose  but  bring  him  quickly  on. 

Wor.  The  prince  of  Wales  stepp'd  forth  before  the  king. 
And,  nephew,  challong'd  you  to  single  fight. 

Hot.  0  !  would  the  quarrel  lay  upon  our  heads ; 
And  that  no  man  might  draw  short  breath  to-day, 
But  I,  and  Harry  Monmouth !     Tell  me,  tell  me, 
How  shoVd  his  tasking '  ?  seem'd  it  in  contempt  P 

*  Mj  lord  of  Westmoreland.]  He  had  been  "  impawned,  as  a  surety  for  the 
safe  return  "  of  Wcnrcester.     See  A.  iv.  sc.  3,  p.  400. 

'  How  show'd  his  tasking  ?]  The  folio,  1623,  and  indeed  all  editions  but  the 
first  4to,  have  talking  :  but  for  the  fact  that  "  tasking  "  is  the  word  in  the  4to, 
1598,  bow  many  pens  would  not  have  been  drawn  in  favour  of  Ulking,  if  an 
alteration  to  "  tasking  "  had  been  suggested. 
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Ver.  No,  by  my  soul :  I  never  in  my  life 
Did  hear  a  challenge  nrg'd  more  modestly, 
Unless  a  brother  should  a  brother  dare 
To  gentle  exercise  and  proof  of  arms. 
He  gave  you  all  the  duties  of  a  man, 
Trimm'd  up  your  praises  with  a  princely  tongue. 
Spoke  your  deservings  like  a  chronicle. 
Making  you  ever  better  than  his  praise. 
By  still  dispraising  praise,  valued  with  you ; 
And,  which  became  him  like  a  prince  indeed. 
He  made  a  blushing  cital  of  himself' ; 
And  chid  his  truant  youth  with  such  a  grace. 
As  if  he  mastered  then  a  double  spirit. 
Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  instantly '. 
There  did  he  pause :  but  let  me  tell  the  world, 
If  he  outlive  the  envy  of  this  day, 
England  did  never  owe  so  sweet  a  hope. 
So  much  misconstrued  in  his  wantonness. 

Sot.  Cousin,  I  think  thou  art  enamoured 
On  his  follies  " :  never  did  I  hear 
Of  any  prince  so  wild  o'  liberty  *. 
But  be  he  as  he  will,  yet  once  ere  night 
I  will  embrace  him  with  a  soldier's  arm. 
That  he  shall  shrink  under  my  courtesy. — 
Arm,  arm,  with  speed ! — ^And,  fellows,  soldiers,  friends. 
Better  consider  what  you  have  to  do. 
Than  I  *,  that  have  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue, 
Can  lift  your  blood  up  with  persuasion. 

JEnter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord,  here  are  letters  for  you. 

*  —  made  a  blushing  cital  of  himself;]  i.  e.  Recital  of  his  past  life. 

*  Of  teaching,  and  of  learning,  instantly.]  i.  e.  At  the  same  instant.  In  the 
preceding  line  the  adverb  there  is  fitly  altered  to  ''  then  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  : 
Vernon  is  speaking  of  the  particular  time  when  Henry  mastered  this  double 
spirit  of  teaching  and  of  learning. 

><>  On  his  folUes]     "  Upon  his  follies  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  for  the  Terse. 

^  Of  any  prince  so  wild  o'  tiberty.]  The  three  oldest  4tos.  have  this  reading; 
but  the  4to,  1613,  having  "at  liberty,"  the  error  was  introduced  into  the  folio. 
The  phrase  **  so  wild  of  liberty  "  is  perfectly  intelligible ;  whereas  Malone  and 
Steevens  were  obliged  to  produce  authorities  for  **  at  liberty,"  whidi  they  adopted. 
Johnson  thought  it  meant,  that  the  Prince  ought  to  have  been  **  confined  as  a 
madman,"  and  not  left  **  at  liberty.''  The  corr.  fo.  1632  is  judiciously  amended 
to  "  wild  o/Uberty." 

*  Than  I,]  The  4to,  1608,  mtroduced  That  for  **  Than,"  and  waa  foIlow«d  by 
the  later  editions,  till  the  folio,  1664,  which  has  Then. 
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Hot,  I  cannot  read  them  now. — 
O  gentlemen !  the  time  of  life  is  short ; 
To  spend  that  shortness  basely  were  too  long. 
If  life  did  ride  upon  a  dial's  point, 
Still  ending  at  the  arrival  of  an  hour. 
An  if  we  live,  we  live  to  tread  on  kings ; 
If  die,  brave  death,  when  princes  die  with  us. 
Now,  for  our  consciences,  the  arms  are  fair. 
When  the  intent  of  bearing  them  is  just. 

Enter  another  Messenger, 

Mess,  My  lord,  prepare ;  the  king  comes  on  apace. 

Hot,  I  thank  him,  that  he  cuts  me  from  my  tale. 
For  I  profess  not  talking.     Only  this — 
Let  each  man  do  his  best :  and  here  draw  I 
A  sword,  whose  temper  *  I  intend  to  stain 
With  the  best  blood  that  I  can  meet  withal 
In  the  adventure  of  this  perilous  day. 
Now, — JEsperance  ! — Percy ! — and  set  on ! — 
Sound  all  the  lofty  instruments  of  war, 
And  bv  that  music  let  us  all  embrace ; 
For,  heaven  to  earth  *,  some  of  us  never  shall 
A  second  time  do  such  a  courtesy. 

\_T]ie  Trumpets  sound,     Tliey  embrace^  and  exeunt. 


ft 


•  *  A  sword,  whose  temper]  The  folio,  1623,  inserts  worthy  before  *'  temper, 
«nd  the  reason,  after  the  following  brief  explanation,  will  be  evident :  in  the  4to, 
1613,  the  words  ''whose  temper  I  intend  to  stain,"  are  made  aline  by  them- 
selves, "  a  sword  "  being  placed  at  the  end  of  the  preceding  line :  the  editors  of 
the  folio,  1623,  therefore  thought  "  whose  temper  I  intend  to  stain  "  an  imperfect 
line,  and  added  the  poor  epithut  worthy  in  order  to  complete  it. 

*  For,  heaven  to  earth,]  We  do  not  alter  the  old  text  here,  for  we  think  the 
Rev.  Mr.  Dyce's  objection  to  "  Tore  heaven  and  earth  "  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632, 
ought  to  have  weight :  it  is  an  unusual,  though  bj  no  means  unprecedented,  form 
of  attestation  on  a  serious  occasion  ;  and  although  Hotspur  tells  us,  just  before,  that 
he  has  "  not  well  the  gift  of  tongue,"  he  would  rather,  on  that  account,  have  adopted 
a  common  mode  of  speaking.  Mr.  Dyce  does  not  say  what  he  prefers ;  but  "  here 
on  earth,"  adopted  by  Mr.  Singer,  would  not  be  amiss,  if  we  could  suppose  the  old 
printer  to  have  misrc»d  "  heaven  "  here^  and  "  to  "  on.  We  leave  the  words  "  For 
heaven  to  earth  "  to  Warburton's  explanation,  that  the  odds  were  so  great  that 
heaven  might  be  wagered  against  earth  that  many  present  would  never  again 
embrace.  This  is  the  sense  in  which  the  passage  has  been  taken  in  German, 
Denn  Himmel  gegen  Erde, 
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SCENE  m.' 

Plain  near  Shrewsbury. 

Excursions,  and  Parties  fighting.     Alarum  to  the  Battk. 
Then  enter  Douglas  and  Blunt,  meeting. 

Blunt.  What  is  thy  name,  that  in  battle  thus 
Thou  Grossest  me  P  what  honour  dost  thou  seek 
Upon  my  head  P 

Dou^.  Know,  then,  my  name  is  Douglas ; 

And  I  do  haunt  thee  in  the  battle  thus. 
Because  some  tell  me  that  thou  art  a  king. 

Blunt,  They  tell  thee  true. 

Doug,  The  lord  of  Stafford  dear  to-day  hath  bought 
Thy  likeness ;  for,  instead  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
This  sword  hath  ended  him :  so  shall  it  thee, 
Unless  thou  yield  thee  as  my  prisoner  *. 

Blunt.  I  was  not  bom  a  yielder,  thou  proud  Scot ' ; 
And  thou  shalt  find  a  king  that  will  revenge 
Lord  Stafford's  death.  \They  fight,  and  Blunt  «  slain. 

Enter  Hotspur. 

Hot.  O  Douglas !  hadst  thou  fought  at  Holmedon  thus, 
I  never  had  triumphed  upon  a  Scot  *. 

Doug.  All's  done,  all's  won :  here  breathless  lies  the  king. 
Hot.  Where  P  * 

Doug.  Here. 

*  Scene  iii.]  According  to  the  old  copies,  the  place  of  action  was  only  imag;ined 
to  be  changed ;  for  in  the  stage-direction  it  is  said  that,  after  Hotspur,  &c.  have 
embraced  without  any  txit  being  marked  for  them,  '*  the  king  entereth  with  his 
power,"  &C.     It  is  made  a  distinct  scene  in  modem  editions. 

'  —  as  MT  prisoner.]  The  4to,  1613,  having  substituted  a  for  "my,"  it  was 
adopted  into  the  text  by  the  folio. 

'  I  was  not  bom  a  tielder,  thou  proud  Scot ;]  So  the  4tos.  of  1598,  1599» 
and  1608 :  that  of  1613  corrapted  the  line  thus : — 

''  I  was  not  bom  to  yieldy  thou  proud  Scot ;" 
and  the  editor  of  the  folio,  1623,  finding  this  line  defective,  substituted  a  dis- 
syllable  for  a  monosyllable,  and  printed  it, 

"  I  was  not  bom  to  yield,  thou  haughty  Scot." 
There  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  words  of  Shakespeare  are  those  found  in  the 
earliest  authorities. 

■  I  never  had  triumph^  upon  a  Scot.]  Here  again  we  have  the  authentic 
reading  of  the  two  earliest  4to8 :  the  others  read  **  over  a  Soot/'  and  the  folio, 
1623,  "o'w  a  Scot." 
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Hot  This,  Douglas  ?  no ;  I  know  this  fece  ftill  well : 
A  gallant  knight  he  was,  his  name  was  Blunt, 
SemhUibly  fomish'd  like  the  king  himself. 

Doug,  A  fool  go  with  thy  soul,  where'er  it  goes  • ! 
A  borroVd  title  hast  thou  bought  too  dear : 
Why  didst  thou  tell  me  that  thou  wert  a  king  P 

Hot.  The  king  hath  many  masking  in  his  coats '. 

Doug,  Now,  by  my  sword,  I  will  kill  all  his  coats ; 
I'll  murder  all  his  wardrobe,  piece  by  piece, 
Until  I  meet  the  king. 

Hot,  Up,  and  away  ! 

Our  soldiers  stand  full  fairly  for  the  day.  [Exeunt, 

Alarums,     Enter  Falstatf. 

Fal,  Though  I  could  'scape  shot-free  at  London,  I  fear  the 
shot  here ;  here's  no  scoring,  but  upon  the  pate. — Soft !  who 
art  thou  ?  Sir  Walter  Blunt : — ^there's  honour  for  you ;  here's 
no  vanity. — I  am  as  hot  as  molten  lead,  and  as  heavy  too : 
God  keep  lead  out  of  me !  I  need  no  more  weight  than  mine 
own  bowels. — I  have  led  my  raggamuffins  where  they  are 
peppered :  there's  but  three  of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left 
alive ',  and  they  are  for  the  town's  end,  to  beg  during  life. 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Hen,   What !    stand'st  thou  idle  here  ?    lend  me  thy 
sword: 

'  A  fool  go  with  thy  soul,  where'er  it  goes !]  A  proverhjal  exdamatioB :  the 
old  lection  is  **  Ah  fool,  go  with  thy  soul  whither  it  goes ;"  but  the  interjection  wu 
an  error,  and  whither  was  also  misprinted  for  ''  where'er,"  as  the  corr.  fo.  1632, 
and  the  use  of  the  expression  in  other  places  testify. 

'  The  king  hath  many  masking  in  his  coats.]  It  is  ''  niMrehing  in  hit  coats  "  in 
all  the  old  copies,  but  beyond  dispute,  even  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe,  it  ought  to  be 
*'  masking,"  and  Mr.  Singer  admits  the  emendation  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  to  be  "  Yeiy 
plausible,*'  though  he  still  persuades  himself  to  exclude  it  from  the  text.  Mr.  Dyce 
(Pew  Notes,  p.  96)  quotes  an  emendation  of  his  own  in  Marlowe's  '*  Tamburlaine," 
Pt.  I.,  A.  ▼.  sc  2,  which  is  in  conformity  with  that  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  vis. 

'*  And  matk  in  cottages  of  strowed  reeds  :" 
in  the  early  4tos,  "  mask  "  is  misprinted  march.  We  may  take  thia  oppor- 
tunity of  stating  that  in  the  throe  lines  introducing  the  one  he  has  dted, 
there  are  more  than  as  many  other  blunders  of  the  press.  In  Bishop  Hall's 
Virgidemiarumt  Lib.  iT.  sat  3,  the  opposite  error  of  "masking"  instead  of 
marching  is  committed,  where  it  is  said  that  blind  horses  ''mask  the  Miller's 
maze,"  instead  of  "  march  the  Miller's  maze." 

'  —  there's  but  three  of  my  hundred  and  fifty  left  alive,]  We  have  befbre 
frequently  had  not  misprinted  for  "  but,"  and  vice  verw&f  and  this  is  another  in- 
stance of  the  same  mistake  in  the  old  copies. 
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Many  a  nobleman  lies  stark  and  stiff 
Under  the  hoo&  of  yannting  enemies. 

Whose  deaths  are  yet  imreveng'd '.     I  pr'ythee,  lend  me  thy 
sword. 

FaL  0  Hal !  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  breathe  a  while. 
Turk  Gregory  never  did  such  deeds  in  arms*,  as  I  have 
done  this  day :  I  have  paid  Percy,  I  have  made  him  sure. 

P.  Hen,  He  is,  inde^ ;  and  living  to  kiU  thee. 
I  pr'ythee  lend  me  thy  sword. 

FaL  Nay,  before  God,  Hal,  if  Percy  be  alive,  thou  get'st 
not  my  sword ;  but  take  my  pistol,  if  thou  wilt. 

P.  Hen.  Give  it  me.     What,  is  it  in  the  case  P 

FaL  Ay,  Hal ;  'tis  hot,  'tis  hot :  there's  that  will  sack  a 
city.  \_The  Prince  draws  out  a  bottle  of  sack, 

P.  Hen,  What !  is't  a  time  to  jest  and  dally  now  P 

[^Throws  it  at  hiniy  and  exit, 

FaL  Well,  if  Percy  be  alive,  I'll  pierce  him. — If  he  do 
come  in  my  way,  so :  if  he  do  not,  if  I  come  in  his,  willingly, 
let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me  *.  I  like  not  such  grinning 
honour  as  sir  Walter  hath :  give  me  life ;  which  if  I  can  save, 
80 ;  if  not,  honour  comes  unlocked  for,  and  there's  an  end. 

\^Exit, 

SCENE  IV. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Alarums,     Fsecursions.     Enter  the  King,  Prince  H!enry, 
Prince  John,  and  Westmoreland. 

K,  Hen.  I  pr'ythee, 
Harry,  withdraw  thyself;  thou  bleed'st  too  much. — 
Lord  John  of  Lancaster,  go  you  with  him. 

*  Whose  deaths  are  tbt  unreTeng'd.]  The  folio,  1623,  omits  "  yet,"  found  in 
all  the  4to.  editions. 

^  Turk  Gregory  never  did  snch  deeds  in  arms,]  "  Meaning  (says  Warbnrton) 
Gregory  the  Seventh,  called  Hildebrand.  This  furious  friar  surmounted  almost 
inyincible  obstacles  to  deprive  the  emperor  of  his  right  of  investiture  of  bishops, 
which  his  predecessors  had  long  attempted  in  vain.  Fox,  in  his  History,  hath 
made  Gregory  so  odious,  that  I  don't  doubt  but  the  good  Protestants  of  that  time 
were  well  pleased  to  hear  him  thus  characterized,  as  uniting  the  attributes  of  their 
two  great  enemies,  the  Turk  and  Pope,  in  one."  • 

*  —  let  him  make  a  carbonado  of  me.]  A  "carbonado  "  is  a  piece  of  meat 
cut  and  hacked  for  broiling. 
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P.  John.  Not  I,  my  lord,  unless  I  did  bleed  too. 

P.  Scfix,  I  do  beseech  your  majesty,  make  up  *, 
Lest  your  retirement  do  amaze  your  friends. 

K.  Sen,  I  will  do  so. — My  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
Lead  him  to  his  tent. 

West,  Come,  my  lord,  I'll  lead  you  to  your  tent. 

P.  Hen,  Lead  me,  my  lord  P     I  do  not  need  your  help : 
And  heaven  forbid,  a  shallow  scratch  should  drive 
The  prince  of  Wales  from  such  a  field  as  this, 
Where  stain'd  nobility  lies  trodden  on. 
And  rebels'  arms  triumph  in  massacres ! 

P.  John,  We  breathe  too  long. — Come,  cousin  Westmore- 
land, 
Our  duty  this  way  lies :  for  God's  sake,  come. 

{Exeunt  Frince  John  and  Westmobeland. 

P.  Sen,  By  God  thou  hast  deceiv'd  me,  Lancaster, 
I  did  not  think  thee  lord  of  such  a  spirit : 
Before,  I  lov'd  thee  as  a  brother,  John, 
But  now,  I  do  respect  thee  as  my  soul. 

K,  Sen,  I  saw  him  hold  lord  Percy  at  the  point, 
With  lustier  maintenance  than  I  did  look  for 
Of  such  an  ungrown  warrior. 

P.  Sm,  O !  this  boy 

Lends  mettle  to  us  all.  \Exit. 

Alarums,    Enter  Douglas. 

Doug,  Another  king !  they  grow  like  Hydra's  heads. — 
I  am  the  Douglas,  fatal  to  all  those 
That  wear  those  colours  on  them : — ^what  art  thou, 
That  coimterfeit'st  the  person  of  a  king  P 

K,  Sen,  The  king  himself;  who,  Douglas,  grieves  at  heart, 
So  many  of  his  shadows  thou  hast  met, 
And  not  the  very  king.     I  have  two  boys 
Seek  Percy,  and  thyself,  about  the  field : 
But,  seeing  thou  fall'st  on  me  so  luckily, 
I  will  assay  thee  ;  and  defend  thyself. 

Doug,  I  fear  thou  art  another  counterfeit. 
And  yet,  in  faith,  thou  bear'st  thee  like  a  king : 

«  I  DO  beseech  your  majesty,  make  up,]  "  Do  "  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1032,  and 
as  it  makes  the  line  complete,  with  additional  force  to  the  Prince's  entreaty,  we 
insert  it.  "  Your  "  in  the  next  line  is  yoti  in  the  folio,  1623,  but  set  right  by  the 
okl  annotator :  it  is  "  your  "  also  in  the  folio,  1664. 
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But  mine  I  am  stire  thou  art>  whoe'er  thou  be. 
And  thus  I  win  thee. 

[^They  fight :  the  King  being  in  danger ^  enter 
F.  Henry. 

P.  Sen.  Hold  up  thy  head,  vile  Scot,  or  thou  art  like 
Never  to  hold  it  up  again !  the  spirits 
Of  valiant  Shirley,  Stafford,  Blunt,  are  in  my  arms : 
It  is  the  prince  of  Wales  that  threatens  thee. 
Who  never  promiseth  but  he  means  to  pay. — 

[They fight:  Dovolab fiies. 
Cheerly,  my  lord :  how  fares  your  graoe  P — 
Sir  Nicholas  Gawsey  hath  for  succour  sent, 
And  so  hath  Clifton ;  I'll  to  Clifton  straight. 

K.  Sen,  Stay,  and  breathe  a  while. 
Thou  hast  redeemed  thy  lost  opinion. 
And  show'd  thou  mak'st  some  tender  of  my  life, 
In  this  fair  rescue  thou  hast  brought  to  me. 

P.  Sen,  0  God  !  they  did  me  too  much  injury. 
That  ever  said  I  hearken'd  for  your  death. 
If  it  were  so,  I  might  have  let  alone 
The  insulting  hand  of  Douglas  over  you ; 
Which  would  have  been  as  speedy  in  your  end 
As  all  the  poisonous  potions  in  the  world, 
And  sav'd  the  treacherous  labour  of  your  son. 

-ffi  Sen,  Make  up  to  Clifton :  1*11  to  sir  Nicholas  Gawsey. 

[JExit  King  Henry. 

Enter  Hotspur. 

Sot,  If  I  mistake  not,  thou  art  Harry  Monmouth. 

P.  Sen,  Thou  speak'st  as  if  I  would  deny  my  name. 

Sot,  My  name  is  Harry  Percy. 

P.  Sen,  Why,  then  I  see 

A  very  valiant  rebel  of  that  name. 
I  am  the  prince  of  Wales  ;  and  think  not,  Percy, 
To  share  with  me  in  glory  any  more : 
Two  stars  keep  not  their  motion  in  one  sphere ; 
Nor  can  one  England  brook  a  double  reign, 
Of  Harry  Percy,  and  the  prince  of  Wales. 

Sot,  Nor  shall  it,  Harry ',  for  the  hour  is  come 

'  Noa  shaU  it,  Harry,]  So  the  folio,  1623:  all  the  4 to.  editions  rewl,  no 
donht  comiptlj,  "  Now  shall  it,  Harry."  By  a  collation  of  this  play,  made  by 
the  late  J.  P.  Kemble,  now  before  me,  it  should  appear  that  he  had  seen  a  copy  of 
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To  end  the  one  of  us  ;  and  would  to  God,  • 

Thy  name  in  arms  were  now  as  great  as  mine  ! 

P.  Hen,  I'll  make  it  greater,  ere  I  part  froiH  thee ; 
And  all  the  budding  honours  on  thy  crest 
I'll  crop,  to  make  a  garland  for  my  head. 

Hot.  I  can  no  longer  brook  thy  vanities.  \They  fight. 

Enter  Yaistilfv. 

Fal.  Well  said,  Hal  * !  to  it,  Hal ! — Nay,  you  shall  find  no 
boy's  play  here,  I  can  tell  you. 

Enter  Douglas  ;  he  fights  imth  Falstaff,  whofalh  doum  as  if 
he  were  dead,  and  exit  Douglas.  Hotspur  is  toaunded,  and 
falls. 

Hot.  0,  Harry !  thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  my  youth. 
I  better  brook  the  loss  of  brittle  life, 
Than  those  proud  titles  thou  hast  won  of  me ; 
They  woimd  my  thoughts  worse  than  thy  sword  my  flesh  • : — 
But  thought's  the  slave  of  life,  and  life  time's  fool ; 
And  time,  that  takes  survey  of  all  the  world, 
Must  have  a  stop.     O !  I  could  prophesy. 
But  that  the  earthy  and  cold  hand  of  death 
Lies  on  my  tongue. — ^No,  Percy,  thou  art  dust. 
And  food  for —  [Dies. 

P.  Hen.  For  worms,  brave  Percy.     Fare  thee  well ',  great 
heart! — 
ni-weav'd  ambition,  how  much  art  thou  shrunk ! 
When  that  this  body  did  contain  a  spirit, 
A  kingdom  for  it  was  too  small  a  bound ; 
But  now,  two  paces  of  the  vilest  earth 
Is  room  enough  :— this  earth  that  bears  thee  dead  \ 

the  4to,  1598,  in  which  the  passage  ran  **  Nor  shall  it,  Harry."  If  so,  it  mnst 
have  been  a  correction  made  as  the  first  edition  of  the  dnma  went  through  the 
press.    We  have  seen  no  copy  with  this  pecaliarity. 

•  WeU  SAID,  Hal !]  L  e,  "  Well  done,  Hal  I"  See  "  As  Yon  Like  It,"  VoL  iL 
p.  380.     It  was  a  Tery  common  perversion. 

'  —  worse  than  thy  sword  my  flesh :]  So  every  4to,  excepting  that  of  1613, 
which  has  the  for  "  thy/'  and  is  followed  by  the  folio,  1623 :  not  so  the  oorr.  fb. 
16.32,  where  the  is  changed  to  **  thy.''  Lower  down  it  amends  earth,  of  the  4to, 
1613,  and  of  the  folio,  1623,  to  "  earthy  "  of  the  earlier  4tos. 

»  Fare  thee  well,]     The  folio,  1623,  contrary  to  all  authority,  omits  "  thee." 

*  —  this  earth  that  bears  thbb  dead,]  This  is  doubtless  the  true  reading,  by 
which  the  antithesis  is  preserved.    All  the  copies,  4to.  and  folio,  anterior  to  &e 
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Stars  not  alive  so  stout  a  gentleman. 

If  thou  wert  sensible  of  courtesy, 

I  should  not  make  so  dear  a  show  of  zeal ' : — 

But  let  my  favours  hide  thy  mangled  face, 

And,  even  in  thy  behalf,  I'll  thank  myself 

For  doing  these  fair  rites  of  tenderness. 

Adieu,  and  take  thy  praise  with  thee  to  heaven : 

Thy  ignomy  *  sleep  with  thee  in  the  grave. 

But  not  remember'd  in  thy  epitaph  ! — 

\_Seeing  Faxstaff  on  the  ground. 
What,  old  acquaintance !  could  not  all  this  flesh 
Keep  in  a  little  life  ?    Poor  Jack,  farewell : 
I  could  have  better  spar'd  a  better  man. 
0 !  I  should  have  a  heavy  miss  of  thee, 
If  I  were  much  in  love  with  vanity. 
Death  hath  not  struck  so  fat  a  deer  to-day, 
Though  many  dearer,  in  this  bloody  firay. — 
Embowell'd  will  I  see  thee  by  and  by ; 

Till  then,  in  blood  by  noble  Percy  lie.  •  [Exit. 

FaL  [RmngJ]  Embowelled!  if  thou  embowel  me  to-day, 
I'll  give  you  leave  to  powder  me  *,  and  eat  me  too,  to-morrow. 
'Sblood !  'twas  time  to  coimterfeit,  or  that  hot  termagant 
Scot  had  paid  me  scot  and  lot  too.  Coimterfeit  P  I  lie ;  I  am 
no  coimterfeit  * :  to  die,  is  to  be  a  coimterfeit ;  for  he  is  but 
the  counterfeit  of  a  man,  who  hath  not  the  life  of  a  man ;  but 
to  counterfeit  dying,  when  a  man  thereby  liveth,  is  to  be  no 
counterfeit,  but  the  true  and  perfect  image  of  life  indeed. 
The  better  part  of  valour  is  discretion,  in  the  which  better 
part  I  have  saved  my  life. — 'Zoimds !    I  am  a&aid  of  this 

4to.  of  1639,  read,  «  bean  the  dead,"  bat  in  old  MSS.  "  thee  "  was  often  written 
Me,  and  hence  the  original  and  long  existing  error. 

'  I  should  not  make  so  dear  a  show  of  zeal:]  So  the  4to,  1698:  other 
editions  poorly  substitute  great  for  '*  dear/' 

*  Thy  ionomy]  The  word  *•  ignomy  "  (of  course  abridged  from  ignominy  for 
the  sake  of  the  verse)  has  occurred  in  *'  Measure  for  Measure,"  A.  ii.  so.  4.  It  is 
also  found  in  *'  TroQus  and  Cressida,"  A.  y.  sc.  11.  The  4tos.  of  1598,  1699,  and 
1639  here  have  ignominy ,  and  those  of  1608  and  1613,  as  well  as  the  folio, 
'*  ignomy/'  Mr.  Singer  says,  incautiously,  that  *'  the  4tos  read  ignominy"  when, 
in  fact,  two  of  them  have  "  ignomy." 

*  —  rU  give  you  leave  to  powder  me,]  To  "  powder  "  was  the  old  word  for  to 
taltt  and  is  not  yet  entirely  out  of  use  in  some  parts  of  the  kingdom.  The  country 
people  in  the  lower  part  of  Surrey  still  speak  of  "  powdered  beef,"  as  well  as  of 
"  oomed  beef." 

*  I  lie;  I  am  no  counterfeit:]  The  4to,  1613,  and  the  folio,  1623,  omit  **l 
lie."  It  is  found  in  ail  the  previous  editions  of  1598,  1599,  1604,  and  1608,  but 
the  folio  took  its  text  from  that  of  1613. 
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gunpowder  Percy,  though  he  be  dead.  How,  if  he  should 
counterfeit  too,  and  rise?  By  my  faith',  I  am  afraid  he 
would  prove  the  better  coimterfeit.  Therefore  I'll  make  him 
sure ;  yea,  and  I'll  swear  I  kUled  him.  Why  may  not  he 
rise,  as  well  as  I  ?  Nothing  confutes  me  but  eyes,  and  nobody 
sees  me :  therefore,  sirrah,  with  a  new  wound  in  your  thigh 
come  you  along  with  me.  [Jli?  takes  Hotspur  on  his  bade. 

Re-enter  Prince  Henry  and  Prince  John. 

P.  Hen,    Come,    brother    John ;    full   bravely  hast  thou 
flesh'd 
Thy  maiden  sword. 

P.  John.  But,  soft !  whom  have  we  here  P 

Did  you  not  tell  me  this  fat  man  was  dead  ? 

P.  Hen.  I  did ;  I  saw  him  dead,  breathless,  and  bleeding 
On  the  ground. — 
Art  thou  alive  ?  or  is  it  phantasy 
That  plays  upon  our  eyesight  ?    I  pr'ythee,  speak ; 
We  will  not  trust  our  eyes  without  our  ears. 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  seem'st. 

Fal.  No,  that's  certain :  I  am  not  a  double  man ' ;  but  if 

I  be  not  Jack  Falstaff,  then  am  I  a  Jack.     There  is  Percy 

Throwing  down  the  body*'].     If  your  father  will  do  me  any 

lonour,  so  ;  if  not,  let  him  kill  the  next  Percy  himself.     I 

look  to  be  either  earl  or  duke,  I  can  assure  you. 

P.  Hen.  Why,  Percy  I  killed  myself,  and  saw  thee  dead. 

Fal.  Didst  thou  P — Lord,  lord,  how  this  world  is  given  to 
lying ! — I  grant  you  I  was  down  and  out  of  breath,  and  so  was 
he ;  but  we  rose  both  at  an  instant,  and  fought  a  long  hour  by 
Shrewsbury  clock.     If  I  may  be  believed,  so ;  if  not,  let  them 

7  By  my  faith,]  These  expletives,  u  well  as  «*'Sblood!"  and  "'Zoands!'' 
above,  are  omitted  in  the  folio ;  and  Malone,  who  introdnoed  the  otliers,  rejected 
"  by  my  faith/'  without  notice,  from  his  text. 

*  —  a  double  man  ;]  '*  That  is,''  says  Johnson,  "  I  am  not  FalstafT  and  Percy 
together,  though  having  Percy  on  my  back,  I  seem  doable."  In  FalstafTs  next 
speech,  the  4to,  1613,  and  the  folio,  1623,  read  '*  Lord,  lord,  how  the  world.'' 

^  Throwing  down  the  body.]  This  stage-direction  is  found  no  where  but  in  my 
corr.  fo.  1632,  and  Mr.  Singer  (perhaps  not  thinking  the  point  worth  notice, 
although  it  alters  the  whole  business  of  the  scene)  has  copied  it  without  observa- 
tion. It  shows  what  was  the  practice  of  our  old  stage,  and  what  certainly  ought 
to  have  been  the  practice  on  our  modem  stage,  viz.  that  Falstaff,  instead  of  keeping 
the  corpse  of  Percy  on  his  back  till  the  end  of  the  scene,  should  relieve  himself 
from  the  burden  by  throwing  it  down.  When  his  dialogue  with  the  two  princes 
is  at  an  end,  he  did  not  again  take  up  the  body  and  bear  it  off,  but  droffffed  it  out, 
as  was  not  unnatural.    We  have  made  these  alterations  accordingly. 

VOL.  III.  E  0 
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that  should  reward  valour  bear  the  sin  upon  their  own  heads. 
I'll  take  it  upon  my  death,  I  gave  him  this  wound  in  the 
thigh :  if  the  man  were  alive,  and  would  deny  it,  'zounds ! 
I  would  make  him  eat  a  piece  of  my  sword. 

P.  John,  This  is  the  strangest  talc  that  e'er  I  heard. 

P.  Hen,  This  is  the  strangest  fellow,  brother  John. — 
Come,  bring  your  luggage  nobly  on  your  back : 
For  my  part,  if  a  He  may  do  thee  grace, 
I'll  gild  it  with  the  happiest  terms  I  have. 

\A  Retreat  is  sounded. 
The  trumpet  sounds  retreat ;  the  day  is  our's. 
Come,  brother,  let  us  to  the  highest  of  the  field, 
To  see  what  friends  are  living,  who  are  dead. 

[^Exeunt  Prince  Henry  and  Pnnce  John. 

Fal.  I'll  follow,  as  they  say,  for  reward.  He  that  rewards 
me,  God  reward  him !  If  I  do  grow  great  \  I'll  grow  less ; 
for  I'll  purge,  and  leave  sack,  and  live  cleanly,  as  a  nobleman 
should  do.  l^Exit,  dragging  out  tM  Body. 


SCENE  V. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

The  Trumpets  sound.  Enter  King  Henry,  Prime  Henry, 
Prince  John,  Westmoreland,  and  Others,  with  Worcester, 
and  Vernon,  prisoners. 

K.  Men,  Thus  ever  did  rebellion  find  rebuke. — 
Hi-spirited  Worcester,  did  we  not  send  grace, 
Pardon,  and  terms  of  love  to  all  of  you  P 
And  wouldst  thou  turn  our  offers  contrary  P 
Misuse  the  tenor  of  thy  kinsman's  trust  ? 
Three  knights  upon  our  party  slain  to-day, 
A  noble  earl,  and  many  a  creature  else, 
Had  been  alive  this  hour. 
If,  like  a  Christian,  thou  hadst  truly  borne 
Betwixt  our  armies  true  intelligence. 

Wor.  What  I  have  done,  my  safety  urg'd  me  to ; 
And  I  embrace  this  fortune  patiently, 

^  If  I  do  grow  great,]     The  folio  alone  inserts  again  after  <*  great/'  to  the 
injury  of  the  antithesis,  and  of  the  poet's  meaning. 
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Which  not  to  be  avoided  falls  on  me '. 

K,  Hen,  Bear  Worcester  to  the  death,  and  Vernon  too : 
Other  offenders  we  will  pause  upon. — ■' 

\^Ex€iint  Worcester  and  Vernon,  guurded. 
How  goes  the  field  ? 

P.  Hen,  The  noble  Scot,  lord  Douglas,  when  he  saw 
The  fortune  of  the  day  quite  tum'd  from  him, 
The  noble  Percy  slain,  and  all  his  men 
Upon  the  foot  of  fear,  fled  with  the  rest ; 
And  falling  from  a  hill  he  was  so  bruis'd, 
That  the  pursuers  took  him.     At  my  tent 
The  Douglas  is,  and  I  beseech  your  grace, 
I  may  dispose  of  him. 

K,  HefL  With  all  my  heart. 

F.  Hen.  Then,  brother  John  of  Lancaster,  to  you 
This  honourable  bounty  shall  belong. 
Go  to  the  Douglas,  and  deliver  him 
Up  to  his  pleasure,  ransomless,  and  free : 
His  valour,  shown  upon  our  crests  to-day. 
Hath  taught  us  how  to  cherish  such  high  deeds ', 
Even  in  the  bosom  of  our  adversaries. 

P.  John.  I  thank  your  grace  for  this  high  courtesy, 
Which  I  shall  give  away  immediately  *. 

'  Which  not  to  be  avoided  fedls  on  me.]  There  can  hardly  he  a  doubt  that 
this  is  the  line  Shakespeare  wrote,  and  not,  as  it  lamely  stands  in  the  old  copies 
(lamely  as  regards  both  metre  and  meaning), 

"  Since  not  to  be  avoided  it  falls  on  me." 
The  emendation  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1 632 ;  and  in  the  next  line  "  the  "  is  omitted 
in  the  folio,  1 G23,  but  found  in  the  corr.  fo.  1 632,  and  in  all  the  other  early  impres- 
sions :  the  lino  is  evidently  imperfect  without  "  the." 

'  Hath  TAUGHT  us  how  to  cherish  such  high  deeds,]  Malone  prints  "  ghoum 
us"  for  "  taught  us,"  though  "  shown  "  occurs  in  the  line  immediately  preceding. 
His  avowed  reason  was,  that  the  4to,  1598,  has  **  shown  us ;"  but  tbis  is  a  mis- 
take (into  which  Steevens  also  fell,  taking  Malone's  representation  of  the  fact),  for 
not  only  has  the  4to,  1598,  "  taught  us,"  but  every  subsequent  copy,  4to.  and 
folio  :  we  have  seen  no  old  impression  with  '*  shoum  us." 

*  I  thank  your  grace  for  this  high  courtesy. 
Which  I  shall  give  away  immediately.]  This  reply  of  Prince  John  of  Lao- 
caster  is  found  in  the  4tos.  of  1598,  1599,  1604,  and  1608,  but  not  in  those  of 
1613,  1639,  nor  in  the  folio,  1623.  The  old  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  inserted 
the  two  lines,  as,  perhaps,  he  had  heard  them  deUvered  in  his  time,  and  they  may 
possibly  be  as  Shakespeare  wrote  them  ;  but  we  only  subjoin  them  in  a  note, 
without  venturing  to  displace  what  well  answers  the  purpose,  and  has  come  down 
to  us  on  the  authority  of  the  four  earliest  editions:  the  lines  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 
thus  stand : — 

'*  I  thank  your  grace  for  this  high  courtesy, 
Which  I  shall  put  in  act  without  delay." 

£  e  2 


420  FIRST  PART   OF   KING   HENRY  IV.  [aCT  V. 

K.  Hen,  Then  this  remains, — that  we  divide  our  power. — 
You,  son  John,  and  my  Qousin  Westmoreland 
Towards  York  shall  bend  you,  with  your  dearest  speed, 
To  meet  Northimiberland,  and  the  prelate  Scroop, 
Who,  as  we  hear,  are  busily  in  arms : 
Myself,  and  you,  son  Harry,  will  towards  Wales, 
To  fight  with  Glendbwer  and  the  earl  of  March. 
Rebellion  in  this  land  shall  lose  his  sway  *, 
Meeting  the  check  of  such  another  day  : 
And  since  this  business  so  fair  is  done, 
Let  us  not  leave  till  all  our  own  be  won.  [ExetinL 

Nothing  can  be  more  natural  than  that  Prince  John  should  make  some  acknow- 
ledgment to  his  brother,  and  whether  it  was  that  we  have  above  quoted,  or  that 
placed  in  our  text,  we  do  not  pretend  to  decide.  Mr.  Singer  tells  us  that  "  this 
speech  of  Lancaster  is  omitted  in  the  folio  :"  this  is  dnie,  but  he  seems  not  to  have 
known  that  it  is  wanting  also  in  the  4to.  from  which  the  folio  was  printed. 

^  Rebellion  in  this  land  shall  lose  his  sway,]  Nobody  seems  to  have  remarked 
upon  a  singular  variation  in  the  old  copies  in  this  line :  it  is  *'  lose  his  sway  "  in 
the  earlier  4to8,  and  "  lose  his  way  **  in  the  4to,  1613,  and  in  the  folios.  The 
error  is  the  opposite  of  that  pointed  out,  and  corrected,  in  the  second  part  of  this 
play,  A.  iv.  sc.  I,  where  ''Let's  away  on  **  has  been  corrupted  to  *'  Let  ua  npay 
on,''  from  mishearing.  In  the  case  before  us,  "lose  his  sway  "  has  been  corrupted 
to  *'  lose  his  tray,"  no  doubt  from  a  similar  cause.  In  neither  instance  can  we 
hesitate  as  to  the  true  language  of  Shakespeare.  The  same  remark  will  apply  to 
the  line  in  "  Henry  VIII.,"  A.  i.  sc.  3,  where  Lord  Sands  ought  to  say  of  Wolsey, 

"  Men  of  his  tway  should  be  most  liberal ;" 
but  where  it  is  misprinted,  and  has  always  been  reprinted, 

"  Men  of  his  way  should  be  most  liberal." 
The  scribe,  or  the  compositor,  misheard  **  his  sway,"  and  wrote,  or  printed,  At> 
tpay,     Shakespeare,  of  course,  meant  men  of  Wolsey's  power  and  influence. 
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or 


KING    HENRY   IV. 


"  The  Second  part  of  Henrie  the  fourth,  continuing  to  his  death, 
and  coronation  of  Henrie  the  fift.  With  the  humours  of  Sir  John 
Falstafie,  and  swaggering  Pistoll.  As  it  hath  been  sundrie  times 
publikelj  acted  hj  the  right  honourable,  the  Lord  Chamberkine 
his  seruants.  Written  by  William  Shakespeare.  London  Printed 
hj  V.  S.  for  Andrew  Wise,  and  WiUiam  Asplej.  1600."  4to.  43 
leaves. 

Other  copies  of  the  same  edition,  in  4to,  not  containing  Sign.  E  5 
and  E  6,  have  only  41  leaves. 

In  the  folio,  1623,  "  The  Second  Part  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
containing  his  Death:  and  the  Coronation  of  King  Henry  the 
Fift,"  occupies  twenty-nine  pages  in  the  division  of  "  Histories," 
viz.  from  p.  74  to  p.  102  inclusive,  the  last  two  not  being  num- 
bered. Pages  89  and  90,  by  an  error  of  the  press,  are  numbered 
91  and  92.  In  the  reprint  of  the  folio,  1632,  this  mistake  is 
repeated.  In  the  two  later  folios  the  pagination  is  continued  from 
the  beginning  to  the  end  of  what  may  be  called  the  authentic 
plays. 


INTRODUCTION. 


We  may  state,  with  more  certainty  than  usual,  that  "  Henry  IV." 
Part  ii.  was  written  before  the  25th  Feb.  1598.  In  the  prelimi- 
nary notice  of  "  Henry  IV.'*  Part  i.  it  is  mentioned,  that  A.  ii. 
sc.  2,  of  the  "  history  "  before  us  contains  a  piece  of  evidence  that 
Falstaff  was  still  called  Oldcastle  when  it  was  written ;  viz.  that 
the  prefix  of  Old.  is  retained  in  the  4to,  1600,  before  a  speech 
which  belongs  to  Falstaff,  and  which  is  assigned  to  him  in  the 
folio  of  1623.  Now,  we  know  that  the  name  of  Oldcastle  waa 
changed  to  that  of  Falstaff  anterior  to  the  entry  of  "  Henry  IV." 
Part  i.  in  the  books  of  the  Stationers'  Company  on  the  25th 
Feb.  1597-8.  This  little  circumstance  overturns  Malone's  theory, 
that  "  Henry  IV."  Part  ii.  was  not  written  until  1699.  It  requires 
no  proof  that  it  was  produced  after  "  Eichard  II.,"  because  that 
play  is  quoted  in  it. 

The  memorandum  in  the  Stationers'  Registers,  prior  to  the  pub- 
lication of  the  following  play,  is  inserted  literatim  in  Vol.  ii.  p.  3 : 
it  bears  date  on  23d  Aug.  1600,  and  it  was  made  by  Andrew  Wise 
and  William  Aspley,  who  brought  out  "  The  Seconde  Parte  of  the 
History  of  Kinge  Henry  the  iiii***,"  4to,  in  that  year. 

There  was  only  one  edition  of  "  Henry  IV."  Part  ii.  in  1600, 
4to,  but  some  copies  vary  importantly.  The  play  was  evidently  pro- 
duced from  the  press  in  haste ;  and  besides  other  large  omissions, 
a  whole  scene,  forming  the  commencement  of  Act  iii.  was  left  out. 
Most  of  the  copies  are  without  these  pages,  but  they  are  found  in 
those  of  the  Duko  of  Devonshire  and  Malone.  The  stationer  must 
have  discovered  the  error  after  the  publication,  and  sheet  E  was 
accordingly  reprinted,  in  order  to  supply  the  defect. 

The  folio,  1623,  was  taken  from  a  complete  copy  of  the  edition 
of  1600 ;  and,  moreover,  the  actor-editors,  perhaps  from  a  play- 
house manuscript  in  their  hands,  furnished  many  other  lines 
wanting  in  tlie  4to.  On  the  other  hand,  the  4to,  1600,  contains 
several  passages  not  found  in  the  folio,  1623.  Our  text  includes 
both,  (properly  distinguished  in  the  notes)  in  order  that  no  syl- 
lable which  came  from  the  pen  of  Shakespeare  may  be  lost.  Even 
if  we  suppose  our  great  dramatist  to  have  himself  rejected  certain 
portions,  preserved  in  the  4to,  the  exclusion  of  them  by  a  modem 
editor  would  be  unpardonable,  as  they  form  part  of  the  history  of 
the  poet's  mind. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON^'. 


'  His  Sons. 


>  Opposites  to  the  King. 


KING  HENEY  THE  FOURTH. 

HENEY,  Prince  of  Wales ; 

THOMAS,  Duke  of  Clarence ; 

PRINCE  JOHN  OF  LANCASTER; 

PRINCE  HUMPHREY  OF  GLOSTER; 

EARL  OF  WARWICK;  j 

EARL  OF  WESTMORELAND ;  ^  Of  the  King's  Party. 

GOWER;  HARCOURT;  J 

Lord  Chief  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench. 

A  Gentleman  attending  on  the  Chief  Justice. 

EARL  OF  NORTHUMBERLAND ;  ] 

SCROOP,  Archbishop  of  York ; 

LORD  MOWBRAY; 

LORD  HASTINGS; 

LORD  BARDOLPH; 

SIR  JOHN  COLEVILE; 

TRAVERS  and  MORTON,  Retainers  of  Northumberland. 

FALSTAFF,  BARDOLPH,  PISTOL,  and  a  Page. 

POINS  and  PETO. 

SHALLOW  and  SILENCE,  Country  Justices. 

DAVY,  Servant  to  Shallow. 

MOULDY,  SHADOW,  WART,  FEEBLE,  and  BULCALP, 

Recruits. 
FANG  and  SNARE,  Sheriff's  Officers. 
RUMOUR,  the  Presenter.     A  Warder.    A  Dancer,  Speaker  of 

the  Epilogue. 

LADY  NORTHUMBERLAND.    LADY  PERCY. 
Hostess  QUICKLY. 
DOLL  TEAR-SHEET. 

Lords,  and  Attendants;   Officers,  Soldiers,  Messenger,  Drawers, 

Beadles,  Grooms,  <&;c. 

SCENE,  England. 

1  A  list  of  **  the  Acton'  names ''  fills  the  last  leaf  of  the  play  in  the  folio,  1623. 


INDUCTION'. 


Warkworth.     Before  Northumberland's  Castle. 

Enter  Rumour,  painted  full  of  tongues  *. 

Rum.  Open  your  ears ;  for  whieli  of  you  will  stop 
The  vent  of  hearing,  when  loud  Rumour  speaks  P 
I,  from  the  orient  to  the  drooping  west, 
Making  the  wind  my  post-horse,  still  unfold 
The  acts  commenced  on  this  ball  of  earth  : 
Upon  my  tongues  continual  slanders  ride. 
The  which  in  every  language  I  pronoimce, 
Stuffing  the  ears  of  men  *  with  false  reports. 
I  speak  of  peace,  while  covert  enmity, 
Under  the  smile  of  safety,  wounds  the  world : 
And  who  but  Rumour,  who  but  only  I, 
Make  fearful  musters,  and  prepared  defence ; 
Whilst  the  big  year,  swoln  with  some  other  grief. 
Is  thought  with  cliild  by  the  stem  tyrant  war. 
And  no  such  matter  P     Rumour  is  a  pipe 
Blown  by  surmises,  jealousies,  conjectures ; 
And  of  so  easy  and  so  plain  a  stop. 
That  the  blimt  monster  with  uncounted  heads. 
The  still-discordant  wavering  multitude, 

*  Induction.]  So  called  in  the  folio,  1623,  where  it  is  treated  as  the  first  scene 
of  the  play.  The  4to.  is  not  divided  into  Acts  and  Scenes,  and  Rumour  there 
enters  as  if  to  deliver  a  Prologue. 

^  Enter  Rumour,  painted  full  of  tongues.]  This  is  the  descriptive  stage^direc- 
tion  of  the  4to,  1600:  the  folio,  1623,  has  only  *<  Enter  Rumour.'' 

3  Stuffing  the  ears  of  men]  The  folios  all  have  them  for  **  men  "  of  the  4to : 
there  can  be  no  question  as  to  the  true  word,  and  in  thecorr.  fo.  1G32  it  is  restored. 
The  same  course  was  taken  with  "  surmises,''  below. 
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Can  play  upon  it.     But  what  need  I  thus 

My  well-known  body  to  anatomize 

Among  my  household  ?     Why  is  Rumour  here  ? 

I  run  before  king  Harry's  victory  ; 

Who  in  a  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury 

Hath  beaten  down  young  Hotspur,  and  his  troops, 

Quenching  the  flame  of  bold  rebellion 

Even  with  the  rebels'  blood.     But  what  mean  I 

To  speak  so  true  at  first  P  my  office  is 

To  noise  abroad,  that  Harry  Monmouth  fell 

Under  the  wrath  of  noble  Hotspur's  sword  ; 

And  that  the  king  before  the  Douglas'  rage 

Stoop'd  his  anointed  head  as  low  as  death. 

This  have  I  rumour'd  through  the  peasant  towns  * 

Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury  * 

And  this  worm-eaten  hold  *  of  ragged  stone. 

Where  Hotspur's  father  \  old  Northumberland, 

Lies  crafty-sick.    The  posts  come  tiring  on. 

And  not  a  man  of  them  brings  other  news 

Than  they  have  leam'd  of  me :  from  Rumour's  tongues 

They  bring  smooth  comforts  false,  worse  than  true  wrongs. 

[Exit. 

*  —  through  the  peasant  towns]  So  all  the  old  editions,  but  the  emendation 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1032  is  ** pleasant  towns" — very  likely  the  true  word,  bat  as 
«  peasant  towns  **  is  quite  intelligible  we  make  no  change,  and  in  the  Grerman 
translation  it  is  durch  die  Landstddt\ 

*  Between  that  royal  field  of  Shrewsbury]  The  folio,  1623,  has  the  for 
"  that ;"  but  **  that  "  of  the  4to,  KKM),  is  probably  right,  as  the  reference  is  to  the 
"  bloody  field  by  Shrewsbury,"  before  mentioned.  Besides,  *•  that  royal  field," 
and  ''  this  worm-ef^en  hold,"  in  the  next  line,  seem  put  in  opposition. 

*  And  this  worm-eaten  hold]  Misprinted  hole  in  the  old  copies,  4to.  and 
folio :  the  compositor  perhaps  printed  by  his  ear.  It  is  altered  to  **  hold  "  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  and  Mr.  Singer  adopts  the  emendation  without  acknowledgment, 
perhaps  because  Theobald  had  guessed  at  it. 

'  Where  Hotspur's  father,]  The  4to,  1600,  has  When  for  "Where"  of  the 
folio,  1623.  The  latter  is  of  course  right,  and  the  misprint  was  easy,  therefore 
common. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 
The  Same. 

Enter  Lord  Bardolph. 
Bard,  Who  keeps  the  gate  here  ?  ho ! — ^Where  is  the  earl  P 

Enter  Warder,  above  *. 

Ward,  What  shall  I  say  you  are  ? 

Bard.  Tell  thou  the  earl, 

That  the  lord  Bardolph  doth  attend  him  here. 

Ward,  His  lordship  is  walk'd  forth  into  the  orchard : 
Please  it  your  honour  knock  but  at  the  gate, 
And  he  himself  will  answer. 

Enter  Northumberland. 

Bard.  Here  comes  the  earl. 

[Exit  Warder. 
North,  What  news,  lord  Bardolph  P  every  minute  now 
Should  be  the  father  of  some  stratagem. 

*  Enter  Warder,  above.]  Tlie  usual  mode  has  been  to  represent  the  Warder 
(called  Porter)  ''before  the  Gate/'  and  then  for  Lord  Bardolph  to  enter.  Our 
arrangement  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  where  Lord  Bardolph  is  stated  to  enter 
first,  and  after  bis  question  **  "Who  keeps  the  gate  here  ?  hoP'  for  the  Warder  to 
make  his  appearance  above  the  gate.  In  the  old  copies  the  Warder  never  goes  out, 
as  if  he  remained  at  his  post  all  the  time  Lord  Bardolph  was  talking  with  North- 
umberland. How  objectionable  this  course  must  be  need  not  be  stated,  and  the  old 
annotator  tells  us  that  in  his  time  the  Warder  used  to  make  his  exit  just  as  North- 
umberland arrived.  The  whole  of  this  part  of  the  stage-business,  so  regulated, 
muAt  be  correct.  Mr.  Singer  puts  the  Warder  "  above  the  gate,"  for  the  first  time 
in  any  edition,  but,  hj  accident,  does  not  state  that  this  change  was  derived  from 
the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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The  times  are  wild :  contention,  like  a  horse 
Full  of  high  feeding,  madly  hath  broke  loose, 
And  bears  down  all  before  him. 

Bard.  Noble  earl, 

I  bring  you  certain  news  from  Shrewsbury. 

North,  Good,  an  God  will  I 

Bard.  As  good  as  heart  can  wish. 

The  king  is  almost  wounded  to  the  death, 
And  in  the  fortime  of  my  lord  your  son, 
Prince  Harry  slain  outright ;  and  both  the  Blunts 
Kill'd  by  the  hand  of  Douglas  ;  young  prince  John, 
And  Westmoreland  and  Stafford,  fled  the  field ; 
And  Harry  Monmouth's  brawn,  the  hulk  Sir  John, 
Is  prisoner  to  your  son.     0  !  such  a  day, 
So  fought,  so  followed,  and  so  fairly  won. 
Came  not  till  now  to  dignify  the  times. 
Since  Caesar's  fortimes. 

North.  How  is  this  deriv'd  ? 

Saw  you  the  field  P  came  you  from  Shrewsbury  P 

Bard.  I  spake  with  one,  my  lord,  that  came  from  thence ; 
A  gentleman  well  bred,  and  of  good  name, 
That  freely  render'd  me  these  news  for  true. 

North.  Here  comes  my  servant,  Travers,  whom  I  sent 
On  Tuesday  last  to  listen  after  news. 

Bard.  My  lord,  I  over-rode  him  on  the  way, 
And  he  is  fumish'd  with  no  certainties, 
More  than  he  haply  may  retail  from  me. 

Entef*  Tra\t5RS. 

North.  Now,  Travers,  what  good  tidings  come  with  you  *  P 
Tra.  My  lord,  sir  John  Umfrevile  tum'd  me  back 

With  joyfiil  tidings ;  and,  being  better  hors'd. 

Out-rode  me.     After  him  came  spurring  hard 

A  gentleman,  almost  forspent  with  speed, 

That  stopp'd  by  me  to  breathe  his  bloodied  horse. 

He  ask'd  the  way  to  Chester ;  and  of  him 

I  did  demand,  what  news  from  Shrewsbury : 

He  told  me  that  rebellion  had  ill  luck, 

And  that  young  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold. 

With  that  he  gave  his  able  horse  tjie  head, 

•  —  come  WITH  you  ?]  The  folio. /rom  ;  eight  lines  lower,  the  folio,  1623,  reads 
"  17/  luck"  for  •*  bad  luck  "  of  the  4to  ;  and  most  likely  rightly,  for  Northumberland, 
just  afterwards,  repeats  the  words  of  Travers — **  that  rebellion  had  met  Hi  hick." 
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And,  bending  forward,  struck  his  armed  heels ' 
Against  the  panting  sides  of  his  poor  jade 
Up  to  the  rowel-head ;  and,  starting  so, 
He  seem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way  *, 
Staying  no  longer  question. 

North.  Ha ! — ^Again. 

Said  he,  young  Harry  Percy's  spur  was  cold  ? 
Of  Hotspur,  coldspur  P  that  rebellion 
Had  met  ill  luck ! 

Bard,  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you  what : 

If  my  young  lord  your  son  have  not  the  day, 
Upon  mine  honour,  for  a  silken  point 
I'll  give  my  barony :  never  talk  of  it. 

North.  Why  should  that  gentleman,  that  rode  by  Travers, 
Give,  then,  such  instances  of  loss  ? 

Bard.  Who,  he  P 

He  was  some  hilding  fellow*,  that  had  stolen 
The  horse  he  rode  on,  and,  upon  my  life. 
Spoke  at  a  venture.     Look,  here  comes  more  news. 

Enter  Morton. 

North.  Yea,  this  man's  brow,  like  to  a  title-leaf, 
Foretels  the  nature  of  a  tragic  volume  : 
So  looks  the  strond,  whereon  th'  imperious  flood  * 
Hath  left  a  witness'd  usurpation. — 
Say,  Morton,  didst  thou  come  from  Shrewsbury  P 

Mor.  I  ran  from  Shrewsbury,  my  noble  lord ; 
Where  hateftd  death  put  on  his  ugliest  mask, 
To  fright  our  party. 

North.  How  doth  my  son  and  brother  P 

Thou  tremblest ;  and  the  whiteness  in  thy  cheek 
Is  apter  than  thy  tongue  to  tell  thy  errand. 

*  —  struck  his  armed  heels]  We  can  have  no  difficultj  in  preferring  this 
reading  of  the  4to.  to  that  of  the  folio,  which  has  **  able  heels:"  the  compositor 
caught  the  word  able  from  the  preceding  line ;  and  it  is  amended  to  *'  arm^ 
heels ''  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  He  seem'd  in  running  to  devour  the  way,]  So,  observes  Steevens,  in  the 
book  of  Job,  chap,  xxxix.  24 :  "  He  twalloweth  the  ground  in  fierceness  and 
rage."     The  same  expression  occurs  in  other  poets. 

*  He  was  some  hilding  fellow,]  i.  e.  Some  low  fellow,  a  word  applied  by  Shake- 
speare and  others  to  both  sexes. 

6  —  WHEREON  th*  imperious  flood]  The  folio  substitutes  when  for  "  whereon," 
the  authentic  word  in  the  4to,  IGOO.  *'  Whereon ''  is  written  in  the  margin  of  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  and  when  erased. 
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Even  such  a  man,  so  faint,  so  spiritless, 

So  dull,  so  dead  in  look,  so  woe-begone. 

Drew  Priam's  curtain  in  the  dead  of  night. 

And  would  have  told  him,  half  his  Troy  was  bum'd : 

But  Priam  found  the  fire,  ere  he  his  tongue. 

And  I  my  Percy's  death,  ere  thou  report'st  it. 

This  thou  wouldst  say, — Your  son  did  thus,  end  thus ; . 

Your  brother,  thus  ;  so  fought  the  noble  Douglas ; 

Stopping  my  greedy  ear  with  their  bold  deeds, 

But  in  the  end,  to  stop  mine  ear  indeed, 

Thou  hast  a  sigh  to  blow  away  this  praise, 

Ending  with — ^brother,  son,  and  all  are  dead. 

Mor,  Douglas  is  living,  and  your  brother,  yet ; 
But  for  my  lord  your  son, — 

North.  Why,  he  is  dead. — 

See,  what  a  ready  tongue  suspicion  hath  ! 
He  that  but  fears  the  thing  he  would  not  know, 
Hath  by  instinct  knowledge  from  others'  eyes, 
That  what  he  fear'd  is  chanced.     Yet  speak,  Morton : 
Tell  thou  thy  earl '  his  divination  lies, 
And  I  will  take  it  as  a  sweet  disgrace. 
And  make  thee  rich  for  doing  me  such  wrong. 

Mor,  You  are  too  great  to  be  by  me  gainsaid : 
Your  spirit  is  too  true  ;  your  fears  too  certain. 

North.  Yet,  for  all  this,  say  not  that  Percy's  dead. — 
I  see  a  strange  confession  in  thine  eye : 
Thou  shak'st  thy  head  ;  and  hold'st  it  fear,  or  sin, 
To  speak  a  truth.     If  he  be  slain,  say  so ' : 
The  tongue  ofiends  not,  that  reports  his  death ; 
And  he  doth  sin  that  doth  belie  the  dead. 
Not  he  which  says  the  dead  is  not  alive. 
Yet  the  first  bringer  of  unwelcome  news 
Hath  but  a  losing  office ;  and  his  tongue 
Sounds  ever  after  as  a  sullen  bell, 
Remember'd  knoUing '  a  departing  friend. 

'  Tell  thou  THY  earl]  "  Tell  thou  an  earl "  is  the  reading  of  the  4to ;  and  it 
may  be  right,  though  that  of  the  first  folio  seems  preferable,  because  Morton  was 
one  of  the  retainers  of  the  Earl  of  Northumberland. 

'  To  speak  a  truth.  If  he  be  slain,  say  so  :]  **  Saj  so  "  are  words  from  the 
folio:  though  necessary,  they  are  wanting  in  the  4tos. 

•  Remeraber'd  knollino]  The  folio  has  "  knolling,"  the  4to.  "  tolling  s" 
either  may  be  right ;  but  in  "  As  You  Like  It,"  A.  ii.  sc.  7-  VoL  ii.  p.  384,  Shake- 
speare uses  the  word  **  knoll'd :" 

"  If  ever  been  where  bells  have  knolVd  to  diurch." 
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Bard,  I  cannot  think,  my  lord,  your  son  is  dead. 

Mar,  I  am  sorry  I  should  force  you  to  believe 
That  which  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  not  seen ; 
But  these  mine  eyes  saw  him  in  bloody  state. 
Rendering  faint  quittance  *,  wearied  and  outbreath'd, 
To  Harry  Monmouth  ;  whose  swift  wrath  beat  down 
The  never-daimted  Percy  to  the  earth. 
From  whence  with  life  he  never  more  sprung  up. 
In  few,  his  death,  whose  spirit  lent  a  fire 
Even  to  the  dullest  peasant  in  his  camp. 
Being  bruited  once,  took  fire  and  heat  away 
From  the  best  tempered  courage  in  his  troops  : 
For  from  his  metal  was  his  party  steel'd ; 
Which  once  in  him  abated,  all  the  rest 
Tum'd  on  themselves,  like  dull  and  heavy  lead. 
And  as  the  thing  that's  heavy  in  itself,     ' 
Upon  enforcement  flies  with  greatest  speedy 
So  did  our  men,  heavy  in  Hotspur's  loss, 
Lend  to  this  weight  such  lightness  with  their  fear. 
That  arrows  fled  not  swifter  toward  their  aim, 
Than  did  our  soldiers,  aiming  at  their  safety. 
Fly  from  the  field.     Then  was  that  noble  Worcester 
Too  soon  ta'en  prisoner ;  and  that  furious  Scot, 
The  bloody  Douglas,  whose  well-labouring  sword 
Had  three  times  slain  th'  appearance  of  the  king, 
'Gan  vail  his  stomach,  and  did  grace  the  shame 
Of  those  that  tum'd  their  backs ;  and  in  his  flight. 
Stumbling  in  fear,  was  took.     The  sum  of  all 
Is,  that  the  king  hath  won,  and  hath  sent  out 
A  speedy  power,  to  encoimter  you,  my  lord, 
Under  the  conduct  of  yoimg  Lancaster, 
And  Westmoreland.     This  is  the  news  at  full. 

North,  For  this  I  shall  have  time  enough  to  mourn. 
In  poison  there  is  physic  ;  and  these  news, 
Having  been  well,  that  would  have  made  me  sick, 
Being  sick,  have  in  some  measure  made  me  well : 
And  as  the  wretch,  whose  fever- weakened  joints. 
Like  strengthless  hinges,  buckle  imder  life  *, 
Impatient  of  his  fit,  breaks  like  a  fire 

»  Rendering  faint  auixTANCK,]  Steevens  truly  explains  "  faint  quiUanee  *'  to 
be  hint  return  of  blows. 

s  —  BUCKLE  tinder  life,]  **  Buckle''  here  means  bend,  and  has  been  deriTed 
from  the  A.  S.  bugan,  flcctere. 
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Out  of  his  keeper's  arms ;  even  so  my  limbs, 

Weakened  with  grief,  being  now  enrag'd  with  grief. 

Are  thrice  themselves.     Hence,  therefore,  thou  nice  crutch ' ! 

A  scaly  gaimtlet  now,  with  joints  of  steel. 

Must  glove  this  hand  :  and  hence,  thou  sickly  quoif ! 

Thou  art  a  guard  too  wanton  for  the  head. 

Which  princes,  flesh'd  with  conquest,  aim  to  hit. 

Now  bind  my  brows  with  iron ;  and  approach 

The  ragged'st  hour  *  that  time  and  spite  dare  bring. 

To  frown  upon  th'  enrag'd  Northumberland. 

Let  heaven  loss  earth :  now,  let  not  nature's  hand 

Keep  the  wild  flood  confin'd :  let  order  die ; 

And  let  this  world  no  longer  be  a  stage. 

To  feed  contention  in  a  lingering  act, 

But  let  one  spirit  of  the  first-born  Cain 

Reign  in  all  bosoms,  that,  each  heart  being  set 

On  bloody  courses,  the  rude  scene  may  end, 

And  darkness  be  the  burier  of  the  dead ! 

Tra,  This  strained  passion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord  *. 

Bard.  Sweet  earl,  divorce  not  wisdom  from  your  honour. 

Mar.  The  lives  of  all  your  loving  complices 
Lean  on  your  health ;  the  which,  if  you  give  o'er 
To  stormy  passion,  must  perforce  decay. 
You  cast  the  event  of  war,  my  noble  lord ', 
And  summ'd  the  accoimt  of  chance,  before  you  said, — 
Let  us  make  head.     It  was  your  presurmisc. 
That,  in  the  dole  of  blows '  your  son  might  drop : 
You  knew,  he  walk'd  o'er  perils,  on  an  edge. 
More  likely  to  fall  in,  than  to  get  o'er  : 

*  Hence,  therefore,  thou  nice  crutch !]  **  Nice  "  is  often  used  by  Shakespeare 
in  the  sense  of  iruignificant^  trifling.  In  **  Romeo  and  Juliet,"  A.  iii.  sc.  1,  we 
have  "  Bid  him  bethink  how  nice  the  quarrel  was ;"  and  in  A.  v.  sc.  2,  of  the  same 
tragedy,  "  The  letter  was  not  nicCt  ^^^  full  of  charge/'  Other  instances  from  other 
authors  are  needless. 

^  The  ragged  *6t  hour]  So  the  old  copies,  and  we  retain  it,  as  probably  Shake- 
speare's superlative,  in  preference  to  rugged'st^  the  alteration  in  the  corr.  ft).  1632. 
We  have  had  *'  ragged  stone  "  for  "  rugged  stone  "  in  the  Induction. 

'  This  strained  passion  doth  you  wrong,  my  lord.]  This  line  is  omitted  in  the 
folio :  in  the  4to.  it  is  mistakenly  assigned  to  Umfr.^  meaning,  possibly,  an  actor  of 
the  name  of  Un\frey  Jeffes,  who  may  have  had  the  part  of  Travers.  This  mistake 
perhaps  led  the  editors  of  the  folio  to  exclude  the  line,  as  of  little  importance. 
Sir  John  Umfrevile  has  been  mentioned  on  p.  428,  but  he  was  not  on  the  stage. 

<»  You  cast  the  event  of  war.  my  noble  lord,]  This  and  the  thirteen  lines  ft)l- 
lowing  are  not  in  the  4to,  but  were  first  printed  in  the  folio,  1623. 

'  That,  in  the  dole  of  blows]  The  "  dole  "  of  blows  is  the  dealing  of  blows, 
the  distribution  of  them. 
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You  were  advis'd,  his  flesh  was  capable 
Of  wounds  and  scars,  and  that  his  forward  spirit 
Would  lift  him  where  most  trade  of  danger  rang'd ; 
Yet  did  you  say, — Go  forth ;  and  none  of  this, 
Though  strongly  apprehended,  could  restrain 
The  stiff-borne  action  :  what  hath  then  befallen. 
Or  what  hath  this  bold  enterprize  brought  forth, 
More  than  that  being  which  was  like  to  be  ? 

Bard.  We  all,  that  are  engaged  to  this  loss, 
Knew  that  we  ventured  on  such  dangerous  seas, 
That,  if  we  wrought  out  life,  'twas  ten  to  one ; 
And-  yet  we  ventured,  for  the  gain  proposed 
Chok'd  the  respect  of  likely  peril  fear'd. 
And,  since  we  are  o'erset,  venture  again. 
Come,  we  will  all  put  forth ;  body,  and  goods. 

Mor.  *Tis  more  than  time  :  and,  my  most  noble  lord, 
I  hear  for  certain,  and  dare  speak  the  truth  *, 
The  gentle  archbishop  of  York  is  up, 
With  well-appointed  powers :  he  is  a  man. 
Who  with  a  double  surety  binds  his  followers. 
My  lord  your  son  had  only  but  the  corps. 
But  shadows,  and  the  shows  of  men,  to  fight ; 
For  that  same  word,  rebellion,  did  divide 
The  action  of  their  bodies  from  their  souls. 
And  they  did  fight  with  queasiness,  constrained 
As  men  drink  potions,  that  their  weapons  only 
Seem'd  on  our  side ;  but,  for  their  spirits  and  souls. 
This  word,  rebellion,  it  had  froze  them  up. 
As  fish  are  in  a  pond.     But  now  th'  archbishop ' 
Turns  insurrection  to  religion  : 
Supposed  sincere  and  holy  in  his  thoughts, 
lie's  followed  both  with  body  and  with  mind, 
And  doth  enlarge  his  rising  with  the  blood 
Of  fair  king  Richard,  scrap'd  from  Pomfret  stones ; 
Derives  from  heaven  his  quarrel,  and  his  cause ; 
Tells  them,  he  doth  bestride  a  bleeding  land, 

*  I  hear  for  certain,  and  dare  speak  the  truth,]  So  the  4to ;  meaning,  that 
Morton  ventures  to  say  that  what  he  speaks  is  true.  The  folio  poorly  reads,  ''  and 
do  speak  the  truth/'  The  twenty- one  lines  following  the  above  are  only  in  the 
folio,  and  it  will  be  observed  that  the  sense  requires  the  addition. 

"  But  now  th'  ARCHbishop]  In  the  early  editions  it  stands  merely  bUhop,  but 
Morton  has  called  him  "  archbishop  "  at  the  beginning  of  his  speech,  and  now  to 
speak  of  him  as  bishop  must  be  a  mistake.  The  corrector  of  the  fo.  1632  so  con- 
sidered it,  and  altered  the  text  accordingly. 

VOL.  III.  r  f 
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Qtisping  for  life  under  great  Bolingbroke, 
And  more,  and  lees,  do  flock  to  follow  liim. 

North.  I  knew  of  this  before ;  but,  to  speak  truth, 
This  present  grief  had  wip'd  it  from  my  mind. — 
Go  in  with  me  ;  and  counsel  every  man 
The  aptest  way  for  safety,  and  revenge. 
Get  posts  and  letters,  and  make  friends  with  speed : 
Never  so  few,  and  never  yet  more  need  *.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. 

London.     A  Street. 

Enter  Sir  John  Falstaff,  with  his  Page  bearing  his  Sward 

and  Buckler, 

Fal,  Sirrah,  you  giant,  what  says  the  doctor  to  my  water  P 
Page,  He  said,  sir,  the  water  itself  was  a  good  healthy 
water ;  but  for  the  party  that  owed  it,  he  might  have  more 
diseases  than  he  knew  for. 

FaL  Men  of  all  sorts  take  a  pride  to  gird  at  me :  the  brain 
of  this  foolish-compounded  clay,  man,  is  not  able  to  invent 
any  thing  that  tends  to  laughter  *,  more  than  I  invent,  or  is 
invented  on  me:  I  am  not  only  witty  in  myself,  but  the 
cause  that  wit  is  in  other  men.  I  do  here  walk  before  thee, 
like  a  sow  that  hath  overwhelmed  all  her  litter,  but  one :  if 
the  prince  put  thee  into  my  service  for  any  other  reason  than 
to  set  me  off,  why  then  I  have  no  judgment.  Thou  whoreson 
mandrake,  thou  art  fitter  to  be  worn  in  my  cap,  than  to  wait 
at  my  heels.  I  was  never  manned  with  an  agate  till  now : 
but  I  will  in-set  you  neither  in  gold  nor  silver  *,  but  in  vile 
apparel,  and  send  you  back  again  to  your  master,  for  a  jewel ; 
the  Juvenal,  the  prince  your  master,  whoso  chin  is  not  yet 
fledged.     I  will  sooner  have  a  beard  grow  in  the  palm  of  my 

*  —  AND  never  yet  more  need.]  The  folio,  1623,  has  nor  for  *•  and." 
'  —  any  thing  that  tknds  to  laughter,]  The  4to.  has  intends, 
'  —  hut  I  will  IN-8KT  you  neither  in  gold  nor  silver,]  The  folio  alters  "  in-set" 
of  the  4to.  to  tei.  When  Falstaff  just  ahove  calls  his  page  **  mandrake "  and 
'*  agate,"  he  uses  the  words  in  reference  to  the  small  size  of  the  boy.  A  man- 
drske  was  a  vegetable  production,  which,  being  forked  in  the  root,  was  said  to 
resemble  a  human  creature,  and  to  utter  a  cry  when  it  was  extracted  from  the 
earth.  Agates  were  often  cut  in  figures,  and  worn  in  rings,  and  were  of  old  rap- 
posed  to  possess  the  virtue  of  preventing  the  wearer  from  suffering  misfortune. 
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hand,  than  he  shall  get  one  on  his  cheek  * ;  and  yet  he  will 
not  stick  to  say,  his  face  is  a  face-royal.  God  may  finish  it 
when  he  will,  it  is  not  a  hair  amiss  yet :  he  may  keep  it  still 
as  a  face-royal  *,  for  a  barber  shall  never  earn  sixpence  out  of 
it ;  and  yet  he  will  be  crowing,  as  if  he  had  writ  man  ever 
since  his  father  was  a  bachelor.  He  may  keep  his  own  grace^ 
but  he  is  almost  out  of  mine,  I  can  assure  hun. — ^What  said 
master  Dumbleton  about  the  satin  for  my  short  cloak,  and  my 
slops  ? 

Page.  He  said,  sir,  you  should  procure  him  better  assurance 
than  Bardolph :  he  would  not  take  his  bond  and  your's ;  he 
liked  not  the  security. 

FaL  Let  him  be  damned  like  the  glutton  :  may  his  tongue 
be  hotter  ! — ^A  whoreson  Achitophel !  a  rascally  yea-forsooth 
knave,  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand  *,  and  then  stand  upon 
security ! — The  whoreson  smooth-pates  do  now  wear  nothing 
but  high  shoes,  and  bimches  of  keys  at  their  girdles ;  and  if  a 
man  is  thorough  with  them  in  honest  taking  up ',  then  must 
they  stand  upon  security.  I  had  as  Kef  they  would  put  rats- 
bane in  my  mouth,  as  offer  to  stop  it  with  security.  I  looked 
he  should  have  sent  me  two  and  twenty  yards  of  satin,  as  I 
am  a  true  knight,  and  he  sends  me  security.  Well,  he  may 
sleep  in  security ;  for  he  hath  the  horn  of  abundance,  and  the 
lightness  of  his  wife  shines  through  it :  and  yet  cannot  he  see, 
though  he  have  his  own  lantern  to  light  him. — ^Where's 
Bardolph  P 

Page.  He's  gone  into  Smithfield,  to  buy  your  worship  a 
horse. 

FaL  I  bought  him  in  Paul's ",  and  he'll  buy  me  a  horse  in 


*  —  g^  one  ON  hia  cheek ;]  The  4to.  less  intelligibly  reads  "  get  one  q/^  his 
cheek."     Perhaps,  we  ought  to  read  "get  one  qf)m  cheek." 

*  —  he  may  keep  it  still  as  a  faoe-royal,]  The  4to,  1600,  and  the  folio,  1623, 
have  it  *'  at  a  face-royal :"  it  was  corrected  in  the  folio,  1632.  The  allusion  seems 
to  be  to  the  coin  called  a  royal,  having  a  face  upon  it  which  produced  no  beard 
profitable  to  a  barber. 

*  —  a  RASCALLY  yca-foTsooth  knave,  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand,]  The 
4to.  has  rascal  for  "  rascally "  of  the  folio :  **  to  bear  a  gentleman  in  hand," 
meant  to  be  in  treaty  with  a  gentleman,  and  to  lead  him  to  expect  oompliaoM 
with  his  wishes. 

'  —  honest  taking  up,]  i.  e.  Honest  dealing  for  purchasing  goods :  ''  to  take  op 
a  commodity  "  is  a  phrase  of  frequent  occurrence. 

*  I  bought  him  in  Paul's,]     The  allusions  in  old  authors  to  St.  Paul's  chureh,  , 
as  the  resort,  or  lounge,  of  the  idle,  dissolute,  poor,  and  fraudulent  are  int»w 
minable.     Reed  quotes  the  following  very  appositely  from  a  tract  he  calls  **  Hie 
Choice  of  Change,"  1698:  it  was  reprinted  in  1606  under  the  title  of  ^^Choieep 

Ff2 
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Smithfield :  an  I  could  get  me  but  a  wife  in  the  stews,  I  were 
manned,  horsed,  and  wived. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chief  Justice^ ,  and  an  Attendant. 

Page.  Sir,  here  comes  the  nobleman  that  committed  the 
prince  for  striking  him  about  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Wait  close  ;  I  will  not  see  him. 

Ch.  Just.  What's  he  that  goes  there  ? 

Atten.  Falstaff,  an't  please  your  worship. 

Ch.  Just.  He  that  was  in  question  for  the  robbery  P 

Atten.  He,  my  lord ;  but  he  hath  since  done  good  service 
at  Shrewsbury,  and,  as  I  hear,  is  now  going  with  some  charge 
to  the  lord  John  of  Lancaster. 

Ch.  Just.  What,  to  York  P     Call  him  back  again. 

Attefi.  Sir  John  Falstaff! 

Fal.  Boy,  tell  him  I  am  deaf. 

Page.  You  must  speak  louder  ;  my  master  is  deaf. 

Ch.  Just.  I  am  sure  he  is,  to  the  hearing  of  any  thing  good. 
— Go,  pluck  him  by  the  elbow  ;  I  must  speak  with  him. 

Atten.  Sir  John, — 

Fal.  What !  a  young  knave,  and  begging  *  P  Is  there  not 
warsP  is  there  not  employment  P  Doth  not  the  king  lack 
subjects  P  do  not  the  rebels  need  soldiers  P  Though  it  be  a 
shame  to  be  on  any  side  but  one,  it  is  worse  shame  to  beg  than 
to  be  on  the  worst  side,  were  it  worse  than  the  name  of  rebel- 
lion can  tell  how  to  make  it. 

Atten.  You  mistake  me,  sir. 

Fal.  Why,  sir,  did  I  say  you  were  an  honest  man  P  setting 
my  knighthood  and  my  soldiership  aside,  I  had  Ked  in  my 
throat  if  I  had  said  so. 

Atten.  I  pray  you,  sir,  then  set  you  knighthood  and  your 
soldiership  aside,  and  give  me  leave  to  tell  you,  you  lie  in  your 
throat,  if  you  say  I  am  any  other  than  an  honest  man. 

Chance,  and  Change/'  and  it  is  (as  Reed  did  not  know)  hy  Nicholas  Breton: — 
**  A  man  must  not  make  choyce  of  three  things  in  three  places— of  a  wife  in  West- 
minster, of  a  servaunt  in  Paules,  or  of  a  horse  in  Smithfield,  least  he  choose  a 
queane,  a  knave,  and  a  jade.''  Steevens  found  nearly  the  same  warning  in  an  old 
collection  of  proverbs,  to  which  he  assigns  no  date. 

•  Lord  Chief  Justice,]  *•  This  judge,"  says  Steevens,  *'  was  Sir  Wm.  Gascoigne, 
Chief  Justice  of  the  King's  Bench.  He  died  December  17,  1413,  and  was 
buried  in  Harwood  church,  in  Yorkshire.  His  effigy,  in  judicial  robes,  is  on  his 
monument." 

>  What !  a  young  knave,  and  begging  ?]  The  4to.  reads  **  begging,"  and  the 
fplio  beg.    Just  below,  the  4to.  has  "  need,"  and  the  folio  want. 
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Fal,  I  give  thee  leave  to  tell  me  so  P  I  lay  aside  that  which 
grows  to  me  ?  If  thou  get'st  any  leave  of  me,  hang  me :  if 
thou  takest  leave,  thou  wert  better  be  hanged.  You  hunt- 
counter  ',  hence !  avaunt ! 

Atten,  Sir,  my  lord  would  speak  with  you. 

Ch.  Ju^t.  Sir  John  Falstaff,  a  word  with  you. 

FaL  My  good  lord ! — God  give  your  lordship  good  time  of 
day.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  lordship  abroad ;  I  heard  say,  your 
lordship  was  sick :  I  hope,  your  lordship  goes  abroad  by  advice. 
Your  lordship,  though  not  clean  past  your  youth,  hath  yet 
some  smack  of  age  in  you,  some  relish  of  the  saltness  of  time, 
and  I  most  humbly  beseech  your  lordship  to  have  a  reverend 
care  of  your  health. 

Ch,  Just.  Sir  John,  I  sent  for  you  *  before  your  expedition 
to  Shrewsbury. 

FaL  An't  please  your  lordship,  I  hear  his  majesty  is  re- 
turned with  some  discomfort  from  Wales. 

Ch.  Just.  I  talk  not  of  his  majesty.  You  would  not  come 
when  I  sent  for  you. 

FaL  And  I  hear,  moreover,  his  highness  is  fallen  into  this 
same  whoreson  apoplexy. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  heaven  mend  him. — I  pray  you,  let  me 
speak  with  you. 

FaL  This  apoplexy  is,  as  I  take  it,  a  kind  of  lethargy,  an't 
please  your  lordship ;  a  kind  of  sleeping  in  the  blood  *,  a 
whoreson  tingling. 

Ch.  Just.  What  tell  you  me  of  it  P  be  it  as  it  is. 

FaL  It  hath  its  original  from  much  grief;  from  study,  and 
perturbation  of  the  brain.  I  have  read  the  cause  of  his  effects 
in  Galen  :  it  is  a  kind  of  deafness. 

Ch.  Just.  I  think  you  are  fallen  into  the  disease,  for  you 
hear  not  what  I  say  to  you. 

FaL  Very  well,  my  lord*.  Very  well:  rather,  an't  please 

*  You  HUNT-COUNTER,]  In  "The  Comedy  of  Errors,"  A.  iv.  sc.  2,  we  meet 
with  the  expression  "  a  hound  that  runs  counter,^'  (meaning  a  dog  that  runs  the 
wrong  way  in  the  chase,)  applied  to  the  officer  who  has  arrested  Antipholus  of 
Ephesus.  The  allusion  by  Falstaff,  when  he  calls  the  attendant  **  hunt- counter," 
Johnson  supposes  to  be  the  same:  he  terms  him  *' hunt-oounter,'*  partly 
because  he  is  upon  a  wrong  scent,  and  has  made  a  mistake. 

*  Sir  John,  I  sent  fob  you]     The  folio,  1023,  accidentally  omits  *'  for." 

«  —  a  kind  of  lethargy,  an't  please  youe  lordship  ;  a  kind  of  sleeping  in 
the  blood,]  The  folio  omits  "an't  please  your  lordship,"  and  '*  kind  of,"  to  the 
evident  injury  of  the  speech,  as  Falstaff  is  putting  on  a  constrained  civility  towards 
the  Chief  Justice. 

*  Very  well,  my  lord,]    The  prefix  to  this  speech  in  the  4to.  is  OAf.,  in  all  pro- 
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you,  it  is  the  disease  of  not  listening,  the  malady  of  not  mark- 
ing, that  I  am  troubled  withal. 

Ch,  Jmf.  To  punish  you  by  the  heels  would  amend  the  at- 
tention of  your  ears ;  and  I  care  not,  if  I  do  become  your 
physician  *. 

Fal.  I  am  as  poor  as  Job,  my  lord,  but  not  so  patient :  your 
lordship  may  minister  the  potion  of  imprisonment  to  me,  in 
respect  of  poverty ;  but  how  I  should  be  your  patient  to  follow 
your  prescriptions,  the  wise  may  make  some  dram  of  a  scruple, 
or,  indeed,  a  scruple  itself. 

Ch,  JmL  I  sent  for  you,  when  there  were  matters  against 
you  for  your  life,  to  come  speak  with  me. 

FaL  As  I  was  then  advised  by  my  learned  counsel  in  the 
laws  of  this  land-service,  I  did  not  come. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  the  truth  is,  sir  John,  you  live  in  great 
infamy. 

Fal.  He  that  buckles  him  in  my  belt  cannot  live  in  less. 

Ch.  Just.  Your  means  are  very  slender,  and  your  waste  is 
great. 

FaL  I  would  it  were  otherwise :  I  would  my  means  were 
greater,  and  my  waist  slenderer. 

Ch.  Just.  You  have  misled  the  youthftil  prince. 

Fal.  The  young  prince  hath  misled  me :  I  am  the  fellow 
with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog '. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  I  am  loath  to  gall  a  new-healed  wound. 
Your  day's  service  at  Shrewsbury  hath  a  little  gilded  over 
your  night's  exploit  on  Gads-hill :  you  may  thank  the  unquiet 
time  for  your  quiet  o'er-posting  that  action. 

Fal.  My  lord— 

Ch.  Just.  But  since  all  is  well,  keep  it  so :  wake  not  a  deep- 
ing wolf. 

Fal.  To  wake  a  wolf,  is  as  bad  as  to  smell  a  fox. 

Ch.  Just.  What !  you  are  us  a  candle,  the  better  part  burnt 
out. 


babilitj  for  OldcaatU,  the  name  by  which  Falstaff  was  first  called  by  Shakespeare. 
This  is  a  relic  of  the  original  MS.,  an  instance  in  which  the  change  of  name  was 
accidentally  not  marked,  and  the  printer  thereby  misled.  In  the  folio,  1623,  Old, 
is  changed  to  Fal.  See  the  Introduction  to  "  Henry  IV.,  Pt.  I.,"  p.  317,  and  to 
*'  Henry  IV.,  Pt.  II,"  p.  423. 

•  —  if  I  DO  BECOME  your  physician.]  The  folio  merely  "if  I  be  your  phy- 
■Ician."     Our  text  is  from  the  4to,  1600. 

'  —  I  am  the  fellow  with  the  great  belly,  and  he  my  dog.]  Alluding,  doubt- 
less, to  some  fat  blind  beggar,  well  known  in  that  day,  who  waa  led  about  by 
a  dog.    We  have  no  other  notice  of  him. 
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Fal.  A  waasel  candle,  my  lord ;  all  tallow :  if  I  did  say  of 
wax,  my  growth  woidd  approve  the  truth. 

Ch.  Just.  There  is  not  a  white  hair  on  your  face,  but  should 
have  his  effect  of  gravity. 

FaL  His  effect  of  gravy,  gravy,  gravy. 

Ch.  Just.  You  foUow  the  yoimg  prince  up  and  down,  like 
his  ill  angel ". 

Fal.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  your  ill.  angel  is  light,  but,  I  hope, 
he  that  looks  upon  me  will  take  me  without  weighing  :  and 
yet,  in  some  respects,  I  grant,  I  cannot  go,  I  cannot  tell. 
Virtue  is  of  so  little  regard  in  these  coster-monger  times  % 
that  true  valour  is  turned  bearherd.  Pregnancy  is  made  a 
tapster,  and  hath  his  quick  wit  wasted  in  giving  reckonings : 
all  the  other  gifts  appertinent  to  man,  as  the  malice  of  this 
age  shapes  them  *,  are  not  worth  a  gooseberry.  You,  that 
are  old,  consider  not  the  capacities  of  us,  that  are  young :  you 
measure  the  heat  of  our  livers  with  the  bitterness  of  your 
gaUs ;  and  we,  that  are  in  the  vaward  of  our  youth,  I  must 
confess,  are  wags  too. 

Ch,  Just.  Do  you  set  down  your  name  in  the  scroll  of  youth, 
that  are  written  down  old  with  all  the  characters  of  age  P 
Have  you  not  a  moist  eye,  a  dry  hand,  a  yellow  cheek,  a 
white  beard,  a  decreasing  leg,  an  increasing  belly  ?  Is  not 
your  voice  broken,  your  wind  short,  your  chin  double,  your 
wit  single  *,  and  every  part  about  you  blasted  with  antiquity, 
and  will  you  yet  call  yourself  young  ?     Fie,  fie,  fie,  sir  John  I 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  was  bom  about  three  of  the  clock  in  the 
afternoon  *,  with  a  white  head,  and  something  a  round  beUy. 
For  my  voice, — ^I  have  lost  it  with  hollaing,  and  singing  of 


■  —  like  his  ill  angel.]  So  the  4to,  \mO,  both  here  and  in  Falataff's  reply. 
The  folio  has  *'  evil  angel ''  in  the  first  place,  and  *'  ill  angd  "  in  the  second.  The 
mistake  seems  obvious,  and  "  ill  angel ''  answers  the  purpose  both  of  Falstaffand 
the  Chief  Justice. 

*  —  in  these  coster-monger  times,]  The  folio,  1623,  omits  *'  times,"  and  in 
the  corr.  fo.  1632  it  is  dayt :  perhaps  "  days  "  was  inserted  there  from  recitation. 

1  —  as  the  malice  of  this  age  shapes  thkm,]  The  4to.  reads,  *'  shapes  the  one" 
which  obvious  error  the  folio  corrects. 

*  —  YOURCHIN  DOCBLE,  your  wlt  single,]  The  folio  loses  the  antithesis  by 
omitting  *'  your  chin  double." 

3  —  about  three  of  the  clock  in  the  afternoon,]  These  words  the  folio,  1683, 
excludes  arbitrarily :  the  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  supplies  the  defidency  by 
putting  in  the  margin  "  about  three  of  the  afternoon."  Throughout  this  part  of 
the  play,  the  printer  of  the  folio  seems,  for  some  reason,  to  have  compressed  the  text 
into  as  small  a  compass  as  possible,  and  a  few  omissions  may  have  arisen  from  that 
drcamstance. 
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anthems.  To  approve  my  youth  farther,  I  will  not :  the  truth 
is,  I  am  only  old  in  judgment  and  understanding ;  and  he 
that  will  caper  with  me  for  a  thousand  marks,  let  him  lend 
me  the  money,  and  have  at  him.  For  the  box  o'  the  ear  that 
the  prince  gave  you,  he  gave  it  like  a  rude  prince,  and  you 
took  it  like  a  sensible  lord.  I  have  checked  him  for  it,  and 
the  young  lion  repents ;  marry,  not  in  ashes,  and  sackcloth, 
but  in  new  silk,  and  old  sack. 

Ch,  Just.  Well,  God  send  the  prince  a  better  companion  ! 

FaL  God  send  the  companion  a  better  prince !  I  cannot 
rid  my  hands  of  him. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  the  king  hath  severed  you  and  prince 
Harry  *.  I  hear,  you  are  going  with  lord  John  of  Lancaster 
against  the  archbishop,  and  the  earl  of  Northumberland. 

FaL  Yea ;  I  thank  your  pretty  sweet  wit  for  it.  But  look 
you  pray,  all  you  that  kiss  my  lady  peace  at  home,  that  our 
armies  join  not  in  a  hot  day ;  for,  by  the  Lord,  I  take  but 
two  shirts  *  out  with  me,  and  I  mean  not  to  sweat  extraor- 
dinarily :  if  it  be  a  hot  day,  and  I  brandish  any  thing  but  my 
bottle,  I  would  I  might  never  spit  white  again  *.  There  is 
not  a  dangerous  action  can  peep  out  his  head,  but  I  am  thrust 
upon  it :  well,  I  cannot  last  ever.  But  it  was  always  yet  the 
trick  of  our  English  nation,  if  they  have  a  good  thing,  to 
make  il  too  common.  If  you  will  needs  say  I  am  an  old 
man,  you  should  give  me  rest.  I  would  to  God,  my  name 
were  not  so  terrible  to  the  enemy  as  it  is :  I  were  better  to  be 
eaten  to  death  with  rust,  than  to  be  scoured  to  nothing  with 
perpetual  motion '. 

Ch.  Just.  Well,  be  honest,  be  honest ;  and  God  bless  your 
expedition. 

Fal.  Will  your  lordship  lend  me  a  thousand  pound  to 
furnish  me  forth  ? 

Ch.  Jmt.  Not  a  penny,  not  a  penny :  you  are  too  impatient 


^  —  and  prince  Harry.]     These  words  are  only  in  the  folio,  1623. 

^  —  I  take  but  two  shirts]     The  folio  inserts  (/'before  "  I  take." 

*  —  I  would  I  might  never  spit  white  again.]  Steevens  thus  explains  this 
expression : — "  May  I  never  have  my  stomach  inflamed  again  with  liquor ;  for, 
to  spit  white  is  the  consequence  of  inward  heat.''  It  may  however  be  doubted, 
whether  FalstafT  would  wish  to  "  spit  white,"  that  being  the  result  of  disease ;  and 
the  expression  may  merely  have  reference  to  his  exertions  and  wounds  in  the 
expected  conflict,  which  might  compel  him  to  spit  blood. 

'  —  than  to  be  scoured  to  nothing  with  perpetual  motion.]  The  passage  be- 
ginning **  But  it  was  always,"  &c.  and  ending  with  '*  perpetual  motion,"  is  not  in 
the  folio,  1623,  and,  of  course,  in  none  of  the  later  folios. 
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to  bear  crosses ".  Fare  you  well :  commend  me  to  my  cousin 
Westmoreland.  [Exeunt  Chief  Justice  and  Attendant, 

FaL  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  eetle  *.  A  man 
can  no  more  separate  age  and  covetousness,  than  he  can  part 
young  limbs  and  lechery ;  but  the  gout  galls  the  one,  and  the 
pox  pinches  the  other,  and  so  both  the  diseases  prevent  my 
curses  *. — Boy  ! 

Page,  Sir? 

FaL  What  money  is  in  my  purse  P 

Page,  Seven  groats  and  two-pence. 

Fal,  I  can  get  no  remedy  against  this  consumption  of  the 
purse:  borrowing  only  lingers  and  lingers  it  out,  but  the 
disease  is  incurable. — Go,  bear  this  letter  to  my  lord  of  Lan- 
caster ;  this  to  the  prince ;  this  to  the  earl  of  Westmore- 
land ;  and  this  to  old  mistress  Ursula,  whom  I  have  weekly 
sworn  to  marry  since  I  perceived  the  first  white  hair  of  my 
chin '.  About  it :  you  know  where  to  find  me.  [Exit  Page.'\ 
A  pox  of  this  gout !  or,  a  gout  of  this  pox  !  for  the  one,  or 
the  other,  plays  the  rogue  with  my  great  toe.  "lis  no  matter, 
if  I  do  halt ;  I  have  the  wars  for  my  colour,  and  my  pension 
shall  seem  the  more  reasonable.  A  good  wit  will  make  use 
of  any  thing ;  I  will  turn  diseases  to  commodity.  [Exit. 

*  —  jou  aro  too  impatient  to  bear  crosses.]  We  have  had  the  same  pun 
in  *'  Love's  Labour's  Lost/'  A.  L  sc.  2,  Vol.  ii.  p.  103.  Crosses  were  pieces  of 
money,  as  well  as  afflictions. 

*  If  I  do,  fillip  me  with  a  three-man  beetle.]  A  beetle  is  a  large  wooden 
mallet,  and  "  a  three- man  beetle  "  is  a  beetle  with  three  handles,  so  heavy  that  it 
required  three  men  to  use  it. 

*  —  both  the  DISEASES  prevent  my  curses.]  It  is  in  the  old  copies  **  both  the 
degreest**  —degrees  of  what  ?  There  can  be  no  doubt  that  "  diseases  "  (the  word 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632)  was  misheard  degreei,  and  so  printed.  Falstaff  refers  to  the 
two  "  diseases  "  he  had  just  mentioned,  the  gout  and  the  pox,  which  anticipated 
the  curses  he  was  about  to  vent,  and  rendered  Riem  needless.  This  is  a  fortunate 
restoration  of  Shakespeare's  language,  for  degree*  has  hitherto  always  been  taken 
as  the  true  text.  Mr.  Singer  observes  that  "  it  has  been  proposed  to  change  degrees 
to  dueaeee.**  Where  has  it  been  proposed  ?  In  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  he  has  again 
forgotten  to  name  the  source  of  his  information,  and  adds  that  *'  there  is  wit  in 
speaking  of  a  diseased  sinner  graduating  in  honours ;"  there  might  indeed  be  wit 
in  it,  if  Shakespeare  had  said  any  thing  of  the  sort.  The  words  in  Professor 
Mommsen's  German  translation  are,  naturally  enough,  und  to  kommen  beida 
Krankheiten  meinen  Fluchen  zuvor, 

'  —  since  I  perceived  the  first  white  hair  or  my  chin.]  "  Of,"  as  we  have 
seen,  was  frequently  used  for  on  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare.  The  4to,  1600,  has 
**  of,"  and  the  fulio,  1623,  on.  See  p.  43d,  and  the  expression  there,  '*  get  one  OD 
(or  o/)  his  cheek." 
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SCENE  in. 

York.     A  Koom  in  the  Archbishop's  Palace. 

Eyit^r  tlie  Archbkhop  of  York,  t/te  Lards  "nAsriNGS,  Mowbray, 

Uari  Marshal,  and  Bardolph. 

Arch,  Thus  have  you  heard  our  cause,  and  known  our 
means ; 
And,  my  most  noble  friends,  I  pray  you  all, 
Speak  plainly  your  opinions  of  our  hopes. — 
And  first,  lord  marshal,  what  say  you  to  it  ? 

Mowb,  I  well  allow  the  occasion  of  our  arms  ; 
But  gladly  would  be  better  satisfied, 
How,  in  our  means,  we  should  advance  ourselves 
To  look  with  forehead  bold  and  big  enough 
Upon  the  power  and  puissance  of  the  king. 

Ifast.  Our  present  musters  grow  upon  the  file 
To  five  and  twenty  thousand  men  of  choice  ; 
And  our  supplies  live  largely  in  the  hope 
Of  great  Northumberland,  whose  bosom  bums 
With  an  incensed  fire  of  injuries. 

Bard.  The  question  then,  lord  Hastings,  standeth  thus: — 
Whether  our  present  five  and  twenty  thousand 
May  hold  up  head  without  Northumberland  ? 

Sast.  With  him,  we  may. 

JBard.  Ay,  marry,  there's  the  point : 

But  if  without  him  we  be  thought  too  feeble, 
My  judgment  is,  wo  should  not  step  too  far, 
Till  we  had  his  assistance  by  the  hand ; 
For  in  a  theme  so  bloody-fac'd  as  this. 
Conjecture,  expectation,  and  surmise 
Of  aids  incertain  should  not  be  admitted '. 

Arch,  'Tis  very  true,  lord  Bardolph ;  for,  indeed, 
It  was  yoimg  Hotspur's  case  at  Shrewsbury. 

Bard,  It  was,  my  lord  ;  who  lin'd  himself  with  hope, 
Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  supply  *, 

'  Of  aids  incertain  should  not  be  admitted.]  This  and  the  three  preceding  lines 
first  appeared  in  the  folio,  1623. 

*  Eating  the  air  on  promise  of  supply,]  The  4to,  1600,  reads  and  for  "  on," 
which  last,  from  the  folio,  seems  preferable.  In  the  next  line,  the  4to.  has  in,  and 
the  foUo  •*  with." 


SCENE  III.]  KING   HENEY  IV.  443 

Flattering  himself  with  project  of  a  power 
Much  smaller  than  the  smallest  of  his  thoughts  ; 
And  so,  with  great  imagination, 
Proper  to  madmen,  led  his  powers  to  death, 
And  winking  leap'd  into  destruction. 

Hast  But,  by  your  leave,  it  never  yet  did  hurt, 
To  lay  down  likelihoods,  and  forms  of  hope. 

Bard,  Yes,  in  this  present  quality  of  war  * : 
Indeed  the  instant  act  and  cause  on  foot ' 
Lives  so  in  hope,  as  in  an  early  spring 
We  see  th'  appearing  buds ;  which,  to  prove  fruit, 
Hope  gives  not  so  much  warrant,  as  despair 
That  frosts  will  bite  them.     When  we  mean  to  biiild, 
We  first  survey  the  plot,  then  draw  the  model, 
And,  when  we  see  the  figure  of  the  house. 
Then  must  we  rate  the  cost  of  the  erection  ; 
Which  if  we  find  outweighs  ability. 
What  do  we  then,  but  draw  anew  the  model 
In  fewer  offices,  or,  at  last,  desist ' 
To  build  at  all  ?     Much  more,  in  this  great  work, 
(Which  is,  almost,  to  pluck  a  kingdom  down, 
And  set  another  up)  should  we  survey 
The  plot,  the  situation,  and  the  model ; 
Consent  upon  a  sure  foundation ; 
Question  surveyors,  know  our  own  estate. 
How  able  such  a  work  to  imdergo. 
A  carefiil  leader  sums  what  force  he  brings  • 

'  Ym,  in  this  present  quality  of  war,]  This  and  the  nineteen  lines  following 
are  only  to  be  found  in  the  folio. 

*  Indeed  the  instant  act  and  cause  on  foot]  So  the  line  is  given  in  the  oonr. 
fo.  1632,  and  no  doubt  rightly,  instead  of  the  old  lame  reading, 

*'  Indeed  the  instant  action,  a  cause  on  foot," 
which  is  neither  measure  nor  meaning.     In  the  preceding  line  if  is  amended  to 
"  in,"  on  the  same  authority. 

'  —  or,  at  LAST,  desist]  It  is  ''at  leatt  desist"  in  the  folio,  1623,  and 
amended  to  ''at  last  desist "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  Lower  down  the  latter  reads 
"The  plot,  the  situation,  and  the  model,"  instead  of  "The  plot  q/" situation." 

'  A  CAREFUL  LEADER  SUMS  WHAT  FORCR  HE  BRiNOs]  If  ever  drcumstanoes 
proved  that  a  line  has  been  lost,  and  that  that  lost  line  has  been  recovered  from  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  it  is  in  this  instance.  The  old  editions  have  no  trace  of  any  such  line, 
yet  every  indication  that  it  is  needed.  We  have  already  seen  that  in  various 
places,  even  in  this  scene,  passages  have  been  omitted,  and  supplied  from  the  4tof. 
and  foUos,  so  that  if  the  meaning  of  the  poet  did  not  absolutely  require  it,  we 
could  readily  believe  that  part  of  what  was  originally  written  had  eso^sed.  Here 
nothing  can  be  clearer  than  that  something  is  wanted,  and  nothing  dearer  than 
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To  weigh  against  his  opposite ;  or  else, 
We  fortify  in  paper,  and  in  figures. 
Using  the  names  of  men,  instead  of  men: 
Like  one  that  draws  the  model  of  a  house 
Beyond  his  power  to  build  it ;  who,  half  through, 
Gives  o'er,  and  leaves  his  part-created  cost 
A  naked  subject  to  the  weeping  clouds, 
And  waste  for  churlish  winter's  tyranny. 

Ha^t  Grant,  that  our  hopes,  yet  likely  of  fair  birth, 
Shoidd  be  still-bom,  and  that  we  now  possessed 
The  utmost  man  of  expectation, 
I  think  we  are  a  body  strong  enough ', 
Even  as  we  are,  to  equal  with  the  king. 

J  ard.  What !  is  the  king  but  five  and  twenty  thousand  ? 

Hast,  To  us,  no  more  ;  nay,  not  so  much,  lord  Bardolph. 
For  his  divisions,  as  the  times  do  brawl, 
Are  in  three  heads  * :  one  power  against  the  French, 
And  one  against  Glendowcr  ;  perforce,  a  third 
Must  take  up  us.     So  is  the  unfirm  king 
In  three  divided,  and  his  coffers  sound 
With  hollow  poverty  and  emptiness. 

Arch,  That  he  should  draw  his  several  strengths  together, 

that  that  something  is  the  very  passage  we  have  restored.  The  whole  simile  used  by 
Lord  Bardolph  has  been  adopted  by  Shakespeare  from  St.  Luke's  Gospel,  as  was 
shown  in  '*  Notes  and  Queries  "  for  22nd  Oct.  1853 :  in  Chap.  xiv.  verses  28,  29, 
30,  31,  we  read  as  follows,  "  For  which  of  you,  intending  to  build  a  tower,  sitteth 
not  down  first,  and  counteth  the  cost,  whether  he  have  sufficient  to  finish  it  ? 
Lest  haply,  after  he  hath  laid  the  foundation,  and  is  not  able  to  finish  it,  all  that 
behold  it  begin  to  mock  him,  saying,  This  man  began  to  build,  and  was  not  able  to 
finish.  Or  what  king,  going  to  make  war  against  another  king,  sitteth  not  down 
fiirst,  and  consulteth  whether  he  be  able  with  ten  thousand  to  meet  him  that 
oometh  against  him  with  twenty  thousand  ?"  The  parallel  is  exact;  only,  instead 
of  a  king  weighing  what  force  his  "  opposite  "  or  adversary  (for  Shakespeare  con- 
ttantly  uses  "opposite"  in  the  sense  of  enemy)  brings  against  him,  Lord  Bar- 
dolph speaks  of  a  general  who  musters  his  force,  and  calcidates  their  power,  in 
comparison  with  his  foe.  What,  too,  could  he  mean  by  the  word  *'  fortify,"  if  he 
had  not  had  a  military  enterprise  in  his  mind  } 

•*  We  fortify  in  paper,  and  in  figures, 
Using  the  names  of  men,  instead  of  men." 
The  oorr.  fo.  1632  also  tells  us  to  substitute  consult  for  *'  consent," — **  conmlt 
upon  a  sure  foundation ;''  but  although  *'  consulteth  "  is  here  used  by  the  Evan- 
gelist, we  refrain  from  displacing  a  word  which,  in  the  sense  of  agree  upon^  may  be 
said  to  be,  on  most  accounts,  unobjectionable.  The  necessity  for  the  new  line,  for 
the  completion  of  the  poet's  figure,  we  hold  to  be  indisputable. 

*  I  think  we  are  A  body  strong  enough,]     The  4to.  has  to  for  "  a,"  an  error  of 
the  press,  set  right  in  the  folio,  1623. 

1  Are  m  three  heads :]     The  4to,  1600,  "  And  in  three  heads." 
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And  come  against  us  in  ftill  puissance, 
Need  not  be  dreaded. 

Hast.  If  lie  should  do  so, 

He  leaves  liis  back  unarmed,  the  French  and  Welsh 
Baying  him  at  the  heels :  never  fear  that  *. 

Bard.  Who,  is  it  like,  should  lead  his  forces  hither  ? 

Host.  The  duke  of  Lancaster,  and  Westmoreland : 
Against  the  Welsh,  himself  and  Harry  Monmouth  ; 
But  who  is  substituted  'gainst  the  French, — 
I  have  no  certain  notice. 

Arch.  Let  us  on  *, 

And  publish  the  occasion  of  our  arms. 
The  commonwealth  is  sick  of  their  own  choice  ; 
Their  over-greedy  love  hath  surfeited  : 
An  habitation  giddy  and  imsure 
Hath  he,  that  buildeth  on  the  vulgar  heart. — 
0  thou  fond  many !  with  what  loud  applause 
Didst  thou  beat  heaven  with  blessing  Bolingbroke, 
Before  he  was  what  thou  wouldst  have  him  be  ; 
And  being  now  trimm'd  in  thine  own  desires, 
Thou,  beastly  feeder,  art  so  full  of  him, 
That  thou  provok'st  thyself  to  cast  him  up. 
So,  so,  thou  common  dog,  didst  thou  disgorge 
Thy  glutton  bosom  of  the  royal  Richard, 
And  now  thou  wouldst  eat  thy  dead  vomit  up, 
And  howl'st  to  find  it. — What  trust  is  in  these  times  ? 
They  that,  when  Richard  liv'd,  would  have  him  die, 
Are  now  become  cnamour'd  on  his  grave : 
Thou,  that  threw'st  dust  upon  his  goodly  head, 
When  through  proud  London  he  came  sighing  on 
After  th'  admired  heels  of  Bolingbroke, 
Cry'st  now,  "  C)  earth !  yield  us  that  king  again. 
And  take  thou  this."     0,  thoughts  of  men  accurst ! 
Past,  and  to  come,  seem  best ;  things  present,  worst  *. 

'  —  never  fear  that.]  This  speech  is  giTen  in  the  folio,  1G23,  as  we  have 
printed  it.  As  Cape!  observed,  there  is  a  want  of  a  preposition  in  the  4to,  to 
having  probably  dropped  out :  the  folio  steers  dear  of  the  difficulty. 

'  Let  us  on,]     This  speech  is  only  in  the  folio  editions. 

*  Past,  and  to  come,  seem  best ;  things  present,  worst.]  What  can  Mr.  Singer 
mean  by  saying  that  the  line  given  to  the  Archbishop  (called  Biihop)  in  the  4to, 
and  to  Mowbray  in  the  foho,  16*23, 

"  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  set  on  ? " 
is  "  printed  in  Italics  with  inverted  commas  in  the  folio?"    These  are  our  worda 
in  our  first  edition,  but  they  apply,  not  to  the  commonplace  quettioa  above  quoted, 


446  SECOND   PART  OF  [aCT  II. 

Mowb.  Shall  we  go  draw  our  numbers,  and  set  on  P 
Hast  We  are  time's  subjects,  and  time  bids  be  gone. 

\_Exeunt 


ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 

London.     A  Street. 
Unter  Hostess;  Fang,  and  his  Boy^  with  her ;  ^^K'KRfollomng, 

Host.  Master  Fang,  have  you  entered  the  action  ? 

Fang,  It  is  entered. 

Host.  Where's  your  yeoman  *  ?  Is't  a  lusty  yeoman  ?  will 
he  stand  to't  ? 

Fang.  Sirrah,  where's  Snare  P 

Host.  0  lord  !  ay  :  good  master  Snare. 

Snare.  Here,  here. 

Fang.  Snare,  we  must  arrest  sir  John  Falstaff. 

Host.  Yea,  good  master  Snare  ;  I  have  entered  him  and  all. 

Snnre.  It  may  chance  cost  some  of  us  our  lives,  fqr  he  will 
stab. 

Host.  Alas  the  day !  take  heed  of  him :  he  stabbed  me  in 
mine  own  house,  and  that  most  beastly.  In  good  faith,  he 
cares  not  what  mischief  he  doth,  if  his  weapon  be  out :  he 
will  foin  like  any  devil ;  he  will  spare  neither  man,  woman, 
nor  child. 

Fang.  If  I  can  close  with  him,  I  care  not  for  his  thrust. 

Host.  No,  nor  I  neither :  I'll  be  at  your  elbow. 

Fang.  An  I  but  fist  him  once ;  an  he  come  but  within  my 
vice  • ; — 

but  to  the  last  line  of  the  Archbishop's  speech,  as  if  it  were  an  axiom  or  quotatioD, 
and  therefore  marked  by  Italic  type.  Mr.  Singer  cannot  surely  have  looked  at  the 
foliOy  1623,  but  must  have  here  taken  our  word  for  the  fact,  and  mistaken  the  line 
to  which  our  remark  applied.  Then  again,  why  is  a  bracket  placed  at  the  beginning 
of  Lord  Bardolph's  inquiry, 

"  Who,  is  it  Uke,  should  lead  his  forces  hither  ?" 
Mr.  Singer  generally  uses  brackets  to  denote  omissions,  but  the  line  in  question  is 
printed  in  every  old  impression,  4to.  and  folio.     We  only  notice  these  matters,  in 
order  that  readers  may  not  be  puzzled  or  misled,  for  we  have  no  doubt  that  Mr. 
Singer  meant  to  be  accurate. 

•  Where's  your  tboman  ?]     The  foUower  of  a  serjeant  or  bailiff  was  called  his 
*'  yeoman."     Proofs,  as  they  are  abundant,  are  needless. 

*  —  an  HB  come  but  within  my  ncB ;]    The  4to.  has  view  for  "  vice  "  of  the 
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Host.  I  am  undone  by  his  going ;  I  warrant  you,  he's  an 
infinitive  thing  upon  my  score. — Good  master  Fang,  hold  him 
sure: — ^good  master  Snare,  let  him  not  'scape.  He  comes 
continuantly  to  Pie-corner,  (saving  your  manhoods)  to  buy  a 
saddle ;  and  he's  indited  to  dinner  to  the  lubbar's  head  in 
Lumbert-street,  to  master  Smooth's  the  silkman  :  I  pray  ye, 
since  my  exion  is  entered ',  and  my  case  so  openly  Imown  to 
the  world,  let  him  be  brought  in  to  his  answer.  A  himdred 
mark  is  a  long  score  *  for  a  poor  lone  woman  to  bear ;  and  I 
have  borne,  and  borne,  and  borpe ;  and  have  been  fubbed  off, 
and  fubbed  off,  and  fubbed  off,  from  this  day  to  that  day,  that 
it  is  a  shame  to  be  thought  on.  There  is  no  honesty  in  such 
dealing,  unless  a  woman  shoidd  be  made  an  ass,  and  a  beast, 
to  bear  every  knave's  wrong. — 

Enter  Sir  John  Falstaff,  PagCy  atid  Bardolph. 

Yonder  he  comes ;  and  that  arrant  malmsey-nose  knave, 
Bardolph,  with  him.  Do  your  oflBces,  do  your  offices,  master 
Fang  and  master  Snare :  do  me,  do  me,  do  me  your  offices. 

FaL  How  now !  whose  mare's  dead  P  what's  the  matter  P 

Fang,  Sir  John,  I  arrest  you  at  the  suit  of  mistress 
Quickly. 

FaL  Away,  varlets! — Draw,  Bardolph:  cut  mo  off  the 
villain's  head ;  throw  the  quean  in  the  channel. 

Host,  Throw  me  in  the  channel  P  I'll  throw  thee  *in  the 
channel '.  Wilt  thou  ?  wilt  thou  P  thou  bastardly  rogue ! — 
Murder,  murder ! — O,  thou  honey-suckle  villain  !  wilt  thou 
kill  God's  officers,  and  the  king's  P  0,  thou  honey-seed 
rogue !  thou  art  a  honey-seed ;  a  man-queller,  and  a  wo- 
man-queller. 

FaL  Keep  them  off,  Bardolph. 

Fang,  A  rescue  !  a  rescue  ! 

Host,  Good  people,  bring  a  rescue  or  two. — Thou  wilt 
not  ?  thou  wilt  not  ?  do,  do,  thou  rogue  !  do,  thou  hemp- 
seed  I 

folio,  which  is  probably  the  trae  reading.  It  may  be  worth  noting  that  the  4to. 
and  folio  sometimes  differ  in  reading  a'  for  '*he:"  this  is  an  instance  of  the  kind. 

^  —  since  my  exion  is  entered,]  i.  e.  Action,  which  she  before  called  it,  thoagh 
the  word  is  here  printed  "  exion  **  in  all  the  early  copies. 

*  A  hundred  mark  is  a  long  score]  In  the  old  editions  it  is  "  along  one  "  which 
Theobald  altered  to  loan,  but  the  true  word  is  doubtless  "  score,''  which  is  found 
in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  the  old  printer  blundered  between  *'  score," 
one,  and  "  lone,"  and  composed  the  wrong  word. 

'  ru  throw  thee  in  the  channel.]  The  folio  has,  "  I'll  throw  thee  /Acre." 
Aboye,  it  omits  '*  knave  "  after  *'  malmsey-nose." 
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Fal.  Away,  you  scullion ' !  you  rampallian !  you  fustilarian ! 
I'll  tickle  your  catastrophe  *. 

Enter  the  Lard  Chief  Justice,  attended. 

Ch,  Just,  What  is  the  matter  P  keep  the  peace  here,  ho ! 

Sost,  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me !  I  beseech  you,  stand 
to  me! 

Ch,  Jmt,  How  now,   sir  John !   what,  are  you  brawling 
here? 
Doth  this  become  your  place,  your  time,  and  business  ? 
You  should  have  been  well  on  your  way  to  York. — 
Stand  from  him,  fellow  :  wherefore  hang'st  on  him  ? 

Most,  0  !  my  most  worshipful  lord,  an't  please  your  grace, 
I  am  a  poor  widow  of  Eastcheap,  and  he  is  arrested  at  my 
suit. 

Ch,  Just,  For  what  sum  ? 

Sost.  It  is  more  than  for  some,  my  lord ;  it  is  for  all,  all 
I  have.  He  hath  eaten  me  out  of  house  and  home :  he  hath 
put  all  my  substance  into  that  fat  belly  of  his ; — but  I  will 
have  some  of  it  out  again,  or  I  will  ride  thee  o'  nights,  like 
the  mare. 

Fal.  I  think,  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare  *,  if  I  have  any 
vantage  of  ground  to  get  up. 

Ch,  dust.  How  comes  this,  sir  John  ? — Fie  !  what  man  of 
good  temper  would  endure  this  tempest  of  exclamation  P — ^Are 
you  not  ashamed  to  enforce  a  poor  widow  to  so  rough  a  course 
to  come  by  her  own  P 

Fal.  What  is  the  gross  sum  that  I  owe  thee  P 

Ifost,  Marry,  if  thou  wert  an  honest  man,  thyself,  and  the 
money  too.  Thou  didst  swear  to  me  upon  a  parcel-gilt 
goblet  *,  sitting  in  my  Dolphin-chamber,  at  the  round  table, 

'  Away,  you  scullion  I]  This  speech  is  given  to  the  page  attending  Falstaff  in 
all  the  old  editions  prior  to  that  of  16G4,  where  it  is,  no  doubt  righUy,  and  for  the 
first  time,  assigned  to  Falstaff. 

*  ril  TICKLE  your  catastrophe.]  The  folio  has  tuek  for  '*  tickle,"  and  four  lines 
above  it  omits  "  or  two."  Both  these  variations  from  the  4to.  are  to  the  evident 
injury  of  the  text. 

'  —  I  am  as  like  to  ride  the  mare,]  The  gallows  was  anciently  and  jocosely 
called  the  two-legged j  and  sometimes  the  three-legged  "  mare,"  according  to  the 
number  of  its  supports.  It  is  to  this  that  Falstaff  alludes,  in  answer  to  the  Hostess, 
who  threatens  to  ride  him  like  a  night-mare. 

*  —  parcel-gilt  goblet,]  "Parcel-gilt,"  says  Malone,  "means  what  is  now 
called  by  artists  party-gilt ;  that  is,  where  part  of  the  work  is  gilt,  and  part  left 
plain  or  ungilded." 
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by  a  sea-coal  fire,  upon  Wednesday  in  Whitsun  week,  when 
the  prince  broke  thy  head  for  likening  his  father*  to  a 
singing-man  of  Windsor ;  thou  didst  swear  to  me  then,  as  I 
was  washing  thy  wound,  to  marry  me,  and  make  me  my  lady 
thy  wife. ,  Canst  thou  deny  it  ?  Did  not  goodwife  Keech, 
the  butcher's  wife,  come  in  then,  and  call  me  gossip  Quickly? 
coming  in  to  borrow  a  mess  of  vinegar ;  telling  us,  she  had 
a  good  dish  of  prawns,  whereby  thou  didst  desire  to  eat  some, 
whereby  I  told  thee,  they  were  Ul  for  a  green  wound  P  And 
didst  thou  not,  when  she  was  gone  down  stairs,  desire  me  to 
be  no  more  so  familiarity  *  with  such  poor  people ;  saying, 
that  ere  long  they  should  call  me  madam  ?  And  didst  thou 
not  kiss  me,  and  bid  me  fetch  thee  thirty  shillings  ?  I  put 
thee  now  to  thy  book-oath :  deny  it,  if  thou  canst. 

FaL  My  lord,  this  is  a  poor  mad  soul ;  and  she  says,  up 
and  down  the  town,  that  her  eldest  son  is  like  you.  She  hath 
been  in  good  case,  and  the  truth  is,  poverty  hath  distracted 
her.  But  for  these  foolish  officers,  I  beseech  you,  I  may  have 
redress  against  them. 

Ch,  Just.  Sir  John,  sir  John,  I  am  well  acquainted  with 
your  manner  of  wrenching  the  true  cause  the  false  way.  It  is 
not  a  confident  brow,  nor  the  throng  of  words  that  come  with 
such  more  than  impudent  sauciness  from  you,  can  thrust  me 
from  a  level  consideration :  you  have,  as  it  appears  to  me, 
practised  upon  the  easy-yielding  spirit  of  this  woman,  and 
made  her  serve  your  uses  both  in  purse  and  person '. 

Host.  Yes,  in  troth,  my  lord. 

Ch.  Just.  Pr'ythoe,  peace. — Pay  her  the  debt  you  owe  her, 
and  impay  the  villainy  you  have  done  with  her :  the  one  you 
may  do  with  sterling  money,  and  the  other  with  current 
repentance. 

Fal.  My  lord,  I  will  not  undergo  this  sneap  *  without  reply. 

'  — for  likening  his  father]  The  folio,  \G23,  has  only  ''likening  him:" 
"  his  father/'  instead  of  Aim,  is  the  reading  of  the  4to.  1600.  It  affords,  in  the 
original  edition,  a  fine  trait  of  the  character  of  Prince  Henry ,  who,  as  Johnson 
remarks,  would  not  allow  his  father  to  he  ridiculed. 

*  —  to  be  no  more  so  familiarity,  &c.]  The  folio  corrects  the  intended  blunder, 
and  prints,  '•  to  be  no  more  familiar." 

f  —  and  made  her  serve  your  uses  both  in  purse  and  person.]  These  words  are 
from  the  4to.  1600.  They  seem  necessary  to  the  pertinence  of  the  next  speech  of 
the  Chief  Justice. 

•  —  I  will  not  undergo  this  sneap]  In  "  Love's  Labour's  Lost,'*  A.  i.  so.  1, 
Vol.  ii.  p.  96,  and  in  "The  Winter's  Tale,"  A.  i.  sc.  2,  this  Vol.  p.  16,  we  have 
had  "  sneaping,"  for  snipping  or  nipping.  Here  the  substantive  would  rather 
signify  what  we  now  call  a  wnubf  which  may  be  only  a  corruption  of  "  sneap." 

VOL.  III.  G  g 
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You  call  honourable  boldness  impudent  sauciness :  if  a  man 
will  make  court'sy,  and  say  nothing,  he  is  virtuous.  No,  my 
lord,  my  humble  duty  remembered ',  I  will  not  be  your  suitor ; 
I  say  to  you,  I  do  desire  deliverance  from  these  officers,  being 
upon  hasty  employment  in  the  king's  affairs. 

Ch.  Ju%t.  You  speak  as  having  power  to  do  wrong :  but 
answer  in  the  effect  of  your  reputation,  and  satisfy  the  poor 
woman. 

Fal.  Come  hither,  hostess.  \Tdking  her  aside, 

'Enter  Gower. 

Ch,  Just.  Now,  master  Gower  !  what  news  ? 

Qow,  The  king,  my  lord,  and  Henry  prince  of  Wales 
Are  near  at  hand  :  the  rest  the  paper  tells  *.  [C  t7.  reads. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman. 

Host  Faith,  you  said  so  before. 

FaL  As  I  am  a  gentleman.     Come,  no  more  words  of  it. 

Host  By  this  heavenly  ground  I  tread  on,  I  must  be  fain 
to  pawn  both  my  plate,  and  the  tapestry  of  my  dining- 
chambers. 

FaL  Glasses,  glasses,  is  the  only  drinking:  and  for  thy 
walls, — a  pretty  slight  drollery,  or  the  story  of  the  prodigal, 
or  the  German  hunting  in  water- work  *,  is  worth  a  thousand 
of  these  bed  hangings,  and  these  fly  bitten  tapestries.  Let  it 
be  ten  pound,  if  thou  canst.  Come,  an  it  were  not  for  thy 
humours,  there  is  not  a  better  wench  in  England.  Gt),  wash 
thy  face,  and  draw  thy  action.  Come,  thou  must  not  be  in 
this  humour  with  me  ;  dost  not  know  me  *  ?  Come,  come,  I 
know  thou  wast  set  on  to  this. 

Host  Pray  thee,  sir  John,  let  it  be  but  twenty  nobles ;  i' 
faith,  I  am  loath  to  pawn  my  plate  *,  in  good  earnest,  la. 

FaL  Let  it  alone ;  I'll  make  other  shift :  you'll  be  a  fool 
stiU. 

'  No,  my  lord,  ii r  humble  duty  remember'd,]  The  folio  substitates  ytmr  for 
"  my  "  of  the  4to.  Two  lines  earlier,  the  folio  rejects  "  make/'  and  has  other 
trifling  variations. 

>  —  the  rest  the  paper  tells.]  ''  ThU  paper  tells/'  in  the  con*,  fo.  1632,  but 
the  change,  if  right,  is  scarcely  worth  making.  The  stage-direction  **  C.  J.  reads  " 
is  from  the  same  authority :  it  might  be  inferred,  but  we  insert  it  for  greater  per- 
spicuousness. 

*  —  German  hunting  in  water-work,]  Probably  the  representation  of  a 
German  boar-hunt  in  water  colours,  or  distemper. 

*  —  dost  not  know  me  }"]     These  words  are  only  in  the  4to,  1600. 

*  —  i'  FAITH  I  am  loath  to  pawn  my  plate,]  The  folio  reads  merely, ''  I  loath 
to  pawn  my  plate.'' 
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Most  Well,  you  shall  have  it,  though  I  pawn  my  gown. 
I  hope,  you'll  come  to  supper.     You'll  pay  me  altogether  P 

FaL  Will  I  live  ? — Go,  with  her,  with  her ;  hook  on,  hook 
on. 

Host,  Will  you  have  Doll  Tear-sheet  meet  you  at  supper  P 

FaL  No  more  words  :  let's  have  her. 

{^Exeunt  Hostess,  Bardolph,  Officers,  and  Page. 

Ch.  Ju^t.  I  have  heard  better  news  *. 

FaL  What's  the  news,  my  good  lord  ? 

Ch.  Jmt,  Where  lay  the  king  last  night  P 

Gow.  At  Basingstoke,  my  lord. 

FaL  I  hope,  my  lord,  all's  well:  what  is  the  news,  my 
lordP 

Ch,  Just,  Come  all  his  forces  back  P 

Oow,  No  ;  fifteen  hundred  foot,  five  hundred  horse, 
Are  march'd  up  to  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 
Against  Northumberland,  and  the  archbijshop. 

FaL  Comes  the  king  back  from  Wales,  my  noble  lord  P 

Ch.  Just.  You  shall  have  letters  of  me  presently  :  come,  go 
along  with  me,  good  master  Gower. 

FaL  My  lord! 

Ch.  Just.  What's  the  matter  ? 

FaL  Master  Gower,  shall  I  entreat  you  with  me  to  dinner  P 

Qow,  I  must  wait  upon  my  good  lord  here :  I  thank  you, 
good  sir  John. 

Ch,  Just,  Sir  John,  you  loiter  here  too  long,  being  you  are 
to  take  soldiers  up  in  counties  as  you  go  *. 

FaL  Will  you  sup  with  me,  master  Gower  ? 

Ch.  Just,  What  foolish  master  taught  you  these  manners, 
sir  JohnP 

FaL  Master  Gower,  if  they  become  me  not,  he  was  a  fool 
that  taught  them  me. — This  is  the  right  fencing  grace,  my 
lord ;  tap  for  tap,  and  so  part  fair. 

Ch,  Just,  Now,  the  Lord  lighten  thee !  thou  art  a  great 
fool.  [Exeunt. 

s  I  haye  heard  bbttbr  news.]  So  the  4to,  1600 :  the  folio,  1623,  <*  bitter 
news."  In  the  next  speech  of  the  Chief  Justice,  the  4to.  by  mistake  has  "  to- 
night "  for  "  last  night,''  and  the  messenger's  answer,  instead  of  being  **  at  Basing- 
stoke," by  a  singular  misprint,  is  "  at  BilUngtgate** 

<  —  in  COUNTIES  as  you  go.]  The  folio,  1623,  reads  eountriei,  and  bo,  almott 
of  course,  the  later  editions  in  the  same  form. 
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SCENE  n. 

The  Same.     Another  Street. 

Enter  Prince  Henry  and  Poins. 

P.  Sen,  Trust  me,  I  am  exceeding  weary. 

Poins,  Is  it  come  to  that  P  I  had  thought,  weariness  durst 
not  have  attached  one  of  so  high  blood. 

P.  Hen.  'Faith,  it  does-  me,  though  it  discolours  the  com- 
plexion of  my  greatness  to  acknowledge  it.  Doth  it  not  show 
vilely  in  mfe  to  desire  small  beer  P 

Poins,  Why,  a  prince  should  not  be  so  loosely  studied,  as 
to  remember  so  weak  a  composition. 

P.  Hen,  Belike  then,  my  appetite  was  not  princely  got ; 
for,  by  my  troth,  I  do  now  remember  the  poor  creature,  small~ 
beer.  But,  indeed,  these  himible  considerations  make  me  out 
of  love  with  my  greatness.  What  a  disgrace  is  it  to  me  to 
remember  thy  name  ;  or  to  know  thy  face  to-morrow ;  or  to 
take  note  how  many  pair  of  silk  stockings  thou  hast ;  m. 
these ',  and  those  that  were  thy  peach  coloured  ones ;  or  to 
bear  the  inventory  of  thy  shirts ;  as,  one  for  superfluity,  and 
one  other  for  use  ; — ^but  that  the  tennis-court-keeper  knows 
better  than  I,  for  it  is  a  low  ebb  of  linen  with  thee,  when  thou 
keepest  not  racket  there ;  as  thou  hast  not  done  a  great  while, 
because  the  rest  of  thy  low-countries  have  made  a  shift  to  eat 
up  thy  hoUand :  and  God  knows,  whether  those  that  bawl  out 
the  ruins  of  thy  linen,  shall  inherit  his  kingdom ;  but  the 
midwives  say^  the  children  are  not  in  the  fault,  whereupon 
the  world  increases,  and  kindreds  are  mightily  strengthened  *. 

Poins,  How  ill  it  follows,  after  you  have  laboured  so  hard, 
you  should  talk  so  idly !  Tell  me,  how  many  good  young 
princes  woidd  do  so,  their  fathers  being  so  sick  as  your's  at 
this  time  is  •  P 

P.  Hen,  Shall  I  tell  thee  one  thing,  Poins  P 

'  —  viz,  these,]  The  4to.  reads  *'  with  these.''  The  folio  puts  the  enumera- 
tion in  parenthesis. 

•  —  and  kindreds  are  mightily  strengthened.]  This  and  four  preceding  lines 
are  not  in  the  folio ;  and  Malone  supposed  that  they  had  been  struck  out  by  the 
Master  of  the  Revels. 

>  —  being  so  sick  as  your's  at  this  time  is  ?]  The  folio  has  merely  **  lying  so 
sick  as  your's  is." 
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Poins.  Yes,  faith ;  and  let  it  be  an  excellent  good  thing. 

P.  Sen,  It  shall  serve  among  wits  of  no  higher  breeding 
than  thine; 

Poins,  Go  to  ;  I  stand  the  push  of  your  one  thing  that  you 
wiUteU. 

P,  Hen,  Marry,  I  tell  thee : — ^it  is  not  meet  that  I  should 
be  sad,  now  my  father  is  sick ;  albeit  I  could  tell  to  thee,  (as 
to  one  it  pleases  me,  for  fault  of  a  better,  to  call  my  friend) 
I  could  be  sad,  and  sad  indeed  too. 

Poins,  Very  hardly  upon  such  a  subject. 

P.  Hen,  By  this  hand,  thou  think'st  me  as  far  in  the 
devil's  book,  as  thou  and  Falstaff,  for  obduracy  and  per- 
sistency :  let  the  end  try  the  man.  But  I  tell  thee,  my  heart 
bleeds  inwardly,  that  my  father  is  so  sick ;  and  keeping  such 
vile  company,  as  thou  art,  hath  in  reason  taken  from  me  all 
ostentation  of  sorrow. 

Poins,  The  reason  P 

P.  Hen.  What  wouldst  thou  think  of  me,  if  I  should 
weep? 

Poins,  I  would  think  thee  a  most  princely  hypocrite. 

P.  Hen,  It  would  be  every  man's  thought ;  and  thou  art  a 
blessed  fellow,  to  think  as  every  man  thinks  :  never  a  man's 
thought  in  the  world  keeps  the  road-way  better  than  thine. 
Every  man  would  think  me  an  hypocrite  indeed :  and  what 
accites  your  most  worshipful  thought  to  think  so  P 

Poins,  Why,  because  you  have  been  so  lewd,  and  so  much 
engraffed  to  FalstaflP. 

P.  Hen,  And  to  thee. 

Poins,  By  this  light,  I  am  well  spoken  on  * ;  I  can  hear  it 
with  mine  own  ears.  The  worst  that  they  can  say  of  me  is, 
that  I  am  a  second  brother,  and  that  I  am  a  proper  fellow  of 
my  hands,  and  those  two  things,  I  confess,  I  cannot  help.  By 
the  mass,  here  comes  Bardolph. 

P.  Hen,  And  the  boy  that  I  gave  Falstaff:  he  had  him 
from  me  christian  ;  and  look,  if  the  fat  villain  have  not  trans- 
formed him  ape. 

Enter  Bardolph  and  Page. 

Bard,  God  save  your  grace. 

P.  Hen,  And  your's,  most  noble  Bardolph. 

>  By  this  light,  I  am  well  spoken  on ;]  The  folio  omits  "  By  this  light,"  st 
the  beginning  of  this  speech,  and  **  By  the  mass,"  near  the  end  of  it.  In  prerions 
speeches  of  the  Prince,  the  folio  rejects  '*  Marry  "  and  "  By  this  hand." 
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Bard.  Come,  you  virtuous  ass  *,  \_To  the  Page.']  you  bashful 
fool,  must  you  be  blushing  P  wherefore  blush  you  now  P 
What  a  maidenly  man  at  arms  are  you  become  P  Is  it  such 
a  matter  to  get  a  pottlepot's  maidenhead  P 

Page.  He  called  me  even  now,  my  lord,  through  a  red 
lattice',  and  I  could  discern  no  part  of  his  fajCQ  from  the 
window :  at  last,  I  spied  his  eyes ;  and,  methought,  he  had 
made  two  holes  in  the  ale-wife's  new  petticoat  ^,  and  peeped 
through. 

P.  Hen.  Hath  not  the  boy  profited  P 

Bard.  Away,  you  whoreson  upright  rabbit,  away  1 

Page.  Away,  you  rascally  Althea's  dream,  away ! 

P.  Hen.  Instruct  us,  boy :  what  dream,  boy  P 

Page.  Marry,  my  lord,  Althea  dreamed  *  she  was  delivered 
of  a  fire-brand,  and  therefore  I  call  him  her  dream. 

P.  Hen.  A  crown's  worth  of  good  interpretation. — ^There 
it  is,  boy.  [^GHves  him  money. 

Poina.  O,  that  this  good  blossom  coidd  be  kept  &om 
cankers ! — Well,  there  is  sixpence  to  preserve  thee. 

Bard.  An  you  do  not  make  him  be  hanged  among  you,  the 
gallows  shall  have  wrong. 

P.  Hen.  And  how  doth  thy  master,  Bardolph  P 

Bard.  Well,  my  lord.  He  heard  of  your  grace's  coming 
to  town :  there's  a  letter  for  you. 

Poins.  Delivered  with  good  respect. — ^And  how  doth  the 
martlemas,  your  master  P 

Bard.  In  bodily  health,  sir. 

Poins.  Marry,  the  immortal  part  needs  a  physician ;  but 
that  moves  not  him  :  though  that  be  sick,  it  dies  not. 

P.  Hen.  I  do  allow  this  wen  to  be  as  familiar  with  me 


•  Come,  yon  virtuous  ass,]  The  foBo  has  it,  "pemiciout  ass ;"  and  all  the 
old  editions  assign  the  speech  to  Poins  instead  of  Bardolph,  to  whom  it  evidently 
belongs.    Theobald  made  the  change. 

•  —  through  a  rxd  lattice,]  Nothing  is  more  common  in  onr  old  writers 
than  the  mention  of  ''red  lattice,"  or  as  it  is  sometimes  printed  "red  Miiee,'* 
at  the  doors  and  windows  of  ale-honses.  It  was  through  one  of  these  lattices  that 
Bardolph  was  looking,  when  the  Page  thought  he  was  peeping  through  two  holes 
in  the  new  red  petticoat  of  the  ale-wife. 

*  —  the  ale-wife's  new  petticoat,]  It  is  "  new  red  petticoat "  in  the  corr.  fo. 
1632;  but  perhaps  it  was  left  by  the  poet  to  be  presumed  that  the  ale-wife'a 
petticoat  was  of  the  colour  of  Bardolph 's  face. 

*  —  Althea  dreamed,  &c.]  "  Shakespeare,''  says  Johnson,  "  is  here  mistaken 
In  his  mythology,  and  has  confounded  Althea's  fire-brand  with  Hecuba's.  The 
ilre-brand  of  Althea  was  real :  but  Hecuba,  when  she  was  big  with  Paris,  dreamed 
that  she  was  deli?ered  of  a  fire-brand  that  oonsumed  the  kingdom." 
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as  my  dog ;  and  he  holds  his  place,  for  look  you  how  he 
writes*. 

Poins.  [Reads.']  "John  Falstaff,  knight," — every  man 
must  know  that,  as  oft  as  he  has  occasion  to  name  himself ; 
even  like  those  that  are  kin  to  the  king,  for  they  never  prick 
their  finger,  but  they  say,  "  There  is  some  of  the  King's  blood 
spilt ;"  "  How  comes  that  P"  says  he,  that  takes  upon  him  not 
to  conceive :  the  answer  is  as  ready  as  a  borrower's  cap ' ;  "  I 
am  the  king's  poor  cousin,  sir," 

P.  Hen,  Nay,  they  will  be  kin  to  us,  or  they  will  fetch  it 
from  Japhet.     But  to  the  letter  * : — 

Pains.  "  Sir  John  Falstafi^  knight,  to  the  son  of  the  king, 
nearest  his  father,  Harry  Prince  of  Wales,  greeting," — ^Why, 
this  is  a  certificate. 

P.  Hen.  Peace ! 

Poins.  "  I  wiU  imitate  the  honourable  Romans  in  brevity  P" 
— ^he  sure  means  brevity  in  breath,  short-winded. — "  I  com- 
mend me  to  thee,  I  commend  thee,  and  I  leave  thee.  Be  not 
too  familiar  with  Poins ;  for  he  misuses  thy  favours  so  much, 
that  he  swears,  thou  art  to  marry  his  sister  Nell.  Bepent  at 
idle  times  as  thou  mayst,  and  so  farewell. 

"  Thine,  by  yea  and  no,  (which  is  as  much  as  to 

say,  as  thou  usest  him)  Jack  Falstaff,  with 

my  familiars ;  John,  with  my  brothers  and 

sisters ;  and  sir  John  with  all  Europe." 

My  lord,  I  will  steep  this  letter  in  sack,  and  make  him 

eat  it. 

P.  Hen.  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  words  *.  But 
do  you  use  me  thus,  Ned  P  must  I  marry  your  sister  P 

Pains.  God  send  the  wench  no  worse  fortime ;  but  I  never 
said  so. 

P.  Hen.  Well,  thus  we  play  the  fools  with  the  time,  and 
the  spirits  of  the  wise  sit  in  the  clouds,  and  mock  us. — ^Is  your 
master  here  in  London  P 

Bard.  Yes,  my  lord. 

*  —  for  look  you  how  he  writes.]  So  the  4to :  the  folio,  1623,  omits  '*  how/' 
which  is  inaerted  in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

7  —  as  a  borrower's  cap ;]  In  all  the  old  editions,  folio  and  4to,  it  is 
"  borrowed  cap,"  but  altered  to  '*  borrower's  cap  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

■  But  TO  the  letter :]  The  4to.  accidentally  drops  *'  to."  In  all  the  old  im- 
pressiona  the  dialogue  is  confused  here,  and  what  ought  to  belong  to  Poins  is  given 
to  the  Prince,  and  vice  vertA :  Poins  ought  to  read  the  letter  and  its  superscription. 

»  That's  to  make  him  eat  twenty  of  his  words.]  "  That's  but  to  make  him," 
&c.,  says  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  it  seems  a  needless  insertion. 
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P.  Hen,  Where  sups  he  ?  doth  the  old  boar  feed  In  the  old 
frank*? 

Bard,  At  the  old  place,  my  lord,  in  Eastcheap. 

P.  Heiu  What  company  ? 

Page,  Ephesians,  my  lord ;  of  the  old  church. 

P.  Hen,  Sup  any  women  with  him  P 

Page,  None,  my  lord,  but  old  mistress  Quickly,  and  mistress 
Doll  Tear-sheet. 

P.  Hen,  What  pagan  may  that  be  P 

Page,  A  proper  gentlewoman,  sir,  and  a  kinswoman  of  my 
master's. 

P.  Hen,  Even  such  kin  as  the  parish  heifers  are  to  the 
town  bull. — Shall  we  steal  upon  them,  Ned,  at  supper  P 

Poina.  I  am  your  shadow,  my  lord ;  I'll  follow  you. 

P.  Hen,  Sirrah,  you  boy, — and  Bardolph ; — ^no  word  to  your 
master  that  I  am  yet  come  to  town :  there's  for  your  silence. 

[^Criving  thein  money. 

Bard,  I  have  no  tongue,  sir. 

Page,  And  for  mine,  sir,  I  will  govern  it. 

P.  Hen,  Fare  ye  well ;  go.  [^Exeunt  Bardolph  and  PageJ] 
— ^This  Doll  Tear-sheet  should  be  some  road  *. 

Pains,  I  warrant  you,  as  common  as  the  way  between  Saint 
Alban's  and  London. 

P.  Hen.  How  might  we  see  Falstaff  bestow  himself  to-night 
in  his  true  colours,  and  not  ourselves  be  seen  P 

Pains,  Put  on  two  leathern  jerkins,  and  aprons,  and  wait 
upon  him  at  his  table  as  drawers. 

P.  Hen,  From  a  god  to  a  bull  P  a  heavy  descension  * !  it 
was  Jove's  case.  From  a  prince  to  a  prentice  P  a  low  trans- 
formation !  that  shall  be  mine ;  for  in  every  thing  the  purpose 
must  weigh  with  the  folly.     Follow  me,  Ned.  \_JSxeunt. 

^  —  in  the  old  frank  ?]  i.  e.  In  the  old  */y,  where  hogs  we  freely  fed,  in  order 
to  fatten  them.  Ck>tgraye  has  it  "  a  frank  or  sty  to  feed  and  fatten  hogs  in."  To 
frank  is  also  used  as  a  verb  in  "  Richard  III./'  A.  ii.  sc.  1. 

'  This  Doll  Tear-sheet  should  be  some  road.]  We  do  not  recollect  any  in- 
stance of  this  metaphorical  use  of  the  word  *'  road/'  but  it  is  very  intelligible. 
When  the  Prince  previously  asks  "  What  Pagan  may  that  be  ? "  he  uses  a  term 
for  a  prostitute  which  was  not  very  unusual,  and  Steevens  refers  to  a  passage  in 
Massinger's  '*  City  Madam,"  where  it  is  employed  in  the  same  way. 

'  —  a  heavy  descension  !]  So  the  4to :  the  folio  needlessly  substitutes 
deelenHon,    The  earliest  was,  probably,  Shakespeare's  word. 
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SCENE  in. 

Warkworth.     Before  the  Castle. 

•     Enter  Northumberland,  Ladi/  Northumberland,  and 

Lady  Percy. 

North,  I  pray  thee,  loving  wife  and  gentle  daughter. 
Give  even  way  unto  my  rough  affairs  : 
Put  not  you  on  the  visage  of  the  times. 
And  be  like  them  to  Percy  troublesome. 

Lady  N.  I  have  given  over,  I  will  speak  no  more. 
Do  what  you  will ;  your  wisdom  be  your  guide. 

North.  Alas,  sweet  wife,  my  honour  is  at  pawn, 
And,  but  my  going,  nothing  can  redeem  it. 

Laily  P.  0,  yet,  for  God's  sake,  go  not  to  these  wars  ! 
The  time  was,  father,  that  you  broke  your  word. 
When  you  were  more  endear'd  to  it  than  now ; 
When  your  own  Percy,  when  my  heart-dear  Harry  *, 
Threw  many  a  northward  look,  to  see  his  father 
Bring  up  his  powers ;  but  he  did  long  in  vain. 
Who  then  persuaded  you  to  stay  at  home  P 
There  were  two  honours  lost,  your's,  and  your  son's : 
For  your's, — may  heavenly  glory  brighten  it ! 
For  his, — it  stuck  upon  him,  as  the  sun 
In  the  grey  vault  of  heaven ;  and  by  his  light 
Did  all  the  chivalry  of  England  move 
To  do  brave  acts  :  he  was,  indeed,  the  glass 
Wherein  the  noble  youth  did  dress  themselves. 
He  had  no  legs,  that  practised  not  his  gait  * ; 
And  speaking  thick  ^  which  nature  made  his  blemish. 
Became  the  accents  of  the  valiant ; 
For  those  that  could  speak  low,  and  tardily. 
Would  turn  their  own  perfection  to  abuse, 

*  —  when  mj  hbart-dbar  Harry,]  This  componnd  epithet  is  from  the  folio, 
and  is  certainly  finer  than  "  my  heart's  dear  Harry ''  of  the  4to. 

^  He  had  no  legs,  that  practised  not  his  gait ;]  This  and  the  twenty-one  lines 
following  are  only  in  the  folio  editions. 

'  And  speaking  thick,]  Stecvens  tmly  observes,  that  "  speaking  thick  **  here 
means  speaking  rapidly  (as  contradistinguished  from  '*  tardily  **)y  a  circumstance 
strongly  characteristic  of  Hotspur.  The  instances  that  might  be  cited  of  the  use 
of  "  thick  "  for  quick  are  numerous,  but  hardly  required. 
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To  seem  like  In'm  :  so  that,  in  speecli,  in  gait, 

In  diet,  in  affections  of  deUght, 

In  miKtary  rules,  humours  of  blood, 

He  was  the  mark  and  glass,  copy  and  book. 

That  fashion'd  others.     And  him, — 0  wondrous  him ! 

0  miracle  of  men ! — him  did  you  leave, 
(Second  to  none,  unseconded  by  you) 
To  look  upon  the  hideous  god  of  war 
In  disadvantage ;  to  abide  a  field. 

Where  nothing  but  the  sound  of  Hotspur's  name 
Did  seem  defensible  : — so  you  left  him. 
Never,  0  !  never,  do  his  ghost  the  wrong. 
To  hold  your  honour  more  precise  and  nice 
With  others,  than  with  him.     Let  them  alone ; 
The  marshal,  and  the  archbishop,  are  strong : 
Had  my  sweet  Harry  had  but  half  their  numbers, 
To-day  might  I,  hanging  on  Hotspur's  neck. 
Have  talk'd  of  Monmouth's  grave. 

North.  Beshrew  your  heart. 

Fair  daughter !  you  do  draw  my  spirits  from  me, 
With  new  lamenting  ancient  oversights. 
But  I  must  go,  and  meet  with  danger  there, 
Or  it  will  seek  me  in  another  place. 
And  find  me  worse  provided. 

Lady  N,  0  !  fly  to  Scotland, 

Till  that  the  nobles,  and  the  armed  commons, 
Have  of  their  puissance  made  a  little  taste. 

Lady  P.  If  they  get  ground  and  vantage  of  the  king, 
Then  join  you  with  them,  like  a  rib  of  steel. 
To  make  strength  stronger ;  but,  for  all  our  loves. 
First  let  them  try  themselves.     So  did  your  son ; 
He  was  so  suffered ;  so  came  I  a  widow. 
And  never  shall  have  length  of  life  enough, 
To  rain  upon  remembrance  with  mine  eyes. 
That  it  may  grow  and  sprout  as  high  as  heaven. 
For  recordation  to  my  noble  husband. 

North,  Come,  come,  go  in  with  me.     'Tis  with  my  mind, 
As  with  the  tide  swell'd  up  unto  his  height. 
That  makes  a  still-stand,  running  neither  way : 
Fain  would  I  go  to  meet  the  archbishop. 
But  many  thousand  reasons  hold  me  back. — 

1  will  resolve  for  Scotland :  there  am  I, 

Till  time  and  vantage  crave  my  company.  ^Exeunt. 
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SCENE  IV. 

London.    A  Boom  in  the  Boar's  Head  Tavern,  in  Eastclieap. 

Enter  Ttoo  Dratcers. 

1  Draw.  What  the  devil  hast  thou  brought  there  P  apple- 
Johns  '  P  thou  know'st  sir  John  cannot  endure  an  apple-John. 

2  Draw,  Mass,  thou  sayest  true.  The  prince  once  set  a  dish 
of  apple- Johns  before  him,  and  told  him,  there  were  five  more 
sir  Johns ;  and,  putting  off  his  hat,  said,  "  I  will  now  take  my 
leave  of  these  six  dry,  round,  old,  withered  knights.**  It  an- 
gered him  to  the  heart,  but  he  hath  forgot  that. 

1  Draw,  Why  then,  cover,  and  set  them  down ;  and  see  if 
thou  canst  find  out  Sneak's  noise ' ;  mistress  Tear-sheet  would 
fain  hear  some  music.  Dispatch*: — ^the  room  where  they 
supped  is  too  hot ;  they'll  come  in  straight. 

2  Draw,  Sirrah,  here  will  be  the  prince,  and  master  Poins 
anon ;  and  they  will  put  on  two  of  our  jerkins  and  aprons, 
and  sir  John  must  not  know  of  it :  Bardolph  hath  brought 
word. 

1  Draw,  By  the  mass,  here  wiU  be  old  utis  '* :  it  will  be  an 
excellent  stratagem. 

2  Draw.  I'll  see,  if  I  can  find  out  Sneak.  [^JEhnt. 

f  —  apple- Johns  ?]  The  apple- John  was  a  species  of  apple  remarkable  for 
keeping,  and  presenting  a  shrivelled  withered  appearance.  They  seem  to  be  the 
fame  as  those  the  French  call  deux-antf  known  in  England  by  the  cormpted  name 
of  deuiontt  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare. 

*  —  Sneak's  noisb  ;]  "  Sneak  **  was  the  nick-name  of  some  street-mnsidan  of 
the  time :  '*  a  noite  of  musicians  **  meant  formerly  a  band  of  musicians :  innn- 
merable  quotations  might  be  adduced  to  establish  the  point.  Mr.  Singer,  borrow- 
ing, without  acknowledgment,  a  passage  dted  by  Steerens,  gires  as  his  authority 
for  it  a  play  that  never  had  any  existence :  his  printer  was  probably  in  finlt. 

*  Dispatch :]  From  this  word  to  the  end  of  the  sentence  is  only  in  the  4to.  It 
is  there  mistakenly  assigned  to  the  attendant  **  drawer,"  and  not  to  Franeis,  as  the 
principal  drawer  is  called  in  the  oldest  edition. 

>^  By  the  mass,  here  will  be  old  utis  :]  The  folio  omits  *'  By  the  mass  :" 
**  old  **  (misprinted  oil  in  one  of  the  4tos.  of  1600,  and  corrected  in  another)  is 
a  frequent  augmentative  in  writers  of  the  time :  **  utis,''  derived  by  Skinner  from 
the  Fr.  kuitt  meant  properly  the  octave  of  a  saint's  day,  and  was  also  used  to 
express  a  time  of  rejoicing  and  festirity  in  general.  It  is  sometimes  spelt  uiM,  as 
in  the  following  quotation  firom  "  The  Contention  between  Liberality  and  Prodi- 
gality," 1602.  Sign.  D  1 :— 

"  with  some  roysting  harmony 

Let  us  begin  the  uiat  of  our  joUitie." 
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Enter  Hostess  and  Doll  Tear-sheet. 

Host,  I'faith,  sweet  heart,  methinks  now,  you  are  in  an 
excellent  good  temporality :  your  pulsidge  beats  as  extraordi- 
narily as  heart  would  desire,  and  your  colour,  I  warrant  you, 
is  as  red  as  any  rose ;  but,  i'faith,  you  have  drunk  too  much 
canaries,  and  that's  a  marvellous  searching  wine,  and  it  per- 
fumes the  blood  ere  one  can  say, — ^What's  this  ?  How  do  you 
now? 

DoL  Better  than  I  was.     Hem. 

Host,  Why,  that's  well  said ;  a  good  heart's  worth  gold. 
Lo !  here  comes  sir  John  \ 

Enter  Falstaff,  singing. 

Fal,  "  When  Arthur  first  in  court  * " — Empty  the  Jordan. 
— "  And  was  a  worthy  king."  [Exit  Drawer. 

How  now,  mistress  Doll  P 

Host,  Sick  of  a  calm :  yea,  good  sooth. 

Fal,  So  is  all  her  sect ' ;  and  they  be  once  in  a  calm,  they 
are  sick. 

DoL  You  muddy  rascal,  is  that  all  the  comfort  you  give 
meP 

Fal.  You  make  fat  rascals  *,  mistress  Doll. 

DoL  I  make  them !  gluttony  and  diseases  make  them ' ;  I 
make  them  not. 

Fal.  If  the  cook  help  to  make  the  gluttony,  you  help  to 
make  the  diseases,  Doll :  we  catch  of  you,  Doll,  we  catch  of 
you ;  grant  that,  my  pure  virtue  *,  grant  that. 

DoL  Yea,  joy ' ;  our  chains,  and  our  jewels. 

^  Lo !  here  comes  sir  John.]     The  folio,  1623,  for  "  Lo !''  has  Look. 
»  "  When  Arthur  first  in  court"]     For  this  ballad,  see  Percy's  "  Reliques," 
Vol.  i.  p.  217,  edit.  1812,  under  the  title  of  "  Sir  Lancelot  du  Lake.'' 

*  So  is  all  her  sect  ;]  Sex  and  "  sect,"  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare,  were  used 
almost  indifferently :  they  were  not  so  much  synonymous  as  the  same  word,  and 
from  the  same  root.  We  may  doubt  whether  the  Hostess  ought  not  to  use  the 
word  qualm,  which  Falstaff,  for  his  joke,  miscalls  *'  calm." 

*  You  make  fat  rascals,]  We  have  already  had  "  rascals  "  for  lean  poor  deer 
in  "  As  You  Like  It,"  A.  in.  sc.  3.  Vol.  ii.  p.  400. 

*  —  gluttony  and  diseases  make  them  ;]  The  4to.  omits  "  them,"  which  is 
supplied  by  the  folio.     In  the  next  speech  the  folio  omits  *'  help  to." 

*  —  grant  that,  my  pure  virtue,]  It  is  **poor  virtue  "  in  all  the  old  impressions, 
and  amended  to  "  pure  virtue,"  used  ironically,  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  Here  Mr. 
Singer's  amended  copy  of  the  same  edition  comes  to  his  aid,  for  he  finds  the 
change  (never  proposed  before)  irresistible. 

7  Yea,  joy ;]  Ay,  marry,  is  the  substitution  of  the  folio.  Doll  means  that  men 
"  catch  "  or  take  their  chains  and  jewels  from  women  of  her  class. 
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Fal.  "  Your  brooches,  pearls,  and  owches  * :" — ^for  to  serve 
bravely,  is  to  come  halting  off,  you  know :  to  come  off  the 
breach  with  his  pike  bent  bravely,  and  to  surgery  bravely ;  to 
venture  upon  the  charged  chambers  *  bravely : 

Dol.  Hang  yourself,  you  muddy  conger,  hang  yourself" ! 

Host  By  my  troth,  this  is  the  old  fashion  :  you  two  never 
meet,  but  you  fall  to  some  discord.  You  are  both,  in  good 
troth,  as  rheumatic  as  two  dry  toasts ;  you  cannot  one  bear 
with  another's  confirmities. — ^What  the  good  year  * !  one  must 
bear,  and  that  must  be  you :  you  are  the  weaker  vessel ;  as 
they  say,  the  emptier  vessel. 

Dot.  Can  a  weak  empty  vessel  bear  such  a  huge  ftdl  hogs- 
head P  there's  a  whole  merchant's  venture  of  Bourdeaux  stuff 
in  him  :  you  have  not  seen  a  hulk  better  stuffed  in  the  hold. 
— Come,  I'U  be  friends  with  thee.  Jack :  thou  art  going  to 
the  wars;  and  whether  I  shaU  ever  see  thee  again,  or  no, 
— ^there  is  nobody  cares. 

Re-enter  Drawer. 

Draw.  Sir,  ancient  Pistol's  below  *,  and  would  speak  with 
you. 

Dol.  Hang  him,  swaggering  rascal!  let  him  not  come 
hither :  it  is  the  foul  mouth'dst  rogue  in  England. 

Host.  If  he  swagger,  let  him  not  come  here :  no,  by  my 
faith;  I  must  live  amongst  my  neighbours;  I'll  no  swag- 
gerers. I  am  in  good  name  and  fame  with  the  very  best. — 
Shut  the  door ; — there  comes  no  swaggerers  here :  I  have  not 
lived  all  this  while  to  have  swaggering  now. — Shut  the  door, 
I  pray  you. 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear,  hostess  ? — 

'  "  Your  brooches,  pearls,  and  owcbes :"]  This  is  a  quotation,  with  the  altera- 
tion of  a  word,  **  pearls  **  for  ringt^  of  a  line  in  the  more  modem  version  of  the 
ballad  of  "  The  Boy  and  the  Mantle.''  See  Percy's  "  Reliques,"  Vol.  iii.  p.  401, 
edit.  1812.  "  Owcbes  (says  Pope  correctly)  were  bosses  of  gold  ;"  and  he  adds 
**  set  with  diamonds,"  which  was  not  necessarily  the  case. 

*  —  to  venture  upon  the  charged  chambers]  There  is  an  obvious  pun  here, 
as  "  chamber  "  also  meant  a  piece  of  artillery. 

i<>  Hang  yourself,  dec]     This  abuse  of  Falstaff  is  omitted  in  the  folio. 

*  What  the  good  year !]  This  exclamation  is  used  by  Conrad,  in  *'  Much  Ado 
about  Nothing."  See  Vol.  ii.  p.  19.  Shakespeare  elsewhere  in  this  play  (p.  465) 
uses  the  same  exclamation,  to  which  Steevens,  with  misplaced  ingenuity,  would 
give  a  very  different  meaning. 

>  Sir,  ANCIENT  Pistol's  below,]  **  Ancient  Pistol "  is  the  same  as  enngn  Pistol. 
The  word  "  ancient "  was  used  of  old  either  for  a  standard  or  a  standard-bearer, 
and  entign  has  the  same  double  signification  at  present :  see  this  Vol.  p.  395. 
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Host  Pray  you,  pacify  yourself,  sir  John :  there  comes  no 
swaggerers  here. 

Fal.  Dost  thou  hear  P  it  is  mine  ancient. 

Host,  Tilly- valley,  sir  John  *,  never  tell  me :  your  ancient 
swaggerer  comes  not  in  my  doors.  I  was  before  master 
Tisick,  the  deputy,  t'other  day ;  and,  as  he  said  to  me, — ^it 
was  no  longer  ago  than  Wednesday  last, — "  Neighbour 
Quickly,"  says  he ; — ^master  Dumb,  our  minister,  was  by  then ; 
— "Neighbour  Quickly,"  says  he,  "receive  those  that  are 
civil ;  for,"  said  he,  "  you  are  in  an  ill  name :" — ^now,  he  said 
so,  I  can  tell  whereupon ;  "  for,"  says  he,  "  you  are  an  honest 
woman,  and  well  thought  on ;  therefore  take  heed  what  guests 
you  receive :  receive,"  says  he,  "  no  swaggering  companions." 
— There  comes  none  here : — ^you  would  bless  you  to  hear  what 
he  said. — ^No,  I'll  no  swaggerers. 

FaL  He's  no  swaggerer,  hostess ;  a  tame  cheater,  i'faith ; 
you  may  stroke  him  as  gently  as  a  puppy  greyhound:  he 
will  not  swagger  with  a  Barbary  hen,  if  her  feathers  turn 
back  in  any  show  of  resistance. — Call  him  up,  drawer. 

Host  Cheater,  caU  you  him  P  I  will  bar  no  honest  man 
my  house,  nor  no  cheater  * ;  but  I  do  not  love  swaggering : 
by  my  troth,  I  am  the  worse,  when  one  says — swagger.  Feel, 
masters,  how  I  shake ;  look  you,  I  warrant  you. 

Dol.  So  you  do,  hostess. 

Hast,  Do  I P  yea,  in  very  truth  do  I,  an  'twere  an  aspen 
leaf.     I  cannot  abide  swaggerers. 

Enter  Pistol,  Bardolfh,  atid  Page, 

Pist,  God  save  you,  sir  John ! 

Fal,  Welcome,  ancient  Pistol.     Here,  Pistol,  I  charge  you 
with  a  cup  of  sack :  do  you  discharge  upon  mine  hostess. 
Pist.  I  will  discharge  upon  her,  sir  John,  with  two  bullets. 
Fal.  She  is  pistol-proof,  sir :  you  shall  hardly  offend  her. 

'  Tilly-Talley,  sir  John,]  We  have  had  the  same  ezdamation  pat  into  the 
month  of  sir  Toby,  in  "  Twelfth-Night,"  A.  U.  sc  3.  Vol.  ii.  p.  607.  Nobod j  has 
saoceeded  in  explaining  it  or  giving  it  anj  probable  etymology.  It  is  always  used 
slightingly,  and  we  may  guess  that  it  has  some  possible  connexion  with  the  French 
telle  valeur, 

*  I  will  bar  no  honest  man  my  house,  nor  no  cheater  ;]  *'  The  humour  of 
this  consists,''  says  Warburton,  "  in  the  woman's  mistaking  the  title  of  ekeaier^ 
(which  our  ancestors  gave  to  him  whom  we  now,  with  better  manners,  call  a 
gametter)  for  that  officer  of  the  exchequer  called  an  eteheaiorf  well  known  to  the 
common  people  of  that  time;  and  named,  either  corruptly  or  satirically,  a 
cheater,** 
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Hast.  Come,  I'll  drink  no  proofs,  nor  no  bullets.    I'll  drink 
no  more  than  will  do  me  good,  for  no  man's  pleasure,  I. 
Pist.  Then  to    you,    mistress    Dorothy:    I   will    charge 

you. 

DoL  Charge  me?  I  scorn  you,  scurvy  companion.  What  I 
you  poor,  base,  rascally,  cheating,  lack-linen  mate !  Away, 
you  mouldy  rogue,  away !     I  am  meat  for  your  master. 

Piat.  I  know  you,  mistress  Dorothy. 

DoL  Away,  you  cut-purse  rascal  ?  you  filthy  bung  *,  away ! 
By  this  wine,  I'll  thrust  my  knife  in  your  mouldy  chaps,  an 
you  play  the  saucy  cuttle  with  me.  Away,  you  bottle-ale 
rascal !  you  basket-hilt  stale  juggler,  you ! — Since  when,  I 
pray  you,  sir  ? — God's  light !  with  two  points  on  your  shoulder? 
much ! 

Pist.  I  will  murder  your  ruff  for  this. 

Fal,  No  more.  Pistol  * :  I  would  not  have  you  go  off  here. 
Discharge  yourself  of  our  company.  Pistol. 

Host,  No,  good  captain  Pistol ;  not  here,  sweet  captain. 

DoL  Captain !  thou  abominable  damned  cheater,  art  thou 
not  ashamed  to  be  called  captain  ?  An  captains  were  of  my 
mind,  they  would  truncheon  you  out,  for  taking  their  names 
upon  you  before  you  have  earned  them.  You  a  captain,  you 
slave  !  for  what  P  for  tearing  a  poor  whore's  ruff  in  a  bawdy- 
house  ? — ^He  a  captain !  Hang  him,  rogue !  He  lives  upon 
mouldy  stewed  prunes,  and  dried  ccikes. — ^A  captain!  these 
villains  will  make  the  word  captain  as  odious  as  the  word 
occupy ',  which  was  an  excellent  good  word  before  it  was  ill 
sorted " :  therefore  captains  had  need  look  to  't. 

Bard.  Pray  thee,  go  down,  good  ancient. 

f  —  joa  filtbj  BUNO,]  She  means  to  call  him  a  eut-pune,  **  bong "  bdng 
cant  for  a  pone,  and  **  cuttle/'  a  word  she  uses  just  afterwards,  the  name  of  the 
instrument  with  which  purses  were  formerly  severed  from  their  owners. 

*  No  more,  Pistol ;]     This  speech  is  omitted  in  the  folio,  1623. 

'  —  as  odious  as  the  word  occupy,]  This  word  is  used  with  its  different  senses 
in  the  following  jest,  from  **  Wits,  Fits,  and  Fancies,"  1595,  quoted  by  Ritson 
from  the  edit,  of  1614  : — *'  One  threw  stones  at  an  yU-fauor'd  old  womans  Owle, 
and  the  olde  woman  said :  Faith  (sir  knaue)  jou  were  well  occupy* d^  to  throw 
stones  at  m j  poore  Owle,  that  doth  you  no  harme.  Yea  marie  (answered  the  wag) 
so  would  you  be  better  occupy* d  too  (1  wisse)  if  you  were  young  againe,  and  had 
a  better  face.'' 

*  —  before  it  was  ill  sorted  :]  t.  e.  Ill  accompanied^  or  coupled  with  other 
words  which  perverted  it  from  its  innocent  meaning.  The  folio  omits  the  whole 
of  the  latter  part  of  this  sentence,  after  the  word  ''  odious,"  making  the  sense 
complete  there  by  also  excluding  **  as."  The  Master  of  the  Revels  seems  to  have 
been  unusually  scrupulous  in  this  part  of  the  play,  for  "  by  this  hand,"  of  the  4to. 
edition,  is  again  excluded  in  the  folio. 
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Fal.  Hark  thee  hither,  mistress  Doll. 

Pist.  Not  I :  I  tell  thee  what,  corporal  Bardolph ;  I  could 
tear  her. — I'll  be  revenged  of  her. 

Page.  Pray  thee,  go  down. 

Pist  I'll  see  her  damned  first ; — to  Pluto's  damned  lake, 
by  this  hand,  to  the  infernal  deep,  with  Erebus  and  tortures 
vile  also.  Hold  hook  and  line,  say  I.  Down !  down,  dogs ! 
down  faitours !     Have  we  not  Hiren  here  *  ? 

SosL  Good  captain  Peesel,  be  quiet ;  it  is  very  late,  i'  faith. 
I  beseek  you  now,  aggravate  your  choler. 

Pist.  These  be  good  humours,  indeed !     Shall  pack-horses, 
And  hoUow  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia  *, 
Which  cannot  go  but  thirty  miles  a  day. 
Compare  with  Caesars,  and  with  Cannibals, 
And  Trojan  Greeks  P  nay,  rather  damn  them  with 
King  Cerberus,  and  let  the  welkin  roar. 
Shall  we  fall  foul  for  toys  ? 

Sost.  By  my  troth,  captain,  these  are  very  bitter  words. 

Sard.  Begone,  good  ancient:  this  will  grow  to  a  brawl 
anon. 

Pist.  Die  men,  like  dogs ;  give  crowns  like  pins.  Have  we 
not  Hiren  here  ? 

Sost.  On  my  word,  captain,  there's  none  such  here.   What 

•  —  down  FAITOURS  I  Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ?]  The  4to.  hBa/ateri;  the 
foh.0 /atet.  We  are  generally  disposed  to  follow  the  earlier  teit,  and  in  this 
instance  it  is  supported  with  some  warmth  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce,  in  opposition  to 
fait:  We  were  formerly  rather  in  favour  of  the  word  in  the  folio,  on  the  ground 
that  Pistol,  when  referring  to  '*  Pluto's  damned  lake''  and  Erebus,  might  violently 
drag  the ya/e«  also  into  his  speech.  However,  we  have  no  predilection  on  the  subject, 
and  are  as  well  satisfied  with  "  faitours  "  on  general  grounds,  independently  of  the 
&ct  that  it  is  fatert  in  the  oldest  authority.  The  etymology  of  "  faitour  "  is 
disputed,  but  it  means  vagabond  or  rascal.  There  was  an  old  play  by  Peele,  now 
lost,  called  ''  The  Turkish  Mahomet  and  Hiren  the  fair  Greek,"  to  which  Pistol 
may  allude ;  but  it  is  difficult  to  understand  what  he  means  by  it  The  phrase, 
"  Have  we  not  Hiren  here  ? "  occurs  in  other  plays  of  the  time,  as  in  "  Eastward 
Ho!"  1606,  and  "Law  Tricks,"  1608,  which  Malone  quoted.  Douce  was  of 
opinion,  that  Pistol  intended  by  •*  Hh-en  "  to  call  attention  to  his  sword,  or  trow, 
and  that  he  afterwards  repeated  the  Italian  motto  on  the  blade  of  it.  The  Hostess 
takes  "  Hiren  "  for  a  lady's  name,  as  is  very  evident  from  her  answer  to  the  same 
question,  when  Pistol  subsequently  repeats  it. 

*  And  hollow  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia,]  A  perverted  quotation  from  the  seooud 
part  of  Marlowe's  "Tamberlane  the  Great,"  1590,  a  play  which  enjoyed  great 
popularity.     The  lines  in  the  original  run  as  follows : — 

"  Holla !  you  pamper'd  jades  of  Asia, 
What,  can  you  draw  but  twenty  miles  a  day  ?"     Sign.  G.  3. 
and  they  are  put  into  the  mouth  of  the  hero,  when  he  enters  in  his  triumphant 
chariot,  drawn  by  the  kings  of  Trebizond  and  Syria.     The  same  lines  are  quoted 
in  a  song  in  Sharpham's  comedy,  "The  Fleire,"  1615,  sign.  C.  4. 
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the  goodyear!  do  you  tUnk  I  would  deny  her?  for  God's 
sake,  be  quiet. 

Pist.  Then  feed,  and  be  fat,  my  fair  Calipolis  *. 
Come,  give's  some  sack. 

Sefortuna  me  tormenia,  il  sperare  tne  contenta^. — 
Fear  we  broadsides  P  no,  let  the  fiend  give  fire : 
Give  me  some  sack ;  and,  sweetheart,  lie  thou  there. 

[Laying  doum  his  stoord. 
Come  we  to  ftill  points  here,  and  are  et  cetera' 8  nothing  P 

FaL  Pistol,  I  would  be  quiet. 

Pist.  Sweet  knight,  I  kiss  thy  neif  *.  What  I  we  have  seen 
the  seven  stars. 

Dol.  For  God's  sake,  thrust  him  down  stairs:  I  cannot 
endure  such  a  fustian  rascal. 

Pist.  Thrust  him  down  stairs!  know  we  not  Galloway 
nags'P 

FaL  Quoit  him  down,  Bardolph,  like  a  shove-groat  shil- 
ling • :  nay,  an  he  do  nothing  but  speak  nothing,  he  shall  be 
nothing  here. 

JBard.  Come,  get  you  down  stairs. 

Pist.  What !  shall  we  have  incision  P  shall  we  imbrue  P — 

[Snatching  up  his  sword. 
Then,  death,  rock  me  asleep,  abridge  my  doleful  days ! 
Why  then,  let  grievous,  ghastly,  gaping  wounds 
Untwine  the  sisters  three !     Come,  Atropos,  I  say ' ! 

*  Then  feed,  and  bo  fat,  mj  fair  Calipolis.]  In  «'  The  Battle  of  Alcazar," 
1594,  a  play  attributed  to  Pecle,  we  meet  with  the  following  line : — 

"  Feed  then,  and  faint  not,  my  fair  Calipolis." 
See  Peele's  Works,  by  Dyce,  Vol.  ii.  p.  110,  edit.  1829.     Elsewhere,  the  words 
**  Feed  and  be  fat "  are  addressed  to  the  heroine ;  and  fatness  in  ladies  seems  still 
considered  in  the  East  an  essential  to  beauty. 

'  Se  fortuna  me  tormenta,  il  sperare  me  contenta.]  Printed  in  the  old  copies 
thus  corruptly,  n  fortune  me  tormented  sperato  me  coftieniOf  which  Sir  T.  Han- 
mer  corrected  as  in  the  text.  Douce,  as  already  remarked,  supposes  this  to  have 
been  the  motto  on  Pistol's  sword,  which  he  placed  upon  the  table  with  the  words, 
'*  and,  sweetheart,  lie  thou  there."  There  is  no  old  stage-direction  to  this  effect, 
but  it  seems  necessary. 

*  Sweet  knight,  I  kiss  thy  nbif.]  **  Neif"  is  fitt  or  hand.  It  occurs  in 
**  Midsummer-Night's  Dream,"  Vol.  ii.  p.  233,  and  is  met  with  in  other  plays  of 
the  time,  besides  those  of  Shakespeare  and  Ben  Jonson.  May  not  the  derivation 
of  **  thy  neif  "  possibly  be  thine  hoof  taking  hoof  in  the  sense  of  hand  ?  Aoo/* has 
been  derived  from  the  A.  S.  heatan^  meaning  any  thing  heaved  up. 

*  —  know  we  not  Galloway  nags  ?]  t.  e.  "  Common  hackneys,"  as  Johnson 
explains  it— but  not  so  applied,  wc  believe,  elsewhere. 

*  — like  a  8HOVB-GROAT  shilling:]  "Shove-groat"  was  a  game  prohibited 
(as  Blackstone  informs  us)  by  stat.  33  Henry  VIII.  c.  9. 

'  Come,  Atropos,  I  say !]     This  speech  is  made  up  of  scraps  of  ballads,  then 

VOL.  III.  H  h 


466  SECOND   TART   OF  [aCT  II. 

Host.  Here's  goodly  stuff  toward  I 

Fal,  Give  me  my  rapier,  boy. 

DoL  I  pray  thee,  Jack,  I  pray  thee,  do  not  draw. 

Fal.  Get  you  down  stairs.  [Drawing. 

Host.  Here's  a  goodly  tumult !  I'll  forswear  keeping 
house,  afore  I'U  be  in  these  territs  and  frights.  So ;  murder, 
I  warrant  now. — ^Alas,  alas!  put  up  your  naked  weapons; 
put  up  your  naked  weapons.     \_Eiceunt  Bardolph  and  Pistol. 

DoL  I  pray  thee.  Jack,  be  quiet :  the  rascal  is  gone.  Ah ! 
you  whoreson  little  valiant  villain,  you. 

Host.  Are  you  not  hurt  i'  the  groin  ?  methought  he  made 
a  shrewd  thrust  at  your  beUy. 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

Fal.  Have  you  turned  him  out  of  doors  ? 

Bard.  Yes,  sir :  the  rascal's  dnmk.  You  have  hurt  him, 
sir,  in  the  shoulder. 

Fal.  A  rajscal,  to  brave  me ! 

Dol.  Ah,  you  sweet  little  rogue,  you !  Alas,  poor  ape, 
how  thou  sweat'st !  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face  ; — come  on, 
you  whoreson  chops. — ^Ah,  rogue  !  i'  faith,  I  love  thee.  Thou 
art  as  valorous  as  Hector  of  Trdy,  worth  five  of  Agamemnon, 
and  ten  times  better  than  the  nine  worthies.     Ah,  villain ! 

Fal.  A  rascally  slave !     I  will  toss  the  rogue  in  a  blanket. 

Dol.  Do,  if  thou  darest  for  thy  heart:  if  thou  dost,  I'll 
canvass  thee  between  a  pair  of  sheets. 

Enter  Music. 

Page.  The  music  is  come,  sir. 

Fal.  Let  them  play. — Play,  sirs. — Sit  on  my  knee,  Doll. 
— ^A  rascal  bragging  slave!  the  rogue  fled  from  me  like 
quicksilver. 

Dol.  V  faith,  and  thou  foUowedst  him  like  a  church.  Thou 
whoreson  little  tidy  Bartholomew  boar-pig,  when  wilt  thou 
leave  fighting  o'  days,  and  foining  o'  nights,  and  begin  to 
patch  up  thine  old  body  for  heaven  ? 

Enter  behind,  Prince  Henry  and  Poins,  disguised  like  Drawers. 

Fal.  Peace,  good  Doll !  do  not  speak  like  a  death's  head : 
do  not  bid  me  remember  mine  end. 

well  known,  one  of  them  said  to  be  by  Anne  BuUen,  and  another  in  the  "  Gorgeous 
Gallery  of  gallant  Inventions/'  1678,  quoted  by  Steevens.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe 
also  refers  to  **  Buckingham's  Complaint "  in  **  The  Mirror  for  Magistrates." 
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DoL  Sirrah,  what  humour  is  the  prince  of? 

FaL  A  good  shallow  young  fellow :  he  would  have  made  a 
good  pantler,  he  would  have  chipped  bread  well. 

DoL  They  say,  Poins  has  a  good  wit. 

FaL  He  a  good  wit  ?  hang  him,  baboon !  his  wit  is  as  thick 
as  Tewksbury  mustard :  there  is  no  more  conceit  in  him,  than 
is  in  a  mallet. 

DoL  Why  does  the  prince  love  him  so  then  P 

FaL  Because  their  legs  are  both  of  a  bigness ;  and  he  plays 
at  quoits  well;  and  eats  conger  and  fennel;  and  drinks  off 
candles'  ends  for  flap-dragons ' ;  and  rides  the  wild  mare  with 
the  boys " ;  and  jumps  upon  joint-stools ;  and  swears  with  a 
good  grace ;  and  wears  his  boot  very  smooth,  like  unto  the 
sign  of  the  leg ;  and  breeds  no  bate  with  telling  of  discreet 
stories ;  and  such  other  gambol  facilities  he  has,  that  show  a 
weak  mind  and  an  able  body,  for  the  which  the  prince  admits 
him :  for  the  prince  himself  is  such  another ;  the  weight  of  a 
hair  will  turn  the  scales  between  their  avoirdupois. 

P.  Hen,  [_To  Poins.]  Would  not  this  nave  of  a  wheel  have 
his  ears  cut  off? 

Poins.  Let's  beat  him  before  his  whore. 

P.  Hen,  Look,  whether  *  the  withered  elder  hath  not  his 
poll  clawed  like  a  parrot. 

Poins,  Is  it  not  strange,  that  desire  should  so  many  years 
outlive  performance  P 

Fal,  Kiss  me,  Doll. 

P.  Hen.  Saturn  and  Yenus  this  year  in  conjunction  I  what 
says  the  almanack  to  that  P 

Poins.  And,  look,  whether  the  fiery  Trigon  *,  his  man,  be 
not  lisping  to  his  master's  old  tables,  his  note-book,  his 
counsel-keeper  *. 

FaL  Thou  dost  give  me  flattering  busses. 

'  —  and  drinks  off  candles'  ends  for  flap-draoons  ;]  t.  e.  Swallows  blazing 
candles'  ends.     See  **  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  v.  sc.  1.  Vol.  ii.  p.  14S. 

*  —  and  rides  tbe  wild  mare  with  the  boys ;]  The  game  of  see>iaw,  Doooe 
informs  us,  was  formerly  called  "  riding  the  wild  mare." 

»  Look,  whether]  Folio,  1623,  "Look  (/•;"  the  4to,  where  for  "whether." 
Below,  both  editions  have  "  Look,  whether." 

*  —  the  FIERY  Trigon,  &c.]  "  Trigonum  igneum  (says  Steevens)  is  the 
astronomical  term  when  the  upper  planets  meet  in  a  fiery  sign."  For  "  fiery 
Trigon  "  we  might  otherwise  have  been  disposed  to  read  "  fiery  dragon." 

*  —  his  master's  old  tables,  his  not«.book,  his  counsel-keeper:]  Meaning 
Hostess  Quickly,  to  whom  Bardolph  was  whispering.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has 
"  clasping  to  "  for  "  lisping  to  "  of  the  old  copies:  perhaps  "  clipping  to  "  may 
have  been  the  true  word,  but  we  have  no  sufficient  reason  to  alter  tbe  text. 

nh2 
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DoL  Nay,  truly ;  I  kiss  thee  with  a  most  constant  heart. 

FaL  I  am  old,  I  am  old.  - 

DoL  I  loye  thee  better  than  I  lore  e'er  a  scurvy  yoimg  boy 
of  them  all. 

FaL  What  stuff  wilt  have  a  kirtle  of*?  I  shall  receive 
money  on  Thursday ;  thou  shalt  have  a  cap  to-morrow. — ^A 
merry  song!  come:  it  grows  late;  we'll  to  bed. — ^Thou'lt 
forget  me,  when  I  am  gone. 

DoL  By  my  troth,  thou'lt  set  me  a  weeping,  and  thou  say'st 
so :  prove  that  ever  I  dress  myself  handsome  till  thy  return. 
— ^Well,  hearken  the  end. 

FaL  Some  sack,  Francis ! 

P.  Hen,  Fains,  Anon,  anon,  sir.  [^Advatwing. 

FaL  Ha !  a  bastard  son  of  the  king's. — ^And  art  not  thou 
Poins,  his  brother  P 

P.  ITen.  Why,  thou  globe  of  sinful  continents,  what  a  life 
dost  thou  lead ! 

FaL  A  better  than  thou :  I  am  a  gentleman ;  thou  art  a 
drawer. 

P.  FCen.  Very  true,  sir,  and  I  come  to  draw  you  out  by  the 
ears. 

Host  0,  the  Lord  preserve  thy  good  grace !  by  my  troth, 
welcome  to  London.  Now,  the  Lord  bless  that  sweet  face  of 
thine !     0  Jesu !  are  you  come  from  Wales  P 

FaL  Thou  whoreson  mad  compound  of  majesty, — ^by  this 
light  flesh  and  corrupt  blood,  thou  art  welcome. 

[^Placing  his  hand  upon  Doll. 

DoL  How,  you  fat  fool !     I  scorn  you. 

Poins.  My  lord,  he  will  drive  you  out  of  your  revenge,  and 
turn  all  to  a  merriment,  if  you  take  not  the  heat. 

P.  Hen.  You  whoreson  candle-mine,  you,  how  vilely  did 
you  speak  of  me  even  now,  before  this  honest,  virtuous,  civil 
gentlewoman  ? 

Host.  God's  blessing  of  your  good  heart !  and  so  she  is,  by 
my  troth. 

FaL  Didst  thou  hear  me  P 

*  What  stuff  wilt  have  a  kirtle  of?]  It  does  not  seem  at  all  settled  what  was 
a  "  Virtle :"  our  lexicographers  say  that  it  means  **  a  gown,  a  jacket,  a  petticoat,  a 
mantle,  a  doak,"  and  passages  in  our  old  authors  may  be  produced  to  show  that 
it  was  each  of  these;  but  most  commonly  a  petticoat.  Some  authors,  including 
Shakespeare,  also  mention  haif-kirtlet.  The  word  is  very  old  in  our  language, 
and  at  one  time  was  applied  also  to  a  sort  of  gown  worn  by  men.  It  has  b^n 
derived,  with  every  appearance  of  correctness,  from  the  Saxon  cyrtel,  because  it 
girded  the  figure. 
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P.  Hen.  Yes ;  and  you  knew  me,  as  you  did,  when  you  ran 
away  by  Gad's-hill :  you  knew,  I  was  at  your  back,  and  spoke 
it  on  purpose  to  try  my  patience. 

FaL  No,  no,  no ;  not  so ;  I  did  not  think  thou  wast  within 
hearing. 

P.  Hen.  I  shall  drive  you,  then,  to  confess  the  wilAil  abuse ; 
and  then  I  know  how  to  handle  you. 

FaL  No  abuse,  Hal,  on  mine  honour ;  no  abuse. 

P.  Hen.  Not  to  dispraise  me,  and  call  me  pantler,  and 
bread-chipper,  and  I  know  not  what  ? 

FaL  No  abuse,  Hal. 

Poins.  No  abuse  ? 

FaL  No  abuse,  Ned,  i'  the  world ;  honest  Ned,  none.  I  dis- 
praised him  before  the  wicked,  that  the  wicked  might  not  fall 
in  love  with  him  * ; — ^in  which  doing,  I  have  done  the  part  of 
a  care^  friend,  and  a  true  subject,  and  thy  father  is  to  give 
me  thanks  for  it.  No  abuse,  Hal ; — ^none,  Ned,  none ; — ^no, 
'faith  boys,  none. 

P.  Hen.  See  now,  whether  pure  fear,  and  entire  cowardice, 
doth  not  make  thee  wrong  this  virtuous  gentlewoman  to  close 
with  us  *  ?  Is  she  of  the  wicked  P  Is  thine  hostess  here  of 
the  wicked  P  Or  is  thy  boy  of  the  wicked  P  Or  honest  Bar- 
dolph,  whose  zeal  bums  in  his  nose,  of  the  wicked  P 

Poins.  Answer,  thou  dead  elm,  answer. 

FaL  The  fiend  hath  pricked  down  Bardolph  irrecoverable  ; 
and  his  face  is  Lucifer's  privy-kitchen,  where  he  doth  nothing 
but  roast  malt-worms.  For  the  boy, — there  is  a  good  angel 
about  him,  but  the  devil  outbids  him  too '. 

P.  Hen.  For  the  women  P 

FaL  For  one  of  them,  she  is  in  hell  already  *,  and  bums 
poor  souls.  For  the  other,  I  owe  her  money,  and  whether 
she  be  damned  for  that,  I  know  not. 

Host.  No,  I  warrant  you. 

*  —  that  the  wicked  might  not  fill  in  love  with  Hiif ;]  So  the  folio,  1623 :  the 
4to,  1600,  has  thee  for  "  him." 

*  —  to  CLOSE  with  us  ?]  It  may  be  doabted  whether  here  the  true  reading  is 
not  "  to  gloze  with  us/'  t.  e.  to  delude  or  cajole  us. 

r  —  but  the  devil  out-bids  him  too.]  The  4to.  has  "  but  the  devil  blinda  him 
too/'  which,  as  Malone  remarks,  may  be  right,  but  hardly  so  intelligible  or  to 
forcible  as  "  out«bids,"  the  reading  of  the  folio. 

I  —  she  is  IN  hell  already,]  V^e  ought  probably  to  read  a  for  *♦  in  /'  FalstaflTs 
meaning  being  that  Doll  is  herself  a  hell  already,  and  "  bums  poor  souls  "  by 
inflicting  her  diseases  upon  them.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe  has  not  understood  the 
passage,  and  pins  his  faith  upon  Sir  T.  Hanmer,  who  varies  from  the  old  text,  and 
prints  "  poor  soul,"  as  if  those  words  applied  to  Doll. 
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Fal.  No,  I  think  thou  art  not ;  I  think,  thou  art  quit  for 
that.  Marry,  there  is  another  indictment  upon  thee,  for  suf- 
fering flesh  to  bo  eaten  in  thy  house,  contrary  to  the  law ;  for 
the  which,  I  think,  thou  wilt  howl. 

ITost  All  victuallers  do  so :  what's  a  joint  of  mutton  or  two 
in  a  whole  Lent  P 

P.  Hen.  You,  gentlewoman, — 

Dol.  What  says  your  grace  ? 

Fal.  Hi«  grace  says  that  which  his  flesh  rebels  against. 

[^Kn4>€king  heard. 

Host.  Who  knocks  so  loud  at  door '  ?  look  to  the  door  there, 
Francis. 

Ent^r  Peto. 

P.  Hen.  Peto,  how  now !  what  news  P 

Peto.  The  king  your  father  is  at  Westminster, 
And  there  are  twenty  weak  and  wearied  posts 
Gome  from  the  north ;  and  as  I  came  along 
I  met,  and  overtook,  a  dozen  captains. 
Bare-headed,  sweating,  knocking  at  the  taverns. 
And  asking  every  one  for  sir  John  Falstaffl 

P.  Hen.  By  heaven,  Poins,  I  feel  me  much  to  blame 
So  idly  to  profane  the  precious  time. 
When  tempest  of  commotion,  like  the  south 
Borne  with  black  vapour,  doth  begin  to  melt, 
'And  drop  upon  our  bare  unarmed  heads. 
GKve  me  my  sword,  and  cloak. — Falstaff,  good  night. 

[Exeunt  Prince  Henry,  Poins,  Peto,  and 

Bardolph. 

Fal.  Now  comes  in  the  sweetest  morsel  of  the  night,  and 
we  must  hence,  and  leave  it  unpicked.  [Knocking  heard."] 
More  knocking  at  the  door  P 

Re-enter  Bardolph. 

How  now  P  what's  the  matter  ? 

Bard.  You  must  away  to  court,  sir,  presently ; 
A  dozen  captains  stay  at  door  for  you. 

Fal.  Pay  the  musicians,  sirrah.  [To  tlie  Pagc.'\ — Farewell, 
hostess; — farewell,  Doll.     You  see,  my  good  wenches,  how 

•  Who  knocks  so  loud  at  door  ?]  The  old  stage-direction  in  the  4to.  here  is 
"  Peto  knocks  at  door ;"  but  when  he  comes  upon  the  stage,  his  entrance  is  not 
marked :  in  the  folio,  1G23,  we  have  onlj  **  Enter  Peto.'' 
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men  of  merit  are  sought  after:  the  imdeserver  may  deep, 
when  the  man  of  action  is  called  on.  Farewell,  good  wenches. 
If  I  be  not  sent  away  post,  I  will  see  you  again  ere  I  go. 

DoL  I  cannot  speak ; — ^if  my  heart  bo  not  ready  to  burst. 
— Well,  sweet  Jack,  have  a  care  of  thyself. 

FaL  Farewell,  farewell. 

[^Exeunt  Falstaff  and  Bardolfh. 

Host.  Well,  fare  thee  well :  I  have  known  thee  these  twenty- 
nine  years,  come  peascod-time ;  but  an  honester,  and  truer- 
hearted  man, — Well,  fare  thee  well. 

Bard.  [  WithinJ]  Mistress  Tear-sheet  I 

Host,  What's  the  matter  P 

Bard.  [Within.']  Bid  mistress  Tear-sheet  come  to  my 
master. 

Host.  0 !  run,  Doll,  run ;  run,  good  Doll.  Come. — She 
comes  blubbered. — ^Yea — will  you  come,  Doll  *  ?  [Exeunt. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I.' 

A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry  in  his  nightgoten,  with  a  Page. 

K.  Hen.  Go,  call  the  carls  of  Surrey  and  of  Warwick ; 
But,  ere  they  come,  bid  them  o'er-read  these  letters. 
And  well  consider  of  them.     Make  good  speed. —  [Exit  Page. 
How  many  thousand  of  my  poorest  subjects 
Are  at  this  hour  asleep ! — 0  sleep  !  0  gentle  sleep ! 
Nature's  soft  nurse,  how  have  I  frighted  thee, 

*  Come. — She  comes  blubbered.— Yea — will  you  come,  Doll?]  These  words, 
partly  addressed  to  DoU,  and  partly  to  Bardolph  tn'/Am,  are  only  found  in  the  4to. 
There  can  be  no  sufficient  reason  for  omitting  them,  as  has  been  done  by  modem 
editors.  "  She  comes  blubbered  "  is  to  be  understood  as  she  comes  blubbenng, 
the  passive  for  the  active  participle :  they  are  addressed  to  Bardolph  outside,  as  a 
reason  why  Doll  does  not  instantly  comply. 

»  Act  iii.  scene  i.]  The  early  4tos.  of  this  play,  in  1600,  here  differ  materially. 
The  printer,  as  stated  in  our  Introduction,  omitted  the  whole  of  this  scene,  and  only 
two  known  copies  contain  it— one  in  the  collection  of  the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  and 
the  other  among  Malonc's  books  at  Oxford.  How  the  mistake  happened  must  be 
matter  of  mere  conjecture ;  but  it  was  discovered  before  the  4to.  impressions  were 
all  struck  off,  and  to  remedy  the  defect  a  sheet  was  reprinted,  making  sign,  b  consist 
of  six,  instead  of  four,  leaves.  The  foUo,  1623,  was  reprinted  from  one  of  the 
complete  copies,  and  contains  the  whole  of  the  text. 


472  SECOND   PART   OF  [aCT  in. 

That  thou  no  more  wilt  weigh  my  eyelids  down, 

And  steep  my  senses  in  forgetftdness  ? 

Why  rather,  sleep,  liest  thou  in  smoky  cribs. 

Upon  uneasy  pallets  stretching  thee, 

And  hush'd  with  buzzing  night-flies  to  thy  slimiber, 

Than  in  the  perfimi'd  chambers  of  the  great, 

Under  high  canopies  of  costly  state ', 

And  lull'd  with  sound  of  sweetest  melody  P 

0,  thou  dull  god !  why  liest  thou  with  the  vile, 

In  loathsome  beds,  and  leav'st  the  kingly  couch, 

A  watch-case,  or  a  common  'larum  bell  P 

Wilt  thou  upon  the  high  and  giddy  mast 

Seal  up  the  ship-boy's  eyes,  and  rock  his  brains 

In  cradle  of  the  rude  imperious  surge. 

And  in  the  visitation  of  the  winds. 

Who  take  the  ruffian  billows  by  the  top. 

Curling  their  monstrous  heads,  and  hanging  them 

With  deaf 'ning  clamours  in,  the  slippery  clouds  *, 

That  with  the  hurly  death  itself  awakes  ? 

Canst  thou,  0  partial  sleep !  give  thy  repose 

To  the  wet  sea-boy  *  in  an  hour  so  rude. 

And  in  the  calmest  and  most  stillest  night, 

With  all  appliances  and  means  to  boot. 

Deny  it  to  a  king  P     Then,  happy  low,  lie  down  • ! 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown. 

'  Under  high  canopies  of  costly  state,]  "  High  "  is  an  emendation  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632  :  the  poor  text  in  the  early  impressions  is, 

**  Under  the  canopies  of  costly  state/' 
and  it  may  at  first  appear  strange  how  "high"  became  misprinted  the.  The 
difficulty  vanishes  when  it  is  recollected  that  "  high/'  of  old,  was  usnally  spelt  hie, 
which  the  compositor  read  the.  We  have  no  hesitation  in  introducing  this  change 
—  so  small  yet  so  much  for  the  better.  The  same  blunder  is  committed  in  "The 
Merry  Devil  of  Edmonton  "  (Dodsley's  Old  Plays,  v.  271,  last  edit),  where  Sir 
Arthur  Clare  remarks, 

•*  Well,  'tis  in  vain  to  cross  the  Providence/' 
Here  the  ought  to  be  **  high,"  as  indisputably  as  in  Shakespeare. 

*  —  in  the  slippery  clouds,]  Although  the  corr.  fo.  1632  here  alters  "  clouds  " 
to  ehrowds  we  are  willing,  under  the  difficulty  of  the  case,  to  leave  the  old  word 
of  the  4to.  and  folios  unchanged.  It  is  at  the  reader's  option  to  prefer  one  word  or 
the  other ;  but  we  were  formerly  disposed  to  think  that  the  substitution  of  throwde 
for  "  clouds  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  ought  to  be  decisive.  Prof.  Mommsen  renders 
*'  in  the  slippery  clouds  "  ins  glatte  Tauwerk,  preferring  therefore  the  new  reading. 

*  give  THY  repose 

To  the  wet  ska-boy]     So  the  folio :  the  4to.  has  them  for  "  thy,"  and  eeason 
for  **  sea -boy." 

*  Then,  happy  low,  lie  down !]  There  is  no  pretext  here  for  Warburton's  pro- 
posed emendation,  "Then,  happy  lowly  eloum,"  which  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  weakly 
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Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey  '. 

War,  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majesty ! 

K.  Hen,  Is  it  good  morrow,  lords  ? 

War,  'Tis  one  o'clock,  and  past. 

K,  Hen,  Why  then,  good  morrow  to  you  all,  my  lords. 
Have  you  read  o'er  the  letters  that  I  sent  you  P 

War,  We  have,  my  liege. 

K,  Hen.  Then  you  perceive,  the  body  of  our  kingdom 
How  foul  it  is ;  what  rank  diseases  grow. 
And  with  what  danger,  near  the  heart  of  it. 

War,  It  is  but  as  a  body,  yet,  distemper'd, 
Which  to  his  former  strength  may  be  restor'd, 
With  good  advice,  and  little  medicine. 
My  lord  Northumberland  wiU  soon  be  cool'd. 

K,  Hen,  0  God !  that  one  might  read  the  book  of  fate, 
And  see  the  revolution  of  the  times 
Make  mountains  level,  and  the  continent, 
Weary  of  solid  firmness,  melt  itself 
Into  the  sea :  and,  other  times,  to  see 
The  beachy  girdle  of  the  ocean 
Too  wide  for  Neptune's  hips ;  how  chances  mock, 
And  changes  fill  the  cup  of  alteration 
With  divers  liquors !     0,  if  this  were  seen. 
The  happiest  youth,  vievring  his  progress  through, 
What  perils  past,  what  crosses  to  ensue. 
Would  shut  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die  *. 
'Tis  not  ten  years  gone, 

Since  Richard,  and  Northumberland,  great  friends, 
Did  feast  together,  and  in  two  years  after 
Were  they  at  wars :  it  is  but  eight  years,  since 
This  Percy  was  the  man  nearest  my  soul ; 
Who  like  a  brother  toil'd  in  my  affairs, 

and,  we  mast  say,  somewhat  timidly  advocates.  We  should  not  now  notice  it  (afl 
indeed  we  did  not  in  our  former  edition)  but  that  he  seems  to  bring  it  forward 
rather  for  the  sake  of  making  a  quotation  from  one  of  Gilbert  Wakefield's  Notes 
on  Lucretius,  than  because  he  himself  feels  any  great  confidence  in  it.  (See 
"  Remarks,''  p.  1 13.)  There  is  no  hint  of  any  thing  of  the  kind  in  the  corr.  fo. 
1 632,  and  the  King  has  just  been  speaking  of  a  **  sea-boy,"  not  of  a  cloum. 

^  Enter  Warwick  and  Surrey.]  The  4to.  adds,  "  and  Sir  John  Blunt ;"  but  if 
he  came  on  the  stage  he  said  nothing,  and  there  is  no  reason  for  his  appearance. 
Besides,  the  King  had  sent  the  Page  to  Warwick  and  Surrey,  and  did  not  mention 
Blunt. 

*  Would  shut  the  book,  and  sit  him  down  and  die.]  This  and  the  preceding 
lines,  from  **  O,  if  this  were  seen,"  were  not  reprinted  in  the  folio,  1623. 
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And  laid  his  love  and  life  under  my  foot ; 

Yea,  for  my  sake,  even  to  the  eyes  of  Richard, 

Gbvo  hiTTi  defiance.     But  which  of  you  was  by, 

(You,  cousin  Nevil,  as  I  may  remember)  [_To  Warwick. 

When  Richard,  with  his  eye  brimfull  of  tears. 

Then  checked  and  rated  by  Northimiberland, 

Did  speak  these  words,  now  prov'd  a  prophecy  P 

"  Northumberland,  thou  ladder,  by  the  which 

My  cousin  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne ' ;" — 

Though  then,  God  knows,  I  had  no  such  intent. 

But  that  necessity  so  bow'd  the  state. 

That  I  and  greataiess  were  compelled  to  kiss  : 

"  The  time  shall  come,"  thus  did  he  follow  it, 

"  The  time  will  come,  that  foul  sin,  gathering  head, 

Shall  break  into  corruption  " :" — so  went  on. 

Foretelling  this  same  time's  condition. 

And  the  division  of  our  amity. 

JFar.  There  is  a  history  in  all  men's  lives, 
Figuring  the  nature  of  the  times  deceased ; 
The  which  observed,  a  man  may  prophesy. 
With  a  near  a,im,  of  the  main  chance  of  things 
As  yet  not  come  to  life,  which  in  their  seeds, 
And  weak  beginnings,  lie  intreasured. 
Such  things  become  the  hatch  and  brood  of  time  ; 
And,  by  the  necessary  form  of  this, 
King  Richard  might  create  a  perfect  guess. 
That  great  Northumberland,  then  false  to  him. 
Would,  of  that  seed,  grow  to  a  greater  falseness, 
Which  should  not  find  a  ground  to  root  upon, 
Unless  on  you. 

K.  Hen.  Are  these  things,  then,  necessities  P 

Then  let  us  meet  them  like  necessities  ; 
And  that  same  word  even  now  cries  out  on  us. 
They  say,  the  bishop  and  Northumberland 
Are  fifty  thousand  strong. 

War.  It  cannot  be,  my  lord . 

'  —  ascends  my  throne ;]     Shakespeare  did  not  mean  to  quote  his  own  lines 
exactly :  they  occur  in  •*  Richard  II.*'  A.  v.  sc.  1,  this  Vol.  p.  293 : — 
"  Northumberland,  thou  ladder,  wherewithal 
The  mounting  Bolingbroke  ascends  my  throne/'  &c. 
The  earl  of  Warwick  was  not  then  present,  nor  was  the  King  himself  there. 

^^  Shall  break  into  corruption  :]  In  a  note  on  p.  293,  it  is  hinted  that  "  cor- 
ruption "  ought  possibly  to  be  conmtMon;  but  eruption  seems  a  still  more  likely 
word,  though  we  are  not  at  all  authorised  to  adopt  it. 
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Rumour  doth  double  like  the  voice  and  echo, 
The  numbers  of  the  fear'd. — Please  it  your  grace, 
To  go  to  bed  :  upon  my  soul,  my  lord  *, 
The  powers  that  you  already  have  sent  forth, 
Shall  bring  this  prize  in  very  easily. 
To  comfort  you  the  more,  I  have  received 
A  certain  instance  that  Glendower  is  dead. 
Your  majesty  hath  been  this  fortnight  ill. 
And  these  imseason'd  hours,  perforce,  must  add 
Unto  your  sickness. 

K.  Hen.  I  wiU  take  your  counsel : 

And  were  these  inward  wars  once  out  of  hand, 
We  would,  dear  lords,  unto  the  Holy  Land.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. 

Court  before  Justice  Shallow's  House  in  Gloucestershire. 

Enter  Shallow  and  Silence,  meeting;   Mouldy,   Shadow, 
Wart,  Feeble,  Bull-calf,  and  Servants,  behind, 

Shal,  Come  on,  come  on,  come  on,  sir ;  give  me  your  hand, 
sir,  give  me  your  hand,  sir:  an  early  stirrer,  by  the  rood. 
And  how  doth  my  good  cousin  Silence  P 

8iL  Good  morrow,  good  cousin  Shallow. 

Shal.  And  how  doth  my  cousin,  your  bedfellow  P  and  your 
fairest  daughter,  and  mine,  my  god-daughter  Ellen  P 

Sil,  Alas !  a  black  ouzel,  cousin  Shallow. 

Shal,  By  yea  and  nay,  sir,  I  dare  say,  my  cousin  William 
is  become  a  good  scholar.     He  is  at  Oxford,  still,  is  he  not  P 

Sil.  Indeed,  sir ;  to  my  cost. 

Shal.  He  must  then  to  the  inns  of  court  shortly.  I  was 
once  of  Clement's-inn ;  where,  I  think,  they  will  talk  of  mad 
Shallow  yet. 

Sil.  You  were  called  lusty  Shallow  then,  cousin. 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  I  was  called  any  thing ;  and  I  woidd 
have  done  any  thing,  indeed,  and  roundly  too.  There  was  I, 
and  little  John  Doit  of  Staffordshire,  and  black  George  Barnes, 
and  Francis  Pickbone,  and  Will  Squele  a  Cotswold  man ; 
you  had  not  four  such  swinge-bucklers  in  all  the  inns  of  court 

1  —  xxpou  my  soul,  my  lord  J   The  scrapalous  folio,  1623,  has  life  for  *'  soul." 
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again :  and,  I  may  say  to  you,  we  knew  where  the  bona-robas 
were,  and  had  the  best  of  them  all  at  commandment.  .  Then 
was  Jack  Falstaff,  now  sir  John,  a  boy,  and  page  to  Thomas 
Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk  *. 

Sil.  This  sir  John,  cousin,  that  comes  hither  anon  about 
soldiers? 

Shal.  The  same  sir  John,  the  very  same.  I  saw  him  break 
Skogan's  head*  at  the  court  gate,  when  he  was  a  crack*,  not 
thus  high :  and  the  very  same  day  did  I  fight  with  one  Samp- 
son Stockfish,  a  fruiterer,  behind  Gray's-inn.  Jesu!  Jesu! 
the  mad  days  that  I  have  spent !  and  to  see  how  many  of  mine 
old  acquaintance  are  dead ! 

Sil.  We  shall  all  follow,  cousin. 

Shal.  Certain,  'tis  certain ;  very  sure,  very  sure :  death,  as 
the  Psalmist  saith,  is  certain  to  all ;  all  shall  die.  How  a 
good  yoke  of  bullocks  at  Stamford  fair  P 

SiL  Truly,  cousin,  I  was  not  there. 

8/iaL  Death  is  certain. — Is  old  Double  of  your  town  living 
yetP 

Sil,  Dead,  sir. 

Shal.  Jesu !  Jesu !  Dead ! — ^he  drew  a  good  bow ; — and 
dead ! — ^he  shot  a  fine  shoot : — John  of  Quunt  loved  him  well, 
and  betted  much  money  on  his  head.     Dead  ! — ^he  woiddhave 

'  —  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke  of  Norfolk.]  This  is  a  passage  on  which 
Mr.  Halliwell  jostly  relies,  to  show  that  sir  John  Falstaff  was  originally  called 
sir  John  Oldcastle.  Sir  John  Oldcastle  was  "  page  to  Thomas  Mowbray,  duke 
of  Norfolk,"  not  sir  John  Falstaff.  See  an  essay  **  On  the  Character  of  Falstaff/' 
]2mo,  1841,  p.  36. 

'  I  saw  him  break  Skooan's  head]  John  Skogan,  Scogin,  or  Skoggin,  is 
stated  to  have  taken  the  degree  of  master  of  arts  at  Oxford,  and  "  being  (says 
Warton,  Hist.  Engl.  Poet.  ii.  44G)  an  excellent  mimick,  and  of  great  pleasantry  in 
conversation,  became  the  favourite  buffoon  of  the  court  of  King  Edward  IV.V 
From  this  anachronism  it  has  been  conjectured,  that  Shakespeare  referred  to 
Henry  Skogan  ;  but  he  took  Skogan  as  the  name  of  a  well-known  jester.  Malone 
tells  us  that  Skogan's  jests  were  published  by  Andrew  Borde,  a  physician  of  the 
reign  of  Henry  VIII.,  and  that  they  were  entered  in  the  Stationers'  books  in  1566 
by  Thomas  Colwell ;  but  we  have  not  been  able  to  find  any  such  entry,  and  think 
that  Maione  must  have  confounded  Skogan  with  Skelton,  and  misquoted  the  year : 
the  "  merry  tales  of  Skelton  "  were  entered  by  Thomas  Colwell  in  1566-7,  see 
Extr.  from  the  Stat.  Reg.  L  160.  When  Skogan's  Jests  were  first  printed  has  not 
been  ascertained,  but  they  were  often  republished,  and  there  was  an  edition  of 
them  in  1626:  they  were  reprinted  in  1796.  Skelton's  "Merry  Tales"  were 
printed  by  Colwell,  12mo.  n.  d. :  see  Dyce's  Skelton 's  Works,  I.  Iv. 

*  —  when  he  was  a  crack,]  This  is  an  old  Icelandic  word,  says  Tyrwhitt, 
signifying  a  boy  or  child.  One  of  the  fabulous  kings  and  heroes  of  Denmark, 
called  Hrolf,  was  sumamed  Krake.  "  Crack  "  occurs  again  in  "  CorioUnus,"  A.  i.- 
sc.  3,  and  it  is  met  with  in  Ben  Jonson,  Fletcher,  Massinger,  &c.  Middleton  has 
"  crackship  **  for  boythip  in  his  "  Blurt  Master  Constable." 
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dapped  in  the  clout  at  twelve  score  * ;  and  carried  you  a  fore- 
hand shaft  a  fourteen  and  fourteen  and  a  half^  that  it  would 
have  done  a  man's  heart  good  to  see.  How  a  score  of  ewes 
now? 

Stl.  Thereafter  as  they  be ;  a  score  of  good  ewes  may  be 
worth  ten  pounds. 

Shal,  And  is  old  Double  dead ! 

Enter  Bardolph,  and  one  toith  him. 

SiL  Here  come  two  of  sir  John  Falstaff's  men,  as  I  think. 

Shal.  Good  morrow,  honest  gentlemen '. 

Sard.  I  beseech  you,  which  is  justice  Shallow  P 

Shal.  I  am  Robert  Shallow,  sir ;  a  poor  esquire  of  this 
county,  and  one  of  the  king's  justices  of  the  peace.  What  is 
your  good  pleasure  with  me  P 

Bard.  My  captain,  sir,  commends  him  to  you ;  my  captain, 
sir  John  Falstaff :  a  tall  gentleman,  by  heaven,  and  a  most 
gallant  leader. 

Shal.  He  greets  me  well,  sir :  I  knew  him  a  good  back- 
sword man.  How  doth  the  good  knight  P  may  I  ask,  how 
my  lady  his  wife  doth  ? 

Bard.  Sir,  pardon ;  a  soldier  is  better  accommodated  than 
with  a  wife. 

Shal.  It  is  well  said,  in  faith,  sir ;  and  it  is  well  said  indeed 
too.  Better  accommodated ! — ^it  is  good ;  yea,  indeed,  is  it : 
good  phrases  are  surely,  and  ever  were ',  very  commendable. 
Accommodated : — it  comes  of  accommodo :  very  good ;  a  good 
phrase. 

Bard.  Pardon,  sir ;  I  have  heard  the  word.  Phrase,  call 
you  it  P  By  this  good  day  *,  I  know  not  the  phrase :  but  I 
will  maintain  the  word  with  my  sword  to  be  a  soldier-like 
word,  and  a  word  of  exceeding  good  command,  by  heaven. 

i  —  he  would  have  clapped  in  the  clout  at  twelve  score ;]  t.  e.  He  would  have 
hit  the  centre  of  the  target  at  twelve  score  yards.  Twelve  score  was  a  usual  dis- 
tance in  archery  matches. 

*  Good  morrow,  honest  gentlemen.]  In  one  4to,  1600,  these  words  are  given 
to  Silence :  in  the  other  to  Bardolph,  who  is  made  to  speak  again  with  a  distinct 
prefix  at  the  words,  '•  I  beseech  you,  which  is  justice  Shallow?"  We  follow  the 
distribution  of  the  folio,  which  seems  natural  and  proper. 

7  —and  EVER  WERE,]     The  folio  absurdly  reads,  •*  and  every  where.** 

»  By  this  GOOD  day,]  The  folio  omits  "  good."  It  is  not  easy  to  explain  how 
me  came  to  be  usually  interpoUted  after  "  Pardon "  in  the  beginning  of  this 
speech :  it  is  not  in  the  old  impressions,  and  Bardolph  before  says,  •*  Sir,  pardon," 
not  pardon  we.  Mr.  Singer  has  •*  Pardon  wie,  sir,"  falling  into  the  error  of  our 
former  edition. 


478  SECOND  PART  OF  [aCT  ni. 

Accommodated ;  that  is,  when  a  man  is,  as  they  say,  accom- 
modated ;  or,  when  a  man  is, — ^being, — ^whereby, — ^he  may  be 
thought  to  be  accommodated,  which  is  an  excellent  thing. 

Enter  Falstaff. 

8haL  It  is  very  just. — Look,  here  comes  good  sir  John. — 
Give  me  your  good  hand,  give  me  your  worship's  good  hand. 
By  my  troth,  you  like  well ',  and  bear  your  years  very  well : 
welcome,  good  sir  John. 

Fal,  I  am  glad  to  see  you  well,  good  master  Robert  Shallow. 
— ^Master  Sure-card,  as  I  think. 

SJmL  No,  sir  John ;  it  is  my  cousin  Silence,  in  commission 
with  me. 

FaL  Good  master  Silence,  it  well  befits  you  should  be  of 
the  peace. 

SiL  Your  good  worship  is  welcome. 

FaL  Fie !  this  is  hot  weather. — Gentlemen,  have  you  pro- 
vided me  here  half  a  dozen  sufficient  men  P 

ShuL  Marry,  have  we,  sir.     Will  you  sit  ? 

FaL  Let  me  see  them,  I  beseech  you. 

8haL  Where's  the  roll  P  where's  the  roll  P  where's  the  roU  P 
— ^Let  me  see,  let  me  see :  so,  so,  so,  so.  Yea,  marry,  sir : — 
Ralph  Mouldy ! — ^let  them  appear  as  I  call ;  let  them  do  so, 
let  them  do  so. — Let  me  see  ;  where  is  Mouldy  ? 

MotiL  Here,  an  it  please  you. 

SJmL  What  think  you,  sir  John  ?  a  good  limbed  fellow : 
young,  strong,  and  of  good  friends. 

Fed.  Is  thy  name  Mouldy  P 

MouL  Yea,  an  it  please  you. 

FaL  'Tis  the  more  time  thou  wert  used. 

ShaL  Ha,  ha,  ha !  most  excellent,  i'  faith !  things  that  are 
mouldy  lack  use :  very  singidar  good  ! — In  faith,  well  said, 
sir  John ;  very  well  said. 

FaL  Prick  him.  [7b  Shallow. 

MouL  I  was  pricked  well  enough  before,  an  you  could 
have  let  me  alone :  my  old  dame  will  be  undone  now,  for  one 

'  By  my  troth,  you  like  well,]  "Like''  is  the  reading  of  the  two  4to. 
impressions,  for  in  this  part  of  the  play  they  are  to  be  considered  as  distinct 
editions.  The  folio  substitutes  look  for  "hke."  <*  To  like  well"  was  the 
phraseology  of  the  time,  as  may  be  seen  by  reference  to  p.  384  of  this  volume, 
where  other  passages  in  point  are  cited  and  referred  to.  Possibly  the  expression 
had  gone  somewhat  out  of  use  in  1G23,  when  the  first  folio  was  printed,  or  looke 
may  have  been  a  misprint  for  *'  like/'  the  compositor's  eye  having  caught  looke 
from  two  lines  above. 
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to  do  her  husbandry,  and  her  drudgery.  You  need  not  to 
have  pricked  me ;  there  are  other  men  fitter  to  go  out 
than  I. 

Fal.  Go  to ;  peace,  Mouldy !  you  shall  go.  Mouldy,  it  is 
time  you  were  spent. 

Moid,  Spent ! 

SJial,  Peace,  fellow,  peace !  stand  aside :  know  you  where 
you  are? — ^For  the  other,  sir  John: — ^let  me  see. — Simon 
Shadow ! 

FaL  Yea,  marry,  let  me  have  him  to  sit  imder :  he's  like 
to  be  a  cold  soldier. 

ShaL  Where's  Shadow. 

Shad.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  Shadow,  whose  son  art  thou  ? 

Shad.  My  mother's  son,  sir. 

Fal.  Thy  mother's  son !  like  enough ;  and  thy  father's 
shadow :  so  the  son  of  the  female  is  the  shadow  of  the  male. 
It  is  often  so,  indeed ;  but  not  much  of  the  father's  substance  *. 

Shal.  Do  you  like  him,  sir  John  P 

Fal.  Shadow  will  serve  for  summer,  prick  him;  for  we 
have  a  number  of  shadows  to  fill  up  the  muster-book. 

Shal.  Thomas  Wart ! 

Fal.  Where's  he  ? 

Wart.  Here,  sir. 

FaL  Is  thy  name  Wart  ? 

Wart.  Yea,  sir. 

FaL  Thou  art  a  very  ragged  wart. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  sir  John  ? 

Fal.  It  were  superfluous ;  for  his  apparel  is  built  upon  his 
back,  and  the  whole  frame  stands  upon  pins :  prick  him  no 
more. 

Shal.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! — ^you  can  do  it,  sir ;  you  can  do  it :  I 
commend  you  well. — ^Francis  Feeble ! 

Fee.  Here,  sir. 

Fal.  What  trade  art  thou.  Feeble  ? 

Fee.  A  woman's  tailor,  sir. 

ShaL  Shall  I  prick  him,  sir  P 

Fal.  You  may ;  but  if  he  had  been  a  man's  tailor,  he  woidd 
have  pricked  you. — Wilt  thou  make  as  many  holes  in  an 
enemy's  battle,  as  thou  hast  done  in  a  woman's  petticoat  ? 

1  —  but  NOT  MUCH  of  the  father's  substance.]  The  folio  has  *'  but  not  of  the 
father's  substance/'  and  the  4to.  "  but  much  of  the  father's  substance."  Malone 
printed  ''  but  not  much  of  the  father's  substance/'  and  we  thmk  he  was  right. 
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Fee.  I  will  do  my  good  will,  sir :  you  can  have  no  more. 

FaL  Well  said,  good  woman's  tailor !  well  said,  courageous 
Feeble!  Thou  wilt  be  as  valiant  as  the  wrathful  dove,  or 
most  magnanimous  mouse. — ^Prick  the  woman's  tailor  well, 
master  Shallow  *,  deep ;  master  Shallow. 

Fee.  I  would  Wart  might  have  gone,  sir. 

FaL  I  would  thou  wert  a  man's  tailor,  that  thou  mightst 
mend  him,  and  make  him  fit  to  go.  I  cannot  put  him  to 
a  private  soldier,  that  is  the  leader  of  so  many  thousands  :  let 
that  suffice,  most  forcible  Feeble. 

Fee.  It  shall  suffice,  sir. 

FaL  I  am  bound  to  thee,  reverend  Feeble. — ^Who  is  next  P 

ShaL  Peter  Bull-calf  of  the  green  ! 

FaL  Yea,  marry,  let  us  see  Bull-calf. 

BulL  Here,  sir. 

FaL  'Fore  God,  a  likely  fellow ! — Come,  prick  me  Bull-calf 
till  he  roar  again. 

JSulL  0  lord !  good  my  lord  captain, — 

FaL  What,  dost  thou  roar  before  thou  art  pricked  P 

SulL  0  Lord  !  sir,  I  am  a  diseased  man. 

FaL  What  disease  hast  thou  P 

BuH.  A  whoreson  cold,  sir ;  a  cough,  sir ;  which  I  caught 
with  ringing  in  the  king's  affairs  upon  his  coronation  day,  sir. 

FaL  Come,  thou  shalt  go  to  the  wars  in  a  gown.  We  will 
have  away  thy  cold ;  and  I  will  take  such  order,  that  thy 
friends  shall  ring  for  thee. — Is  here  all  P 

ShaL  Here  is  two  more  called  than  your  number ;  you  must 
have  but  four  here,  sir : — and  so,  I  pray  you,  go  in  with  me 
to  dinner. 

FaL  Come,  I  will  go  drink  with  you,  but  I  cannot  tarry 
dinner.     I  am  glad  to  see  you,  by  my  troth,  master  Shallow. 

ShaL  0,  sir  John,  do  you  remember  since  we  lay  all  night 
in  the  windmill  in  Saint  George's  fields "  P 

FaL  No  more  of  that,  good  master  Shallow ;  no  more  of 
that. 

ShaL  Ha,  it  was  a  merry  night.  And  is  Jane  Night-work 
alive  P 

« 

*  Prick  the  woman's  tailor  well,  master  Shallow,]  We  entirely  agree  with  the 
Rev.  A.  Dyce  in  his  comments  upon  the  punctuation  of  this  passage,  although 
we  may  think  them  rather  kyper-emphatic.     See  "  Remarks,"  p.  114. 

'  —  the  windmill  in  Saint  George's  fields  ?]  The  windmill  here  alluded  to,  or 
a  successor  of  it,  was  standing  in  St.  George's  Fields  less  than  fifty  years  ago :  it 
was  to  the  left  of  what  was  called  the  New  Cut,  leading  from  Westminster  Bridge 
Road  to  Blackfriarfl  Bridge  Road. 
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Fal.  She  lives,  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  She  never  could  away  with  me  *. 

Fal.  Never,  never :  she  would  always  say,  she  could  not 
abide  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  By  the  mass,  I  could  anger  her  to  the  heart.  She 
was  then  a  bona-roba.     Doth  she  hold  her  own  well  P 

Fal.  Old,  old,  master  Shallow. 

Shal.  Nay,  she  must  be  old  ;  she  cannot  choose  but  be  old ; 
certain  she's  old,  and  had  Robin  Night-work,  by  old  Night- 
work,  before  I  came  to  Clement's-inn. 

Sil.  That's  fifty-five  year  ago. 

Shal.  Ha,  cousin  Silence,  that  thou  hadst  seen  that,  that 
this  knight  and  I  have  seen !— Ha,  sir  John,  said  I  weU  P 

Fal.  We  have  heard  the  chimes  at  midnight,  master 
Shallow. 

Shal.  That  we  have,  that  we  have,  that  we  have  ;  in  faith, 
sir  John,  we  have.  Our  watch- word  was,  "Hem,  boys!" 
— Come,  let's  to  dinner ;  come,  let's  to  dinner. — 0,  the  days 
that  we  have  seen  ! — Come,  come. 

[^Exeunt  Falstaff,  Shallow,  and  Silence. 

JSull.  Good  master  corporate  Bardolph,  stand  my  friend, 
and  here  is  four  Harry  ten  shillings  in  French  crowns  for  you. 
In  very  truth,  sir,  I  had  as  lief  be  hanged,  sir,  as  go  :  and 
yet,  for  mine  own  part,  sir,  I  do  not  care  ;  but  rather,  because 
I  am  imwilling,  and,  for  mine  own  part,  have  a  desire  to  stay 
with  my  friends  :  else,  sir,  I  did  not  care,  for  mine  own  part, 
so  much. 

Sard.  Go  to  ;  stand  aside. 

Moul.  And  good  master  corporal  captain,  for  my  old  dame's 
sake,  stand  my  friend :  she  has  nobody  to  do  any  thing  about 
her,  when  I  am  gone  ;  and  she  is  old,  and  cannot  help  herself. 
You  shall  have  forty,  sir. 

Bard.  Go  to  ;  stand  aside. 

Fee.  By  my  troth,  I  care  not ;  a  man  can  die  but  once ; — 
we  owe  God  a  death.  I'll  ne'er  bear  a  base  mind : — an't  be 
my  destiny,  so ;  an't  be  not,  so.  No  man's  too  good  to  serve 
his  prince ;  and  let  it  go  which  way  it  will,  he  that  dies  this 
year  is  quit  for  the  next. 

Sard.  Well  said  ;  thou  art  a  good  fellow. 

Fee.  'Faith,  I'll  bear  no  base  mind. 

*  She  never  could  away  with  me.]  This  expression  of  dislike,  meaning,  at 
Falstaff  says  just  afterwards,  **  she  never  could  abide,**  is  of  very  frequent  oc- 
currence in  writers  before  and  after  the  time  of  Shakespeare. 

VOL.  lU.  1  i 
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Re-enter  Falstaff,  and  Jtistices. 

FaL  Come,  sir,  which  men  shall  I  have  P 

ShaL  Four,  of  which  you  please. 

Bard.  Sir,  a  word  with  you. — ^I  have  three  pound  *  to  free 
Mouldy  and  Bull-calf. 

FaL  Go  to  ;  well. 

ShaL  Come,  sir  John,  which  four  will  you  have  P 

FaL  Do  you  choose  for  me. 

8haL  Marry  then, — ^Moiddy,  Bull-calf,  Feeble,  and 
Shadow. 

FaL  Mouldy,  and  Bull-calf. — For  you.  Mouldy,  stay  at 
home  till  you  are  past  service : — and,  for  your  part.  Bull-calf, 
grow  till  you  come  unto  it  :  I  will  none  of  you. 

ShaL  Sir  John,  sir  John,  do  not  yourself  wrong.  They 
are  your  likeliest  men,  and  I  would  have  you  served  with 
the  best. 

FaL  Will  you  teU  me,  master  Shallow,  how  to  choose  a 
man  P  Care  I  for  the  limb,  the  thewes  *,  the  stature,  bulk, 
and  big  assemblance  of  a  man  P  Oive  me  the  spirit,  master 
Shallow. — Here's  Wart ; — ^you  see  what  a  ragged  appearance 
it  is :  he  shall  charge  you,  and  discharge  you,  with  the  motion 
of  a  pewterer's  hammer ;  come  off,  and  on,  swifter  than  he 
that  gibbets-on  the  brewer's  bucket.  And  this  same  half- 
faced  fellow.  Shadow, — give  me  this  man:  he  presents  no 
mark  to  the  enemy  ;  the  foeman  may  with  as  great  aim  level 
at  the  edge  of  a  penknife.  And,  for  a  retreat, — ^how  swiftly 
will  this  Feeble,  the  woman's  tailor,  run  off  P  0,  give  me  the 
spare  men,  and  spare  me  the  great  ones. — Put  me  a  caliver ' 
into  Wart's  hand,  Bardolph. 

Bard,  Hold,  Wart :  traverse ;  thus,  thus,  thus. 

FaL  Come,  manage  me  your  caliver.  So : — very  well : — 
go  to  : — ^very  good : — exceeding  good. — 0,  give  me  always  a 

*  I  have  three  pound]  He  had  received  four  pounds,  two  from  Bull-calf  and 
two  from  Mouldy  :  Bardolph,  probably,  meant  to  pocket  the  difference. 

•  —  the  limb,  the  thbwes,]  *'  Thew  "  is  properly  any  endowment,  mental 
or  muscular,  A.  S.  theoh  or  theaw.  Mr.  Singer  says  that  he  has  found  tight,  i.  e. 
"  compacted  or  knit,"  no  where  but  in  Phillips*  "  New  World  of  Words :"  he 
may  meet  with  it  in  almost  every  dictionary,  only  not  misspelt  thight^  as  he  gives 
it.  Shakespeare  has  "  tight  and  yare,"  "  tight  galleys,"  &c.  It  is  also  in  Beaumont 
and  Fletcher,  though  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  chooses  to  print  it  tith,  as  if  it  were  a 
different  word  from  "  tight."    See  Vol.  vi.  p.  63,  VoL  vii.  p.  170. 

^  —  caliver]  i.  e,  A  hand-gun.  The  caliver  was  lighter  than  the  musket,  aod 
was  fired  without  a  rest. 
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little,  lean,  old,  chapped,  bald  shot. — Well  said,  i'faith,  Wart ; 
thou'rt  a  good  scab  :  hold !  there's  a  tester  for  thee. 

Shal,  He  is  not  his  craft's  master,  he  doth  not  do  it  right. 
I  remember  at  Mile-end  green,  (when  I  lay  at  Clement's 
inn,)  I  was  then  sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  show ",  there  was 
a  little  quiver  fellow,  and  he  would  manage  you  his  piece  thus : 
and  he  would  about,  and  about,  and  come  you  in,  and  come 
you  in :  "  rah,  tah,  tah,"  would  he  say ;  "  bounce,"  would  he 
say ;  and  away  again  would  he  go,  and  again  would  he  come. 
I  shall  never  see  such  a  fellow. 

Fal,  These  fellows  will  do  well,  master  Shallow. — God  keep 
you,  master  Silence  :  I  will  not  use  many  words  with  you. — 
Fare  you  well,  gentlemen  both  :  I  thank  you :  I  must  a  dozen 
mile  to-night. — ^Bardolph,  give  the  soldiers  coats. 

Shal.  Sir  John,  the  Lord  bless  you,  and  God  prosper  your 
a£Gurs,  and  send  us  peace  !  At  your  return,  visit  our  house '. 
Let  our  old  acquaintance  be  renewed :  peradventure,  I  will 
with  you  to  the  court. 

Fal,  'Fore  God,  I  would  you  would. 

Shal.  Go  to ;  I  have  spoke  at  a  word.     Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Shallow  and  Silence. 

Fal.  Fare  you  well,  gentle  gentlemen.  On,  Bardolph; 
lead  the  men  away  *.  [Exeunt  Bardolph,  Recruits,  Sfc.l  As 
I  return,  I  will  fetch  off  these  justices :  I  do  see  the  bottom  of 
justice  Shallow.  Lord,  lord,  how  subject  we  old  men  are  to 
this  vice  of  lying  !  This  same  starved  justice  hath  done  nothing 
but  prate  to  me  of  the  wildness  of  his  youth,  and  the  feats  he 
hath  done  about  Tumbull-street  * ;  and  every  third  word  a  lie, 

'  —  I  was  then  sir  Dagonet  in  Arthur's  show,]  "  Arthur's  show  "  seems  to 
have  been  an  exhibition  of  ardiery  at  Mile>cnd  green,  where  the  archers  assumed 
▼arions  characters,  connected  with  King  Arthur  and  his  round  table.  Shallow 
represented  sir  Dragonet,  the  fool  or  buffoon  of  Arthur's  court,  on  one  of  theao 
occasions.  This  association  was  called  (as  appears  by  a  tract  by  Richard  *MnI- 
caster,  master  of  the  Children  of  Paul's)  "  The  friendly  and  frank  Fellowship  of 
Prince  Arthur's  Knights,  in  and  about  the  City  of  London."  "  A  little  quirer 
fellow  "  is  a  little  active  clever  fellow. 

*  At  toub  return,  visit  cub  house.]  So  the  4to :  the  folio  reads,  **  As  yon 
return,  visit  my  house."  FalstafTs  next  speech  is  tamed  down  in  the  folio  to 
*'  I  would  yon  would,  master  Shallow."  This  was  not  as  Shakespeare  wrote,  bat 
as  the  Master  of  the  Revels  corrected. 

1  On,  Bardolph ;  lead  the  men  away.]  By  a  printer's  error,  the  prefix  of 
Shallow  is  given  to  these  words  and  to  all  that  follows  them  in  the  old  4to8.  Th« 
folio,  1623,  put  the  matter  right. 

*  —  TuRNBULL-street ;]  Properly,  7\<mmt7/-street,  near  Clerkenwell ;  a  place 
often  mentioned  in  uur  old  dramatists  as  the  residence  of  prostitutes.    Falstaff 

ii2 


484  SECOND  PART  OF  [aCT  UI.  SC.  Uv 

duer  paid  to  the  hearer  than  the  Turk's  tribute.  I  do  remember 
him  at  Clement's-inn,  like  a  man  made  after  supper  of  a  cheese- 
paring :  when  he  was  naked,  he  was,  for  all  the  worid,  like  a 
forked  radish,  with  a  head  fantastically  carved  upon  it  with  a 
knife :  he  was  so  forlorn,  that  his  dimensions  to  any  thick 
sight  were  invisible  * :  he  was  the  very  genius  of  famine ;  yet 
lecherous  as  a  monkey,  and  the  whores  called  him — ^mandrake. 
He  came  ever  in  the  rear- ward  of  the  fashion ;  and  sung  those 
tunes  to  the  over-scutched  huswives  *  that  he  heard  the  car- 
men whistle,  and  sware — ^they  were  his  fancies,  or  his  good- 
nights  *.  And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger  become  a  squire  • ; 
and  talks  as  familiarly  of  John  of  Gaunt,  as  if  he  had  been 
sworn  brother  to  him ;  and  I'll  be  sworn  he  never  saw  him 
but  once  in  the  Tilt-yard,  and  then  he  burst  his  head  \  for 
crowding  among  the  marshal's  men.  I  saw  it ;  and  told  John 
of  Gaunt,  he  beat  his  own  name  * ;  for  you  might  have  thrust 
him  •,  and  all  his  apparel,  into  an  eel-skin  :  the  case  of  a  treble 
hautboy  was  a  mansion  for  him,  a  court ;  and  now  has  he  land 
and  beeves !  Well,  I  will  be  acquainted  with  him,  if  I  return ; 
and  it  shall  go  hard,  but  I  will  make  him  a  philosopher's  two 
stones  to  me.  If  the  young  dace  be  a  bait  for  the  old  pike,  I 
see  no  reason  in  the  law  of  nature  but  I  may  snap  at  him. 
Let  time  shape,  and  there  an  end.  [^Exit, 

must  refer  to  what  has  passed  while  he  was  in  Shallow's  house,  for  **  TumbuU- 
Btreet  "  was  not  spoken  of  on  the  stage,  until  it  was  here  introduced  bj  FalstaflT. 

'  —  to  any  thick  sight  were  invisible  :]  There  can  be  little  doubt  that  m- 
vmcibte  of  the  old  copies  is  a  misprint  for  "  invisible/'  and  so  we  have  treated  it, 
although  we  were  formerly  so  anxious  to  retain  the  old  reading  that  we  were  un- 
willing  to  consider  it  a  misprint.  GifTord,  in  his  Ben  Jonson,  i.  p.  30,  clings  to 
imvincible,  but  can  really  say  nothing  in  its  favour.  Just  afterwards,  the  4to,  for 
"  the  very  genius  of  famine,"  misprints  "  the  very  gemiet  of  famine.'' 

•  —  the  ovER-scvTCHED  huswives]  The  meaning  of  this  epithet  is  not  clear; 
but  Steevens  understands  it  cut  and  tlaahed  by  the  beadle's  whip.  This  seems  the 
prop^  interpretation. 

•  —  his  FANCIES,  or  his  oood-niohts.]  The  names  given  by  our  old  poets  to 
small  lyrical  pieces  for  the  voice.  This  passage,  and  one  above  respecting  Shallow's 
lecherousness,  are  only  in  the  4tos. 

'  And  now  is  this  Vice's  dagger  become  a  squire;]  The  Vice  was  a  cha- 
racter in  our  early  dramatic  performances,  who  was  armed  with  a  wooden  dagger. 
The  notices  of  it  in  old  writers  are  innumerable. 

'  —  and  then  he  burst  his  head,]  The  commentators  cite  various  passages  to 
show  that  "  burst "  was  of  old  used  for  break,  but  they  omit  the  most  apposite 
from  Shakespeare  himself,  where,  in  the  opening  of  "  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew," 
the  Hostess  calls  upon  Sly  to  •*  pay  for  the  glasses  he  had  burtiJ* 

■  —  he  beat  his  own  name;]  i.  e.  Gaunt:  alluding  to  Shallow's  figure. 

•  —  you  might  have  thrust  him,]     So  the  4to,  1600  :  the  folio,  truaed. 
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ACT  IV.    SCENE  L 

A  Forest  in  Yorkshire. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  Mowbray,  Hastings,  and 

others  \ 

Arch.  What  is  this  forest  call'd  ? 

Hast,  'Tis  Gaultree  forest,  an't  shall  please  your  grace. 

Arch.  Here  stand,  my  lords ;  and  send  discoverers  fortib, 
To  know  the  numbers  of  our  enemies. 

Hast.  We  have  sent  forth  already. 

Arch.  'Tis  well  done. — 

My  friends  and  brethren  in  these  great  afiGsdrs, 
I  must  acquaint  you,  that  I  have  received 
New-dated  letters  from  Northumberland ; 
Their  cold  intent,  tenour  and  substance,  thus : — 
Here  doth  he  wish  his  person,  with  such  powers 
As  might  hold  sortance  with  his  quality. 
The  which  he  could  not  levy ;  whereupon 
He  is  retir'd,  to  ripe  his  growing  fortunes, 
To  Scotland  ;  and  concludes  in  hearty  prayers. 
That  your  attempts  may  overlive  the  haz£u:d. 
And  fearfiil  meeting  of  their  opposite  *. 

Mowb.  Thus  do  the  hopes  we  have  in  him  touch  ground, 
And  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 

JEnter  a  Messenger. 

Sast.  Now,  what  news  P 

Mess.  West  of  this  forest,  scarcely  oflF  a  nule. 

In  goodly  form  comes  on  the  enemy : 

And,  by  the  ground  they  hide,  I  judge  their  nimiber 

Upon,  or  near,  the  rate  of  thirty  thousand. 

Motcb.  The  just  proportion  that  we  gave  them  out. 

Let's  away  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field  *. 

1  _  Hastings,  and  others.]  "  Within  the  forest  of  Ganltree,"  adds  the  old 
stage-direction  in  the  4to,  with  unusual  particularit  j.  Shakespeare  took  Holinshed 
as  his  authority. 

»  —  their  oppositb.]  t.  e.  Advertary  or  enemy.     See  this  play,  p.  444. 

»  Let's  away  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field.]  This  emendation  of  an  evident 
mishearing  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  the  old  reading  being, 

"  Let  tft  noay  on,  and  face  them  in  the  field." 
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Enter  Westmoreland. 

Arch.  What  well-appointed  leader  fronts  ns  here  P 

Mowb.  I  think  it  is  my  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

JFest.  Health  and  fair  greeting  from  our  general, 
The  prince,  lord  John  and  duke  of  Lancaster. 

Arch.  Say  on,  my  lord  of  Westmoreland,  in  peace, 
What  doth  concern  your  coming  P 

JFest.  Then,  my  lord ', 

Unto  your  grace  do  I  in  chief  address 
The  substance  of  my  speech.     If  that  rebellion 
Came  like  itself,  in  base  and  abject  routs, 
Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  rags  *, 
And  countenanc'd  by  boys,  and  beggary ; 
I  say,  if  damn'd  commotion  so  appeared  *, 
Li  his  true,  native,  and  most  proper  shape. 
You,  reverend  father,  and  these  noble  lords. 
Had  not  been  here,  to  dress  the  ugly  form 
Of  base  and  bloody  insurrection 
With  your  fair  honours.     You,  lord  archbishop, 
Whose  see  is  by  a  civil  peace  maintained  ; 
Whose  beard  the  silver  hand  of  peace  hath  touch'd ; 
Whose  learning  and  good  letters  peace  hath  tutor'd ; 
Whose  white  investments  figure  innocence. 
The  dove  and  very  blessed  spirit  of  peace ; 
Wherefore  do  you  so  ill  translate  yourself. 
Out  of  the  speech  of  peace,  that  bears  such  grace, 

Johnson  truly  states  that  he  never  met  with  sway  used  in  this  sense ;  hut  Steevens 
adduced  two  instances  of  the  employment  of  sway  in  its  ordinary  sense,  and  they 
have  been  retailed  in  our  day,  as  if  they  proved  something  against  the  proposed 
change :  they  only  establish  what  nobody  disputes,  that  to  sway  means  to  move 
in  a  mass  to  and  fro.  Let  us  pass  on  has  been  the  modern  attempt  at  a  para- 
phrase ;  but  it  is  certainly  the  first  time  sway  has  been  attempted  to  be  so  applied. 
The  copyist  or  the  compositor  heard  **  Let's  away  on,"  and  fancied  it  was  Lei  tct 
sway  on,  Mowbray  is  eager  to  lose  no  time  in  meeting  the  enemy.  See  also  p.  420. 

*  Then,  my  lord,]  These  words  are  not  in  the  4to :  they  complete  the  previous 
hemistich,  and  were  added  in  the  folio,  1623. 

*  Led  on  by  bloody  youth,  guarded  with  raos,]  The  old  text  is  **  guarded  with 
rage,"  but  nobody  will  dispute  that  **  rags  "  is  the  true  word,  and  it  is  from  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  singularly  enough  confirmed  again  by  Mr.  Singer's  annotated  copy 
of  the  same  edition.  There  can  therefore  be  no  doubt  about  it.  Warburton 
proposed  heady  for  "  bloody,"  but  if  "  bloody  "  had  been  wrong,  should  we  not 
have  found  that  word  also  corrected  ?  Two  lines  from  the  end  of  this  speech  we 
do  there  find  "  graves,"  of  the  early  impressions,  altered  to  **  glaives,"  which  most 
also  be  right,  the  error  again  probably  having  arisen  from  mishearing. 

«  —  so  APPEARED,]     Old  copies,  so  appear.    Corrected  by  Pope. 
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Into  the  harsh  and  boisterous  tongue  of  war  P 
Turning  your  books  to  glaives,  your  ink  to  bloody 
Your  pens  to  lances,  and  your  tongue  divine 
To  a  loud  trumpet,  and  a  point  of  war  ^  ? 

Arch.  Wherefore  do  I  this  ? — so  the  question  stands : 
Briefly  to  this  end. — ^We  are  all  diseased ; 
And,  with  our  surfeiting,  and  wanton  hours*, 
Have  brought  ourselves  into  a  burning  fever, 
And  we  must  bleed  for  it :  of  which  disease 
Our  late  king,  Richard,  being  infected,  died. 
But,  my  most  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
I  take  not  on  me  here  as  a  physician, 
Nor  do  I,  as  an  enemy  to  peace. 
Troop  in  the  throngs  of  military  men ; 
But,  rather,  show  a  while  like  fearful  war, 
To  diet  rank  minds,  sick  of  happiness. 
And  purge  th'  obstructions,  which  begin  to  stop 
Our  very  veins  of  life.     Hear  me  more  plainly. 
I  have  in  equal  balance  justly  weighed 
What  wrongs  our  arms  may  do,  what  wrongs  we  suffer, 
And  find  our  griefs  heavier  than  our  offences. 
We  see  which  way  the  stream  of  time  doth  run. 
And  are  enforc'd  from  our  most  quiet  chair  * 
By  the  rough  torrent  of  occasion  ; 
And  have  the  summary  of  aU  our  griefs. 
When  time  shall  serve,  to  show  in  articles. 
Which,  long  ere  this,  we  offer'd  to  the  king. 
And  might  by  no  suit  gain  our  audience. 
When  we  are  wrong'd,  and  would  unfold  our  grie&, 
We  are  denied  access  imto  his  person. 
Even  by  those  men  that  most  have  done  us  wrong. 
The  dangers  of  the  days  but  newly  gone. 
Whose  memory  is  written  on  the  earth 

'  —  and  a  point  of  war  ?]  "  And  report  of  war  "  in  the  oorr.  fo.  165®,  and 
probably  rightly,  but  we  forbear  to  alter  "  a  point  of  war/'  because  it  may  be 
Shakespeare's  expression.  Nevertheless,  in  "  Richard  III.,"  A.  ir.  8C.  4,  we  meet 
with  the  phrase,  "  the  clamorous  report  of  war." 

■  And,  with  our  surfeiting,  and  wanton  hours,]  This  and  the  twenty-ftmr 
following  lines  are  not  in  the  4to.  editions  of  this  play. 

•  And  are  enforc'd  from  our  most  quiet  chair]  The  folio,  1623,  has  "  moat 
quiet  there"  another  evident  mishearing,  there  for  "  chair,"  to  which  it  is  changed 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  The  Archbishop  refers  to  his  own  tranquil  seat  in  his 
diocese,  from  which  he  has  been  driven  by  **  the  rough  torrent  of  occasion."  Five 
lines  lower  for  "  our  audience  "  the  corr.  fo.  1632  has  "  an  audience  j"  but  as  this 
alteration  b  not  at  all  required,  we  do  not  displace  the  old  reading. 
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With  yet  appearing  blood,  and  the  examples 
Of  every  minute's  instance,  present  now, 
Have  put  us  in  these  ill-beseeming  arms ; 
Not  to  break  peace,  or  any  branch  of  it, 
But  to  establish  here  a  peace  indeed. 
Concurring  both  in  name  and  quality. 

West.  When  ever  yet  was  your  appeal  denied  ? 
Wherein  have  you  been  galled  by  the  king  ? 
What  peer  hath  been  subom'd  to  grate  on  you. 
That  you  should  seal  this  lawless  bloody  book 
Of  forg'd  rebellion  with  a  seal  divine. 
And  consecrate  commotion's  bitter  edge  *  P 

Arch,  My  brother  general,  the  commonwealth, 
To  brother  bom  an  household  cruelty, 
I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular  *. 

West,  There  is  no  need  of  any  such  redress ; 
Or,  if  there  were,  it  not  belongs  to  jou. 

Mowb.  Why  not  to  him,  in  part,  and  to  us  all. 
That  feel  the  bruises  of  the  days  before. 
And  suffer  the  condition  of  these  times 
To  lay  a  heavy  and  unequal  hand 
Upon  our  honours  ? 

West  0  !  my  good  lord  Mowbray  *, 

Construe  the  times  to  their  necessities. 
And  you  shall  say  indeed,  it  is  the  time. 
And  not  the  king,  that  doth  you  injuries. 
Yet,  for  your  part,  it  not  appears  to  me. 
Either  from  the  king,  or  in  the  present  time. 
That  you  should  have  an  inch  of  any  ground 
To  build  a  grief  on.     Were  you  not  restor'd 
To  all  the  duke  of  Norfolk's  signiories, 

• 

^  And  consecrate  commotion's  bitter  edge  ?]     This  line  is  not  in  the  folio. 

'  I  make  my  quarrel  in  particular.]  The  second  line  of  this  speech  is  omitted 
in  the  folio,  and  is  restored  from  the  4to.  The  whole  is  obscure,  but  Malone, 
following  Monck  Mason,  thus  explains  the  probable  intention  of  the  author : — 
"My  brother-general,  who  is  joined  here  with  me  in  command,  makes  the  com- 
monwealth his  quarreif  t.  e.  has  taken  up  arms  on  account  of  public  grievances ;  a 
particular  injury  done  to  my  own  brother,  is  my  ground  of  quarrel/'  Malone  sup- 
posed a  line  to  have  been  lost,  which  possibly  may  have  been  the  case ;  and  the 
second  line  of  the  Archbishop's  speech  is  said  to  be  wanting  in  some  copies  of  the 
4to.  impressions,  as  well  as  in  the  folio.  It  is  found  in  both  the  4tos.  belonging  to 
the  Duke  of  Devonshire,  and  in  two  others  that  we  have  had  the  opportunity  of 
examining.     The  corr.  fo.  1632  unluckily  affords  us  no  assistance. 

'  O!  my  good  lord  Mowbray,]  This  and  the  thirty-six  (Mr.  Singer  sajt 
thirty.seven)  lines  following  it  are  not  in  the  4to.  edition. 
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Your  noble  and  right- well-remember'd  father's  P 
Mowb.  What  thing,  in  honour,  had  my  father  lost, 

That  need  to  be  reviv'd,  and  breath'd  in  me  P 

The  king  that  lov'd  him,  as  the  state  stood  then, 

Was,  force  perforce,  compeU'd  to  banish  him : 

And  when  that  Harry  Bolingbroke,  and  he  *, 

Being  mounted,  and  both  roused  in  their  seats, 

Their  neighing  coursers  daring  of  the  spur. 

Their  armed  staves  in  charge,  their  beavers  down. 

Their  eyes  of  fire  sparkling  through  sights  of  steel, 

And  the  loud  trumpet  blowing  them  together ; 

Then,  then,  when  there  was  nothing  could  have  stay'd 

My  father  from  the  breast  of  Bolingbroke, 

0 !  when  the  king  did  throw  his  warder  down. 

His  own  life  hung  upon  the  staff  he  threw : 

Then  threw  he  down  himself,  and  all  their  lives. 

That,  by  indictment,  and  by  dint  of  sword, 

Have  since  miscarried  under  Bolingbroke. 

West  You  speak,  lord  Mowbray,  now  you  know  not  what. 

The  earl  of  Hereford  was  reputed  then 

In  England  the  most  valiant  gentleman  : 

Who  knows,  on  whom  fortime  would  then  have  smil'd  P 

But  if  your  father  had  been  victor  there. 

He  ne'er  had  borne  it  out  of  Coventry ; 

For  all  the  country,  in  a  general  voice. 

Cried  hate  upon  him ;  and  all  their  prayers,  and  love. 

Were  set  on  Hereford,  whom  they  doted  on, 

And  bless'd,  and  grac'd,  indeed,  more  than  the  king '. 

But  this  is  mere  digression  from  my  purpose. 

Here  come  I  from  our  princely  general. 

To  know  your  griefs ;  to  tell  you  from  his  grace. 

That  he  will  give  you  audience  ;  and  wherein 

It  shall  appear  that  your  demands  are  just. 

You  shall  enjoy  them ;  every  thing  set  off. 

That  might  so  much  as  think  you  enemies. 

Mowb.  But  he  hath  forc'd  us  to  compel  this  offer, 

*  And  WHEN  THAT  Harry  BoliDgbroke,  and  he,]  It  is  **  And  then  that"  In 
the  folio,  1623,  which  Pope  altered  to  <*  And  when  then,**  bat  the  emendadon 
**  And  when  that,"  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  is  clearly  what  ia  required  :  it  ia  merely 
"  when  "  for  then. 

*  And  bless'd,  and  grac'd,  indeed,  more  than  the  king.]  The  folio,  1 623* 
followed  by  the  three  other  folio  impressions,  corruptly  reads  and  did  for  '*  indeed." 
Thirlby  proposed  the  present  emendation  of  what  was  in  hd  another  mishearingy 
so  frequent  in  this  part  of  the  play. 
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And  It  proceeds  firom  policy,  not  love. 

West,  Mowbray,  you  overween,  to  take  It  so. 
Tills  offer  comes  from  mercy,  not  from  fear ; 
For,  lo !  within  a  ken  our  army  lies, 
Upon  mine  honour,  all  too  confident 
To  give  admittance  to  a  thought  of  fear. 
Our  battle  is  more  ftill  of  names  than  your's, 
Our  men  more  perfect  in  the  use  of  arms. 
Our  armour  all  as  strong,  our  cause  the  best : 
Then,  reason  will  our  hearts  should  be  as  good; 
Say  you  not,  then,  our  offer  is  compelled. 

Mowb,  Well,  by  my  will,  we  shall  admit  no  parley. 

West.  That  argues  but  the  shame  of  your  offence  : 
A  rotten  case  abides  no  handling. 

Hast  Hath  the  prince  John  a  full  commission. 
In  very  ample  virtue  of  his  father. 
To  hear,  and  absolutely  to  determine 
Of  what  conditions  we  shall  stand  upon  P 

West.  That  is  intended  in  the  general's  name. 
I  muse  you  make  so  slight  a  question. 

Arch,  Then  take,  my  lord  of  Westmoreland,  this  schedule, 
For  this  contains  our  general  grievances :         [^Giving  a  p€^[>er. 
Each  several  article  herein  redress'd ; 
All  members  of  our  cause,  both  here  and  hence. 
That  are  inslnew'd  to  this  action, 
Acquitted  by  a  true  substantial  form ; 
And  present  execution  of  our  wills 
To  us,  and  to  our  purposes,  confin'd  * ; 
We  come  within  our  awful  banks  again. 
And  knit  our  powers  to  the  arm  of  peace. 

West,  This  will  I  show  the  general.     Please  you,  lords, 
In  sight  of  both  our  battles  we  may  meet : 
And  either  end  in  peace ',  which  God  so  frame. 
Or  to  the  place  of  difference  call  the  swords 
Which  must  decide  it. 

Arch.  My  lord,  we  will  do  so.    \_Exit  West. 

'  To  us,  and  to  our  purposes,  confin'o  ;]  So  both  the  4to.  and  folio  editions ; 
and  there  is  no  need  of  alteration,  though  Johnson  proposed  eongign*d^  and  it  has 
found  its  way  into  modem  editions :  the  meaning  is,  "  the  execution  of  what  we 
wish  being  confined,  limited,  or  restricted,  to  us  and  to  our  purposes."  The  word 
"  confin'd  "  is  not  altered  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  nor  was  it  to  be  expected.  The 
4to.  omits  "  to  **  to  the  injury  of  the  metre. 

7  And  either  end  in  peace,]  The  old  copies  read,  <<  At  either,"  &c.  Hie 
change  was  made  by  Thirlby,  and  is  confirmed  by  the  oorr.  io.  16:t2. 
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Match,  There  is  a  thing  within  my  bosom  tells  me, 
That  no  conditions  of  our  peace  can  stand. 

Hast,  Fear  you  not  that :  if  we  can  make  our  peace 
Upon  such  large  terms,  and  so  absolute, 
As  our  conditions  shall  consist  upon, 
Our  peace  shall  stand  as  firm  as  rocky  mountains. 

Match.  Ay,  but  our  valuation  shall  be  such, 
That  every  slight  and  false-derived  cause. 
Tea,  every  idle,  nice,  and  wanton  reason, 
Shall  to  the  king  taste  of  this  action  : 
That,  were  our  royal  faiths "  martyrs  in  love. 
We  shall  be  winnowed  with  so  rough  a  wind. 
That  even  our  com  shall  seem  as  light  as  cha£f. 
And  good  from  bad  find  no  partition. 

Arch.  No,  no,  my  lord.     Note  this, — ^the  king  is  weary 
Of  dainty  and  such  picking  grievances ; 
For  he  hath  found,  to  end  one  doubt  by  death 
Revives  two  greater  in  the  heirs  of  life. 
And  therefore  will  he  wipe  his  tables  clean. 
And  keep  no  tell-tale  to  his  memory. 
That  may  repeat  and  history  his  loss 
To  new  remembrance.     For  full  well  he  knows, 
He  cannot  so  precisely  weed  this  land, 
As  his  misdoubts  present  occasion : 
His  foes  are  so  enrooted  with  his  friends. 
That,  plucking  to  unfix  an  enemy. 
He  doth  unfasten  so,  and  shake  a  friend. 
So  that  this  land,  like  an  offensive  wife. 
That  hath  enrag'd  her  man  to  offer  strokes  *, 
As  he  is  striking,  holds  his  infant  up. 
And  hangs  resolved  correction  in  the  arm 
That  was  uprear'd  to  execution. 

Hast.  Besides,  the  king  hath  wasted  all  his  rods 
On  late  offenders,  that  he  now  doth  lack 
The  very  instruments  of  chastisement ; 

'  —  our  ROYAL  faiths]     Perhaps  we  ought  to  read  loyal  faiths. 

*  That  hath  enrag'd  her  man  to  offer  strokes,]  So  the  oorr,  to.  1632,  th« 
usual  reading  being  "  that  hath  enrag*d  him  on  to  offer  strokes/'  There  can  be 
no  doubt  that  '*  her  man  "  is  the  genuine  language  of  Shakespeare,  and  that  the 
objection  that  "  her  man/'  for  her  husband,  was  not  the  phraseology  of  the  poet's 
time,  is  merely  futile ;  for  what  can  be  said  of  the  passage  in  **  Hamlet,"  to  quote 
no  other,  where  (A.  iv.  sc.  3)  it  is  said  **  man  and  wife  is  one  flesh  ?"  Does  not 
"  man "  there  mean  husband,  as  much  as  *<  wife  "  means  wife?  "  Her  man,"  then 
pronounced  broadly,  was  misheard  Aim  on. 
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So  that  his  power,  like  to  a  fangless  lion, 
May  offer,  but  not  hold. 

Arch.  'Tib  very  true : 

And  therefore  be  assur'd,  my  good  lord  marshal, 
If  we  do  now  inake  our  atonement  *"  well. 
Our  peace  will,  like  a  broken  limb  imited. 
Grow  stronger  for  the  breaking. 

Mowh.  Be  it  so. 

Here  is  retum'd  my  lord  of  Westmoreland. 

Re-enter  Westmoreland. 

West,  The  prince  is  here  at  hand.     Pleaseth  your  lordship. 
To  meet  his  grace  just  distance  'tween  our  armies  P 

Mowh.   Tour  grace    of  York,   in   God's  name  then,   set 

forward. 
Arch.  Before,  and  greet  his  grace,  my  lord :  we  come. 

[Eooeunt, 


SCENE  n. 

Another  Part  of  the  Forest. 

Enter,  from  one  side,  Mowbray,  the  Archbish<>p,  Hastings, 
and  others  :  from  the  other  side,  Prince  John  e?/"  Lancaster, 
Westmoreland,  Officers  and  Attendants. 

P.  John.  You  are  well  encoimter*d  here,  my  cousin  Mow- 
bray.— 
Good  day  to  you,  gentle  lord  archbishop ; 
And  so  to  you,  lord  Hastings, — and  to  aU. — 
My  lord  of  York,  it  better  show'd  with  you, 
TVTien  that  your  flock,  assembled  by  the  bell. 
Encircled  you  to  hear  with  reverence 
Your  exposition  on  the  holy  text. 
Than  now  to  see  you  here  an  iron  man  ", 
Cheering  a  rout  of  rebels  with  your  drum, 
Turning  the  word  to  sword,  and  life  to  death. 
That  man  that  sits  within  a  monarch's  heart. 
And  ripens  in  the  sunshine  of  his  favour, 

*•  —  make  our  atonement]  i.  e.  Our  ai-one-ment,  or  reconciliation. 
1'  Than  now  to  see  yon  here  an  iron  man,]  After  "  man  "  the  4to.  edition  adds 
quite  onneoessarily,  and  to  the  injury  of  the  line,  talking. 
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Would  he  abuse  the  countenance  of  the  king. 

Alack  !  what  mischiefs  might  he  set  abroach, 

In  shadow  of  such  greatness.     With  you,  lord  bishop. 

It  is  even  so.     Who  hath  not  heard  it  spoken, 

How  deep  you  were  within  the  books  of  God  ? 

To  us,  the  speaker  in  his  parliament ; 

To  us,  th'  imagin'd  voice  of  God  himself; 

The  very  opener  and  inteUigencer, 

Between  the  grace,  the  sanctities  of  heaven, 

And  our  dull  workings :  0 !  who  shall  believe,  * 

But  you  misuse  the  reverence  of  your  place. 

Employ  the  countenance  and  grace  of  heaven, 

As  a  false  favourite  doth  his  prince's  name, 

In  deeds  dishonourable  P    You  have  taken  up. 

Under  the  counterfeited  seal  of  God  *, 

The  subjects  of  his  substitute,  my  father ; 

And,  both  against  the  peace  of  heaven  and  him. 

Have  here  up-swarm'd  them. 

Arch,  Good  my  lord  of  Lancaster, 

I  am  not  here  against  your  father's  peace ; 
But,  as  I  told  my  lord  of  Westmoreland, 
The  time  misorder'd  doth,  in  common  sense. 
Crowd  us,  and  crush  us  to  this  monstrous  form 
To  hold  our  safety  up.     I  sent  your  grace 
The  parcels  and  particulars  of  our  grief; 
The  which  hath  been  with  scorn  shov'd  from  the  court. 
Whereon  this  Hydra-son  of  war  is  bom ; 
Whose  dangerous  eyes  may  well  be  charm'd  asleep, 
With  grant  of  our  most  just  and  right  desires. 
And  true  obedience,  of  this  madness  cur'd. 
Stoop  tamely  to  the  foot  of  majesty. 

Mowh,  If  not,  we  ready  are  to  try  our  fortunes 
To  the  last  man. 

Hast,  And  though  we  here  fall  down. 

We  have  supplies  to  second  our  attempt : 
If  they  miscarry,  their's  shall  second  them ; 
And  so  success  of  mischief*  shall  be  bom, 

»  Under  the  counterfeited  seal  of  God,]  It  is  "  zeal  of  God  "  in  the  4to.  and 
folios,  but  necessarily  amended  to  •*  seal  of  God  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  Mr. 
Singer  is  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  admitting  the  change,  but  in  this  instance  with 
due  acknowledgment.  The  "  seal  divine  "  which  the  Archbishop  is  charged  with 
counterfeiting,  has  before  been  mentioned  by  Westmoreland  on  p.  488. 

'  —  success  of  mischief]     Perhaps  tueeeuive  mischief,  another  mil' 
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And  heir  from  heir  shall  hold  this  quarrel  up, 
Whiles  England  shall  have  generation. 

P.  John.  You  are  too  shallow,  Hastings,  much  too  shallow. 
To  sound  the  bottom  of  the  after-times. 

We%t.  Pleaseth  your  grace,  to  answer  them  directly, 
How  far-forth  you  do  like  their  articles. 

P.  John,  I  like  them  all,  and  do  allow  them  well  : 
And  swear,  here,  by  the  honour  of  my  blood. 
My  father's  purposes  have  been  mistook ; 
And  some  abotit  him  have  too  lavishly 
Wrested  his  meaning,  and  authority. — 
My  lord,  these  griefs  shall  be  with  speed  redress'd ; 
Upon  my  soul,  they  shall.     If  this  may  please  you, 
Discharge  your  powers  unto  their  several  counties. 
As  we  will  our's ;  and  here,  between  the  armies, 
Let's  drink  together  friendly,  and  embrace. 
That  all  their  eyes  m'ay.bear  those  tokens  home, 
Of  o\ir  restored  love,  and  amity. 

Arch,  I  take  your  princely  word  for  these  redresses. 

[  Wine  hrought. 

P,  John,  I  give  it  you,  and  will  maintain  my  word : 
And  thereupon  I  drink  unto  your  grace.  [^Drinks. 

Hast.   Go,  captain,    \_To  an  Officer."]    and  deliver  to  the 
army 
This  news  of  peace :  let  them  have  pay,  and  part. 
I  know,  it  will  well  please  them :  hie  thee,  captain. 

lExit  Officer. 

Arch,  To  you,  my  noble  lord  of  Westmoreland.       [Drinks. 

West.  I  pledge  your  grace:   [Drinks,']   and,  if  you  knew 
what  pains 
I  have  bestowed  to  breed  this  present  peace. 
You  would  drink  freely ;  but  my  love  to  you 
Shall  show  itself  more  openly  hereafter. 

Arch.  I  do  not  doubt  you. 

West.  I  am  glad  of  it. — 

Health  to  my  lord,  and  gentle  cousin,  Mowbray.       [Drinks  *. 

Mmcb.  You  wish  me  health  in  very  happy  season ; 
For  I  am,  on  the  sudden,  something  ill. 

Arch.  Against  ill  chances  men  are  ever  merry, 
But  heaviness  foreruns  the  good  event. 

*  Driolu.]  This  and  the  preceding  stage-directions  of  the  same  kind  are  fit>ni 
the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  are  evidently  necessary.  It  is  not  stated  in  any  of  the  old 
copies  even  when  the  wine  is  brought. 
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West.  Therefore  be  meny,  coz ;  since  sudden  sorrow 
Serves  to  say  thus, — some  good  thing  conies  to-morrow. 

Arch.  BeKeve  me,  I  am  passing  light  in  spirit. 

Motcb.  So  much  the  worse,  if  your  own  rule  be  true. 

[^ShouU  within. 

P.  John.  The  word  of  peace  is  rendered. — ^Hark,  how  they 
shout ! 

Mowh.  This  had  been  cheerful,  after  victory. 

Arch.  A  peace  is  of  the  nature  of  a  conquest, 
For  then  both  parties  nobly  are  subdued, 
And  neither  party  loser. 

P.  John.  Go,  my  lord, 

And  let  our  army  be  discharged  too. — 

[Exit  Westmoreland. 
And,  good  my  lord,  so  please  you,  let  your  trains  * 
March  by  us,  that  we  may  peruse  the  men 
We  should  have  cop'd  withal. 

Arch.  Go,  good  lord  Hastings ; 

And,  ere  they  be  dismissed,  let  them  march  by. 

[Exit  Hastings. 

P.  John.  I  trust,  lords,  we  shall  lie  to-night  together. — 

Re-enter  Westmoreland. 

Now,  cousin,  wherefore  stands  our  army  still  P 

West.  The  leaders  having  charge  from  you  to  stand, 

Will  not  go  oflF  until  they  hear  you  speak. 
P.  John.  They  know  their  duties. 

Re-enter  Hastings. 

Hast.  My  lord,  our  army  is  dispersed  already*. 
Like  youthful  steers,  unyok'd,  they  take  their  courses 
East,  west,  north,  south ;  or,  like  a  school  broke  up, 
Each  hurries  toward  his  home,  and  sporting-place. 

West.  Good  tidings,  my  lord  Hastings ;  for  the  which 
I  do  arrest  thee,  traitor,  of  high  treason : — 

<  —  let  TOUR  trains]  It  is  "  our  trains  "  in  the  4to.  and  folio  copies,  but 
Prince  John  could  not  wish  to  see  his  own  trains,  but  those  with  whom  his  troops 
were  to  have  "  coped."  Our  is  amended  to  "  your  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  In 
accordance  with  this  request  by  Prince  John,  the  Archbishop  tells  Hastings  to  let 
the  troops  that  had  come  with  them  '*  march  by." 

»  My  lord,  our  army  is  dispersed  ab-eady.]  The  folio  has  only,  "  Our  army  is 
dispersed :"  •'  already  "  is  from  the  4to. 
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And  you,  lord  archbishop, — and  you,  lord  Mowbray ; 
Of  capital  treason  I  attach  you  both. 

Mowb.  Is  this  proceeding  just  and  honourable  P 

JFesL  Is  your  assembly  so  P 

Arch.  Will  you  thus  break  your  faith  P 

P.  John.  I  pawn'd  thee  none. 

I  promised  you  redress  of  these  same  grievances. 
Whereof  you  did  complain ;  which,  by  mine  honour, 
I  will  perform  with  a  most  christian  care. 
But,  for  you,  rebels,  look  to  taste  the  due 
Meet  for  rebellion,  and  such  acts  as  your's*. 
Most  shallowly  did  you  these  arms  commence. 
Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolishly  sent  hence '. — 
Strike  up  our  drums !  pursue  the  scattered  stray ; 
Heaven,  and  not  we,  hath  safely  fought  to-day. — 
Some  guard  these  traitors  to  the  block  of  death. 
Treason's  true  bed,  and  yielder  up  of  breath,  [£!xeunL 


SCENE  III. 

Another  Part  of  the  Forest. 

Alarums:  Excursions.  Enter  Falshhaff  and Goi^yil'e,  meeting. 

Fal.  What's  your  name,  sir  P  of  what  condition  are  you ; 
and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ■  P 

Cole.  I  am  a  knight,  sir ;  and  my  name  is  Colevile  of  the 
dale. 

Fal.  Well  then,  Colevile  is  your  name,  a  knight  is  your 
degree,  and  your  place,  the  dale  :  Colevile  shall  still  be  your 
name,  a  traitor  your  degree,  and  the  dungeon  your  dale, — a 
dale  deep  enough  * ;  so  shall  you  be  still  Colevile  of  the  dale. 

Cole.  Are  not  you  sir  John  Falstaff  P 

Fal.  As  good  a  man  as  he,  sir,  whoe'er  I  am.     Do  ye  yield, 

•  —  and  such  acts  as  your's.]  These  words  are  only  in  the  folio :  in  the  4 to. 
the  line  is  left  imperfect. 

f  Fondly  brought  here,  and  foolishly  sent  hence.]  This  line  shows  the  way  in 
which  "  fondly  "  and  **  foolishly  "  were  of  old  used  as  synonymous  terms. 

•  —  and  of  what  place,  I  pray  ?]     The  4to.  has  not  the  words  "  I  pray." 

•  —  a  DALE  deep  enough ;]  The  ioke,  such  as  it  is,  is  lost  as  the  words  have 
been  always  misprinted  "  and  the  dungeon  your  place, — &  place  deep  enough  ;  so 
shall  you  be  still  Colevile  of  the  dale."  The  corr.  fo.  1632  properly  alters  place 
in  both  instances,  as  it  stands  in  our  test. 
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sir,  or  shall  I  sweat  for  you  P  If  I  do  sweat,  they  are  the 
drops  of  tliy  lovers ',  and  they  weep  for  thy  death :  tiierefore, 
rouse  up  fear  and  trembling,  and  do  observance  to  my  mercy. 

Cole.  I  think,  you  are  sir  John  Falstaff,  and  in  that  thought 
yield  me. 

FaL  I  have  a  whole  school  of  tongues  in  this  belly  of  mine, 
and  not  a  tongue  of  them  all  speaks  any  other  word  but  my 
name.  An  I  had  but  a  belly  of  any  indifferency,  I  were 
amply  the  most  active  fellow  in  Europe :  my  womb,  my 
womb,  my  womb  imdoes  me. — Here  comes  our  general. 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancaster,  Westmoreland,  and 

others. 

P.  John.  The  heat  is  past,  follow  no  farther  now. — 
Call  in  the  powers,  good  cousin  Westmoreland. — 

[Exit  West. 
Now,  Falstaff,  where  have  you  been  all  this  while  P 
When  every  thing  is  ended,  then  you  come  : 
These  tardy  tricks  of  your's  will,  on  my  life. 
One  time  or  other  break  some  gallows'  back. 

Fal.  I  would  be  sorry,  my  lord,  but  it  should  be  thus  :  I 
never  knew  yet,  but  rebuke  and  check  was  the  reward  of 
valour.  Do  you  think  me  a  swallow,  an  arrow,  or  a  bullet  P 
have  I,  in  my  poor  and  old  motion,  the  expedition  of  thought  P 
I  have  speeded  hither  with  the  very  extremestinch  of  possi- 
bility :  I  have  foundered  nine-score  and  odd  posts ;  and  here, 
travel-tainted  as  I  am,  have,  in  my  pure  and  immaculate 
valour,  taken  sir  John  Colevile  of  the  dale,  a  most  furious 
knight,  and  valorous  enemy.  But  what  of  that  ?  he  saw  me, 
and  yielded ;  that  I  may  justly  say  with  the  hook-nosed 
fellow  of  Rome  *,  I  came,  saw,  and  over-came. 

P.  John.  It  was  more  of  his  courtesy  than  your  deserving. 

FaL  1  know  not :  here  he  is,  and  here  I  yield  him,  and  I 
beseech  your  grace,  let  it  be  booked  with  the  rest  of  this  day's 

'  —  they  are  the  drops  of  thy  lovers  J  i.  *.  Of  persons  who  love  thee :  this  use 
of  the  word  **  loyer  "  was  constant  in  Shakespeare's  day,  and  is  frequent  in  Shake- 
speare's text.  See  two  instances  in  the  same  scene  in  "  The  Merchant  of  Venice," 
A.  iii.  sc.  4.  In  A.  iv.  sc.  1  of  the  same  play  (Vol.  ii.  p.  330)  "lover"  is  mis- 
printed love  in  the  old  copies. 

»  —  the  hook-nosed  fellow  of  Rome,]  The  4to.  adds  nnintelligiibly  "their 
cousin  "  after  *•  Rome."  Possibly  Falstaff  meant  to  claim  relationship,  in  point 
of  valour,  with  Julius  desar,  and  called  him  "  my  cousin."  Some  have  supposed 
that  "  their  cousin  "  ought  to  be  read  Mere,  Catar,  and  such  a  misprint  might 
easily  hare  been  introduced. 

VOL.  III.  K  k 
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deeds ;  or,  by  the  lord,  I  will  have  it  in  a  particular  ballad 
else,  with  mine  own  picture  on  the  top  of  it,  Colevile  kissing 
my  foot.  To  the  which  course  if  I  be  enforced,  if  you  do  not 
all  show  like  gUt  two-pences  to  me,  and  I,  in  the  clear  sky  of 
fame,  o'ershine  you  as  much  as  the  full  moon  doth  the  cinders 
of  the  element,  which  show  like  pins'  heads  to  her,  believe 
not  the  word  of  the  noble.  Therefore  let  me  have  right,  and 
let  desert  mount. 

P.  John,  Thine's  too  heavy  to  mount. 

Fah  Let  it  shine  then. 

P.  John,  Thine's  too  thick  to  shine. 

Fal,  Let  it  do  something,  my  good  lord,  that  may  do  me 
good,  and  call  it  what  you  will. 

P.  John,  Is  thy  name  Colevile  ? 

CoU.  It  is,  my  lord, 

P.  John,  A  famous  rebel  art  thou,  Colevile. 

Fal,  And  a  famous  true  subject  took  him. 

Coh,  I  am,  my  lord,  but  as  my  betters  are. 
That  led  me  hither :  had  they  been  rul'd  by  me. 
You  should  have  won  them  dearer  than  you  have. 

Fal,  I  know  not  how  they  sold  themselves,  but  thou,  like  a 
kind  fellow,  gavest  thyself  away  gratis  * ;  and  I  thank  thee 
for  thee. 

Re-enter  Westmoreland. 

P.  John,  Now,  have  you  left  pursuit  P 

We%t,  Retreat  is  made,  and  execution  stay'd. 

P.  John,  Send  Colevile,  with  his  confederates. 
To  York,  to  present  execution. — 
Blunt,  lead  him  hence,  and  see  you  guard  him  sure. 

\_Exii  Colevile  guarded. 
And  now  despatch  we  toward  the  court,  my  lords. 
I  hear,  the  king  my  father  is  sore  sick : 
Our  news  shall  go  before  us  to  his  majesty, — 
Which,  cousin,  you  shall  bear, — to  comfort  him ; 
And  we  with  sober  speed  will  follow  you. 

Fal,  My  lord,  I  beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  go  through 
Glostershire ;  and,  when  you  come  to  court,  stand  my  good 
lord,  pray,  in  your  good  report '. 

*  —  gavest  thyself  away  gratis  ;]     So  the  4to  :  the  folio  omits  "gratis." 

*  —  stand  my  good  lord,  pray,  in  your  good  report.]  The  meaning  clearly  is, 
that  Falstafr  asks  Prince  John  to  stand  his  good  lord,  or  his  good  friend,  in  the 
report  he  makes  to  the  King.    The  folio  inserts  **  pray,"  not  found  in  the  4to,  as 
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P.  John,  Fare  you  well,  Falstaff :  I,  in  my  conditioiiy 
Shall  better  speak  of  you  than  you  deserve.  [Exit. 

FaL  I  would,  you  had  but  the  wit :  'twere  better  than  your 
dukedom. — Good  faith,  this  same  young  sober-blooded  boy 
doth  not  love  me,  nor  a  man  cannot  make  him  laugh ;  but 
that's  no  marvel,  he  drinks  no  wine.  There's  never  any  of 
these  demure  boys  come  to  any  proof,  for  thin  drink  doth  so 
over-cool  their  blood,  and  making  many  fish-meals,  that  they 
fall  into  a  kind  of  male  green-sickness  ;  and  then,  when  they 
marry,  they  get  wenches.  They  are  generally  fools  and 
cowards,  which  some  of  us  should  be  too,  but  for  inflammation. 
A  good  sherris-sack  hath  a  two-fold  operation  in  it  * :  it 
ascends  me  into  the  brain ;  dries  me  there  all  the  foolish,  and 
dull,  and  cruddy  vapours  which  environ  it ;  makes  it  appre- 
hensive, quick,  forgetive,  full  of  nimble,  fiery,  and  delectable 
shapes  ;  which,  delivered  o'er  to  the  voice,  (the  tongue)  which 
is  the  birth,  becomes  excellent  wit.  The  second  property  of 
your  excellent  sherris  is  the  warming  of  the  blood ;  which, 
before  cold  and  settled,  left  the  liver  white  and  pale,  which  is 
the  badge  of  pusillanimity  and  cowardice:  but  the  sherris 
warms  it,  and  makes  it  course  from  the  inwards  to  the  parts 
extreme.  It  illumineth  the  face,  which,  as  a  beacon,  gives 
warning  to  all  the  rest  of  this  little  kingdom,  man,  to  arm ; 
and  then  the  vital  commoners,  and  inland  i)etty  spirits, 
muster  me  all  to  their  captain,  the  heart,  who,  great  and 
puffed  up  with  this  retinue,  doth  any  deed  of  courage ;  and 
this  valour  comes  of  sherris.  So  that  skill  in  the  weapon  is 
nothing  without  sack,  for  that  sets  it  a- work ;  and  learning 
a  mere  hoard  of  gold  kept  by  a  devil,  till  sack  commences  it, 
and  sets  it  in  act  and  use  •.     Hereof  comes  it,  that  prince 

if  to  complete  the  measure,  and  as  if  a  couplet  might  have  been  intended,  though 
not  80  printed : — 

*'  Through  Glostershire ;  and  when  you  come  to  court, 
Stand  my  good  lord,  pray^  in  your  good  report.'' 
The  jingle  may,  however,  have  been  purely  accidental. 

*  A  good  SHERRIS-SACK  hath  a  two-fold  operation  in  it :]  i.  e.  Sack  from  Xeres, 
in  Spain,  commonly  called  sherry :  "  sherris  "  is  nearer  the  right  pronunciation  of 
the  word  than  our  sherry.  Minsheu  in  his  Spanish  Dictionary,  161 7»  thus  de- 
scribes Xeres  *'  oppidum  Bsetics,  t.  e.  Andalusia,  prope  Cadiz,  unde  nomen  vini 
de  Xeres,  Anglice  Xeres  sack." 

^  —  till  sack  COMMENCES  it,  and  sets  it  in  act  and  use.]  '*  It  seems  probable 
to  me,''  says  Tyrwhitt,  "  that  Shakespeare  in  these  words  alludes  to  the  Cambridge 
Commencement ;  and  in  what  follows  to  the  Oxford  Act :  for  by  those  diflfereot 
names  our  two  universities  have  long  distinguished  the  season,  at  which  each  of 
them  gif  es  to  her  respective  students  a  complete  authority  to  twt  those  hoardt  qf 
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Harry  is  valiant ;  for  the  cold  blood  lie  did  naturally  inherit 
of  his  father,  he  hath,  like  lean,  sterile,  and  bare  land, 
manured,  husbanded,  and  tilled,  with  excellent  endeayour  of 
drinking  good,  and  good  store  of  fertile  sherris,  that  he  is 
become  very  hot,  and  valiant.  If  I  had  a  thousand  sons,  the 
first  human  principle'  I  would  teach  them  should  be,  to 
forswear  thin  potations,  and  to  addict  themselves  to  sack. 

Unter  Babdolph, 

How  now,  Bardolph  P 

Bard.  The  army  is  discharged  aU,  and  gone. 

Fal.  Let  them  go. — I'll  through  Glostershire ;  and  there 
will  I  visit  master  Robert  Shallow,  esquire:  I  have  him 
already  tempering  between  my  finger  and  my  thumb,  and 
shortly  wiU  I  seal  with  him  '.—-Come  away.  [^Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

Westminster.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Unter  King  Henry,  Clarence,  Prince  Humphrey,  Warwick, 

and  others. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  lords,  if  God  doth  give  successfiil  end 
To  this  debate  that  bleedeth  at  our  doors. 
We  will  our  youth  lead  on  to  higher  fields. 
And  draw  no  swords  but  what  are  sanctified. 
Our  navy  is  addressed  •,  our  power  collected. 
Our  substitutes  in  absence  well  invested. 
And  every  thing  lies  level  to  our  wish : 
Only,  we  want  a  little  personal  strength. 
And  pause  us,  till  these  rebels,  now  afoot, 
Gome  underneath  the  yoke  of  government. 

Uaming  which  hare  entitled  them  to  their  seTeral  degrees  in  arts,  law,  physic, 
and  divinity." 

•  —  the  first  human  principle]     The  folio,  1623,  omits  "  human." 

^  —  and  shortly  will  I  seal  with  him.]  He  alludes  of  course  to  the  practice  of 
"  tempering  "  or  softening  wax,  before  it  was  applied  to  the  purpose  of  sealing. 
A  soft  kind  of  wax  was  formerly  used ;  and  one  of  the  offices  connected  with  the 
Great  Seal  was  that  of  wax- chaffer,  a  person  whose  duty  it  was  to  rub  and  temper 
the  wax,  until  it  was  fit  to  receive  the  impression. 

*  Our  navy  is  addrxss'd,]  i.  e.  Ready,  prepared.  See  Vol.  ii.  p.  245  and  900. 
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War.  Both  which,  we  doubt  not  but  your  majesty 
Shall  soon  enjoy. 

K,  Sen.  Humphrey,  my  son  of  Gloster, 

Where  is  the  prince  your  brother  ? 
.  P.  Humph.    I  think,  he's  gone   to   hunt,    my  lord,  at 
Windsor. 

K.  Sen.  And  how  accompanied  P 

P.  Humph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord. 

K.  Hen.    Is  not  his  brother,  Thomas  of  Clarence,  with 
himP 

P.  Humph.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  is  in  presence  here. 

Cla.  What  would  my  lord  and  father  ? 

K.  Hen.  Nothing  but  well  to  thee,  Thomas  of  Clarence. 
How  chance  thou  art  not  with  the  prince  thy  brother  P 
He  loyes  thee,  and  thou  dost  neglect  him,  Thomas. 
Thou  hast  a  better  place  in  his  affection 
Than  aU  thy  brothers :  cherish  it,  my  boy, 
And  noble  offices  thou  mayst  effect 
Of  mediation,  after  I  am  dead, 
Between  his  greatness  and  thy  other  brethren : 
Therefore  omit  him  not :  blunt  not  his  love, 
Nor  lose  the  good  advantage  of  his  grace, 
By  seeming  cold,  or  careless  of  his  will, 
For  he  is  gracious,  if  he  be  observed. 
He  hath  a  tear  for  pity,  and  a  hand 
Open  as  day  for  melting  charity ; 
Yet,  notwithstanding,  beiag  incens'd,  he^s  flint, 
As  humorous  as  winter,  and  as  sudden 
As  flaws  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day '. 
His  temper,  therefore,  must  be  well  observed : 
Chide  him  for  faults,  and  do  it  reverently 

9  —  congealed  in  the  spring  of  day  ]  *' Alluding,"  says  Warborton,  **  to  the 
opinion  of  some  philosophers,  that  the  vapoors  being  congealed  in  the  air  by  cold 
(which  is  most  intense  towards  the  morning),  and  being  afterwards  rarified  and  let 
loose  by  the  warmth  of  the  sun,  occasion  those  sudden  and  impetuoos  gusts  of 
wind  which  are  ctiXeAflawt."  Malone  quoted  the  following  beautif&l  parallel  from 
Shakespeare's  "  Lover's  Complaint,''  which  we  repeat,  because  Mr.  Singer,  no  doubt, 
extracting  it  second-hand,  commits  a  blunder,  much  to  the  detriment  of  the  pas- 
sage as  it  stands  in  the  original : — 

**  His  qualities  were  beauteous  as  his  form, 

For  maiden-tongu'd  he  was,  and  thereof  free ; 
Yet,  if  men  mov'd  him,  he  was  such  a  storm 
As  oft  'twizt  May  and  April  is  to  see, 
When  winds  breathe  sweet,  unruly  though  they  be." 
For  this  poem  see  ovr  Sixth  Volume.   Maboe  first  introduced  the  error. 
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When  you  perceive  his  blood  inclin'd  to  mirth, 

But,  being  moody,  give  him  line  and  scope  \ 

Till  that  his  passions,  like  a  whale  on  ground. 

Confound  themselves  with  working.     Leam  this,  ThomaSy 

And  thou  shalt  prove  a  shelter  to  thy  friends, 

A  hoop  of  gold  to  bind  thy  brothers  in. 

That  the  imitcd  vessel  of  their  blood. 

Mingled  with  venom  of  suggestion ', 

(As,  force  perforce,  the  age  will  pour  it  in  *) 

Shall  never  leak,  though  it  do  work  as  strong 

As  aconitum,  or  rash  gunpowder. 

Cla,  I  shall  observe  him  with  all  care  and  love. 

K,  Hen,    Why    art    thou    not    at   Windsor   with    him, 
Thomas? 

Cla,  He  is  not  there  to-day :  he  dines  in  London. 

K,  Hen,  And  how  accompanied  ?  canst  thou  tell  that  *  P 

Cla,  AVith  Poins,  and  other  his  continual  followers. 

K,  Hen,  Most  subject  is  the  fattest  soil  to  weeds. 
And  he,  the  noble  image  of  my  youth. 
Is  overspread  with  them :  therefore,  my  grief 
Stretches  itself  beyond  the  hour  of  death. 
The  blood  weeps  from  my  heart,  when  I  do  shape, 
In  forms  imaginary,  th'  unguided  days, 
And  rotten  times,  that  you  shall  look  upon 
When  I  am  sleeping  with  my  ancestors. 
For  when  his  headstrong  riot  hath  no  curb. 
When  rage  and  hot  blood  are  his  counsellors, 
When  means  and  lavish  manners  meet  together, 
0,  with  what  wings  shall  his  affections  fly 
Towards  fronting  peril,  and  oppos'd  decay ! 

War,  My  gracious  lord,  you  look  beyond  him  quite. 
The  prince  but  studies  his  companions. 
Like  a  strange  tongue :  wherein,  to  gain  the  language, 
*Tis  needful  that  the  most  inmiodest  word 

*  —  give  hiih  line  and  scope,]  The  4to,  to  the  injury  of  the  metaphor,  reads, 
«g^ve  him  time  and  scope/' 

'  Mingled  with  venom  of  sugokstion,]  ''  Suggestion ''  here,  as  in  many  other 
places,  means  temptation, 

*  (As,  FORCE  PERFORCE,  the  age  will  pour  it  in)]  We  have  had  the  expression 
"  force  perforce  "  near  the  commencement  of  this  Act,  p.  489,  and  previously  in 
"  King  John,"  A.  iii.  sc.  1 .  "Of  force,"  as  we  have  seen  in  " Midsummer-Night's 
Dream,"  A.  iii.  sc.  1  and  2,  means  of  necessity .-  and  "  force  perforce  "  is  equiTa- 
lent  to  in  spite  of  every  thing,  in  defiance  of  all  opposition. 

*  —  canst  thou  tell  that  ?]     These  words  are  only  in  the  folio. 
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Be  look'd  upon,  and  leam'd ;  which,  once  attained, 
Your  highness  knows,  comes  to  no  farther  use, 
But  to  be  known,  and  hated.     So,  like  gross  terms. 
The  prince  will,  in  the  perfectness  of  time. 
Cast  off  his  followers,  and  their  memory 
Shall  as  a  pattern  or  a  measure  live, 
By  which  his  grace  must  mete  the  lives  of  others, 
Turning  past  evils  to  advantages. 

K.  Hen.  'Tis  seldom  when  the  bee  doth  leave  her  comb 
In  the  dead  carrion  •.  [^Enter  Westmoreland.]  Who's  here  P 
Westmoreland  P 

West  Health  to  my  sovereign,  and  new  happiness 
Added  to  that  that  I  am  to  deliver ! 
Prince  John,  your  son,  doth  kiss  your  grace's  hand : 
Mowbray,  the  bishop  Scroop,  Hastings,  and  all, 
Are  brought  to  the  correction  of  your  law. 
There  is  not  now  a  rebel's  sword  unsheath'd, 
But  peace  puts  forth  her  olive  every  where. 
The  manner  how  this  action  hath  been  borne, 
Here  at  more  leisure  may  your  highness  read, 
With  every  course  in  his  particular.  [Presenting  a  paper. 

K.  Hen.  0  Westmoreland !  thou  art  a  simmier  bird. 
Which  ever  iu  the  haunch  of  winter  sings 
The  lifting  up  of  day.    [Enter  Harooubt.]    Look!    here's 
more  news. 

Har.  From  enemies  heaven  keep  your  majesty ; 
And,  when  they  stand  against  you,  may  they  faJl 
As  those  that  I  am  come  to  tell  you  of. 
The  earl  Northumberland,  and  the  lord  Bardolph, 
With  a  great  power  of  English  and  of  Scots, 
Are  by  the  sheriff  of  Yorkshire  overthrown. 
The  manner  and  true  order  of  the  fight. 
This  packet,  please  it  you,  contains  at  large. 

[Oiving  a  packet. 

K.  Hen.  And  wherefore  should  these  good  news  make  me 
sickP 
Will  fortune  never  come  with  both  hands  ftdl, 


^  In  the  dead  carrion.]  *'  As  the  bee/'  sajs  Johnson,  "  having  once  placed  her 
comb  in  a  carcase,  stays  by  her  honey,  so  he,  that  haa  once  taken  pleasure  in  bad 
company,  will  continue  to  associate  with  those  that  have  the  art  of  pleasing  him." 
This  explanation  is,  perhaps,  a  little  more  than  was  meant  by  the  poet,  who  only 
says,  that  it  is  rare  for  the  bee  to  abandon  her  comb,  when  she  has  placed  it  in 
dead  carrion.    The  rest  may  be  inferred. 
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But  write  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters '  P 

She  either  gives  a  stomach,  and  no  food, — 

Such  are  the  poor,  in  health ;  or  else  a  feast. 

And  takes  away  the  stomach, — such  are  the  rich, 

That  have  abundance,  and  enjoy  it  not. 

I  should  rejoice  now  at  this  happy  news. 

And  now  my  sight  fails,  and  my  brain  is  giddy. — 

O  me !  come  near  me ;  now  I  am  much  ill.  [^Falb  back '. 

P.  Humph.  Comfort,  your  majesty ! 

Cla.  0  my  royal  father ! 

West.  My  sovereign  lord,  cheer  up  yourself:  look  up. 

War.  Be  patient,  princes :  you  do  know,  these  fits 
Are  with  his  highness  very  ordinary. 
Stand  from  him,  give  him  air ;  he'll  straight  be  well. 

Cla.  No,  no ;  he  cannot  long  hold  out  these  pangs. 
Th'  incessant  care  and  labour  of  his  mind 
Hath  wrought  the  mure,  that  should  confine  it  in. 
So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out  * . 

P.  Humph.  The  people  fear  me ' !  for  they  do  observe 
TJnfather'd  heirs,  and  loathly  births  of  nature : 
The  seasons  change  their  manners,  as  the  year 
Had  found  some  months  asleep,  and  leap'd  them  over. 

Cla.  The  river  hath  thrice  flow'd,  no  ebb  between ; 
And  the  old  folk,  time's  doting  chronicles. 
Say,  it  did  so,  a  little  time  before 
That  our  great  grandsire,  Edward,  sick'd  and  died. 


'  But  WRITE  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  letters  ?]  So  the  folio :  the  4to. 
gives  the  line  as  follows  : — 

"  But  wet  her  fair  words  still  in  foulest  terms  7" 

^  Falls  back.]  There  are  here  no  stage-directions  in  the  old  editions,  and  thej 
are  all  supplied  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  It  has  been  usual  to  place  here  in  the 
margin  SwoonSf  but  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  it  is  Falls  back,  {not  swounSf  or  swoundSf 
as  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  usually  prints  it,)  as  we  may  suppose,  into  the  arms  of  his 
sons  Humphrey  and  Clarence,  thus  leaving  us  in  doubt  as  to  the  precise  effect  of 
the  King's  illness,  until  it  is  afterwards  stated. 

'  So  thin,  that  life  looks  through,  and  will  break  out]   Malone  and  others  have 
pointed  out  the  following  parallel  passage  in   Daniel's   "Civil  Wars,"    1595, 
Book  iii.  st.  116,  where  that  poet  is  speaking  of  the  illness  of  Henry  IV. 
*'  Wearing  the  wall  so  thin,  that  now  the  mind 
Might  well  look  thorough,  and  his  frailty  find.'' 
Steevens,  referring  to  this  couplet,  quotes  from  some  later  edition,  in  which  the 
lines  were  considerably  altered  :  Daniel  seldom  reprinted  a  work  without  making 
changes  in  it     The  words  in  the  text,  "  and  will  break  out,"  are  from  the  folio. 

*  The  people  fear  me  !J  i.  e.  Alarm  me,  or  make  me  fear.  By  *'  unfather'd 
heirs,"  in  the  next  line,  Johnson  rightly  understands  **  animals  that  had  no  animal 
progenitors.' 
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War.  Speak  lower,  princes,  for  the  king  recovers. 

P.  Humph.  This  apoplexy  will,  certain,  be  his  end. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  you,  take  me  up,  and  bear  me  hence 
Into  some  other  chamber :  softly,  pray '. 

IThej/ place  the  King  an  a  Bed  in  an  inner  part 
of  the  room  *. 
Let  there  be  no  noise  made,  my  gentle  Mends ; 
Unless  some  dull  and  favourable  hand 
Will  whisper  music  to  my  weary  spirit. 

War.  Call  for  the  music  in  the  other  room. 

JT.  Hen.  Set  me  the  crown  upon  my  pillow  here. 

Cla.  His  eye  is  hollow,  and  he  changes  much. 

War.  Less  noise,  less  noise  I 

Unter  Prince  Henry. 

P.  Hen.  Who  saw  the  duke  of  Clarence  P 

Cla.  I  am  here,  brother,  full  of  heaviness. 

P.  Hen.  How  now  I  rain  withia  doors,  and  none  abroad  I 
How  doth  the  king  ? 

P.  Humph.  Exceeding  ill. 

P.  Hen.  Heard  he  the  good  news  yet  P 

Tell  it  him. 

P.  Humph.  He  alter'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it  *. 

P.  Hen.  If  he  be  sick  with  joy,  he  will  recover 
Without  physic. 

War.  Not  so  much  noise,  my  lords. — Sweet  prince,  speak 
low; 
The  king  your  father  is  disposed  to  sleep. 

Cla.  Let  us  withdraw  iuto  the  other  room. 

War.  WiU't  please  your  grace  to  go  along  with  us  P 

P.  Hen.  No ;  I  will  sit  and  watch  here  by  the  king. — 

[Exeunt  all  but  Prince  Heney. 
Why  doth  the  crown  lie  there,  upon  his  pillow. 
Being  so  troublesome  a  bedfellow  ? — 
0  poUsh'd  perturbation !  golden  care ! 
That  keep'st  the  ports  of  slumber  open  wide 

1  —  softly,  pray.]  These  words  were  added  in  the  folio,  1623.  They  oompleto 
the  line. 

*  —  in  an  inner  part  of  the  room.]  There  is  here  no  stage-direction  of  any  kind 
in  any  old  copy  of  this  play,  and  all  that  is  found  in  the  margin  of  the  oorr.  fo.  J  632 
is  Put  the  K.  a-bed.  Of  coarse,  Henry  must  remain  in  the  same  apartment  until 
nfU'V  the  interview  with  his  son,  and  then  he  retires  to  the  Jerusalem  Chamber. 

'  He  altbr'd  much  upon  the  hearing  it.]  The  4to.  erroneously  has  uttered 
for  *<  alter'd/'  of  the  foUo. 
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To  many  a  watchfiil  night,  sleep  with  it  now ! 

Yet  not  so  sound,  and  half  so  deeply  sweet, 

As  he,  whose  brow  with  homely  biggin  bound. 

Snores  out  the  watch  of  night.     0  majesty  ! 

When  thou  dost  pinch  thy  bearer,  thou  dost  sit 

Like  a  rich  amour  worn  in  heat  of  day. 

That  scalds  with  safety. — ^By  his  gates  of  breath 

There  Ues  a  downy  feather,  which  stirs  not : 

Did  he  suspire,  that  Kght  and  weightless  down 

Perforce  must  move. — ^My  gracious  lord !  my  father ! — 

This  sleep  is  sound  indeed ;  this  is  a  sleep. 

That  from  this  golden  rigol  *  hath  divorc'd 

So  many  English  kings.— Thy  due  from  me 

Is  tears  and  heav^  sorrows  of  the  blood. 

Which  nature,  love,  and  filial  tenderness. 

Shall,  0  dear  father !  pay  thee  plenteously : 

My  due  from  thee  is  this  imperial  crown. 

Which,  as  immediate  from  thy  place  and  blood, 

Derives  itself  to  me. — ^Lo !  here  it  sits  *, 

\_PuUing  it  on  his  head. 
Which  heaven   shall   guard;    and  put    the   world's   whole 

strength 
Into  one  giant  arm,  it  shall  not  force 
This  lineal  honour  from  me. — ^This  from  thee 
Will  I  to  mine  leave,  as  'tis  left  to  me.  [jEW^. 

K.  Hen.  Warwick !  Gloster !  Clarence ! 

Re-enter  Warwick,  and  the  rest. 
Ch.  Doth  the  king  call  P 

^  —  this  golden  riool]  *'  Rigol  *'  means  a  circle.  I  know  not  (obaenres 
Steevens)  that  it  is  used  by  any  author  but  Shakespeare,  who  introduces  it  likewise 
in  his  "  Lucrece :" 

''  About  the  mourning  and  congealed  face 
Of  that  black  blood  a  watery  rigol  goes." 
For  "  golden  rigol  "  of  the  4to.  and  folios  the  old  annotator  on  the  folio,  1632,  in- 
structs us  to  read  ringolf  as  if  the  letter  n  had  been  accidentally  omitted ;  but 
recollecting  that  it  is  "  rigol "  also  in  '*  Lucrece/'  we  make  no  change.  We  also 
find  in  Middleton  (Works  by  Dyce,  v.  636)  the  expression  "  wriggU'eyed. 
damosel"  as  the  editor  spells  it,  (it  is  rigle-eyde  in  the  original,)  and  as  if  he 
meant  that  the  girl's  eyes  wandered,  or  wriggled,  to  and  fro,  when  all  that  is  in- 
tended is  to  call  her  round  eyed.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  must  have  entirely  for- 
gotten the  '< golden  rigol"  of  "Henry  IV.,  Pt.  II.,"  as  well  as  the  "watery 
rigol "  of  our  poet's  "  Lucrece."  We  are  confident  that  he  has  too  much  taste 
and  judgment  ever  to  repeat  the  error. 

*  Lo  I  HERR  it  sits,]  The  4to.  bas  where  for  "  here."  The  reading  of  the 
folio  seems  preferable. 
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War.  Wliat  would  your  majesty  ?  How  fares  your  grace  •  P 

IT.  Sen,  Wliy  did  you  leave  me  here  alone,  my  lords  P 

Cla.  We  left  the  prince,  my  brother,  here,  my  liege. 
Who  undertook  to  sit  and  watch  by  you. 

K.  Sen,  The  prince  of  Wales !     Where  is  he  P  let  me  see 
him: 
He  is  not  here. 

War.  This  door  is  open ;  he  is  gone  this  way. 

P.  Humph.  He  came  not  through  the  chamber  where  we 
stay'd. 

K.  Hen.  Whore  is  the  crown?   who  took  it  from  my 
pillow  P 

War.  When  we  withdrew,  my  liege,  we  left  it  here. 

K.  Hen.  The  prince  hath  ta'en  it  hence : — go,  seek  him 
out. — 
Is  he  so  hasty,  that  he  doth  suppose 
My  sleep  my  death  ? — 
Find  him,  my  lord  of  Warwick ;  chide  him  hither. 

[Exit  Warwick. 
This  part  of  his  conjoins  with  my  disease. 
And  helps  to  end  me. — See,  sons,  what  things  you  are ; 
How  quickly  nature  falls  into  revolt. 
When  gold  becomes  her  object. 
For  this  the  foolish  over-careful  fathers 
Have  broke  their  sleeps  with  thoughts. 
Their  brains  with  care,  their  bones  with  industry : 
For  this  they  have  engrossed  and  pil'd  up 
The  canker'd  heaps  of  strange-achieved  gold ; 
For  this  they  have  been  thoughtful  to  invest 
Their  sons  with  arts,  and  martial  exercises ; 
When,  like  the  bee,  tolling  from  every  flower 
The  virtuous  sweets ', 

Our  thighs  packed  with  wax,  our  mouths  with  honey, 
We  bring  it  to  the  hive,  and,  like  the  bees. 
Are  murder'd  for  our  pains.     This  bitter  taste 
Yield  his  engrossments  to  the  ending  father. — 


•  How  farea  your  grace  ?]     These  words  are  added  in  the  folio,  1623 :  fonr 
lines  lower  it  omits  *•  He  is  not  here,"  found  in  the  4to. 

f  TOLLiNft  from  every  flower 

The  virtuous  sweeto,]  The  folio  has  culling  for  "  tolling "  by  which  the 
image  of  the  bee  taking  toll  from  each  flower  is  lost.  The  words  "  The  virtuous 
sweets  '*  are  from  the  folio,  1623,  for  the  old  editions,  especially  in  this  part  of  the 
play,  vary  consid^ttbly. 
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Re-enter  Warwick. 

Now,  where  is  he  that  will  not  stay  so  long, 
Till  his  firiend  sickness'  hands  determin'd  me "  ? 

War.  My  lord,  I  found  the  prince  in  the  next  room, 
Washing  with  kindly  tears  his  gentle  cheeks ; 
With  such  a  deep  demeanour  in  great  sorrow. 
That  tyranny,  which  never  quaff 'd  but  blood. 
Would,  by  beholding  him,  have  wash'd  his  knife 
With  gentle  eye-drops.     He  is  coming  hither. 

K.  Hen.  But  wherefore  did  he  take  away  the  crown  ? 

Re-enter  Prince  Henry. 

Lo,  where  he  comes  ! — Come  hither  to  me,  Harry. — 
Depart  the  chamber,  leave  us  here  alone. 

[^Exeunt  Clarence,  Prince  Humphrey,  Lords,  8fc. 

P.  Sen.  I  never  thought  to  hear  you  speak  again. 

K.  Hen.  Thy  wish  was  father,  Harry,  to  that  thought : 
I  stay  too  long  by  thee,  I  weary  thee. 
Dost  thou  so  himger  for  mine  empty  chair, 
That  thou  wilt  needs  invest  thee  with  mine  honours 
Before  thy  hour  be  ripe  ?     0  foolish  youth  ! 
Thou  seek'st  the  greatness  that  will  overwhelm  thee. 
Stay  but  a  little ;  for  my  cloud  of  dignity 
Is  held  from  falling  with  so  weak  a  wind. 
That  it  will  quickly  drop :  my  day  is  dim. 
Thou  hast  stoPn  that,  which,  after  some  few  hours. 
Were  thine  without  offence,  and  at  my  death 
Thou  hast  seal'd  up  my  expectation : 
Thy  life  did  manifest  thou  lov'dst  me  not. 
And  thou  wilt  have  me  die  assured  of  it. 
Thou  hid'st  a  thousand  daggers  in  thy  thoughts. 
Which  thou  hast  whetted  on  thy  stony  heart. 
To  stab  at  half  an  hour  of  my  life. 
What !  canst  thou  not  forbear  me  half  an  hour  P 
Then  get  thee  gone,  and  dig  my  grave  thyself, 
And  bid  the  merry  bells  ring  to  thine  ear 
That  thou  art  crowned,  not  that  I  am  dead. 

*  Till  his  friend  sickness'  hands  determined  me  ?]  t.  e.  <*  Until  the  hands  of  his 
fnend,  sickness,  have  ended  me/'  The  folio  poorly  substitutes  hath  for  **  hands," 
and  injures  the  personification  of  the  prince's  "  friend,  sickness."  AU  the  modern 
editors  follow  the  misreading  of  the  folio,  and  Mr.  Singer  perseveres  in  the  blander, 
in  spite  of  our  caution. 
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Let  all  the  tears  that  should  bedew  my  hearse. 

Be  drops  of  bahn  to  sanctify  thy  head ; 

Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dust : 

GKve  that  which  gave  thee  life  unto  the  worms. 

Pluck  down  my  ofScers^  break  my  decrees ; 

For  now  a  time  is  come  to  mock  at  form. 

Harry  the  fifth  is  crowned  1 — ^TJp,  vanity  I 

Down,  royal  state  I  all  you  sase  coimsellors.  hence ; 

And  to  ti  English  ccit  assemble  now. 

From  every  region,  apes  of  idleness  1 

Now,  neighbour  confines,  purge  you  of  your  scum : 

Have  you  a  ruffian  that  will  swear,  drii^  dance, 

Reyel  the  night,  rob,  murder,  and  commit 

The  oldest  sins  the  newest  kind  of  ways  P 

Be  happy,  he  will  trouble  you  no  more : 

England  shall  double  gild  his  treble  guilt, 

England  shall  give  him  office,  honour,  might ; 

For  the  fifth  Harry  from  curb'd  licence  plucks 

The  muzzle  of  restaiint,  and  the  wild  dog 

Shall  flesh  his  tooth  in  every  innocent. 

0  my  poor  kingdom,  sick  with  civil  blows  1 
When  that  my  care  could  not  withhold  thy  riots, 
What  wilt  thou  do  when  riot  is  thy  care  P 

0 !  thou  wilt  be  a  wilderness  again. 
Peopled  with  wolves,  thy  old  inhabitants. 

P.  Sen.  0,  pardpn  me,  my  liege  I  But  for  my  tears, 

[^Kneeling. 
The  moist  impediments '  unto  my  speech, 

1  had  forestalled  this  dear  and  deep  rebuke. 
Ere  you  with  grief  had  spoke,  and  I  had  heard 
The  course  of  it  so  far.     There  is  your  crown ; 
And  He  that  wears  the  crown  immortally. 
Long  guard  it  your^s !     If  I  affect  it  more. 
Than  as  your  honour,  and  as  your  renown. 
Let  me  no  more  firom  this  obedience  rise. 
Which  my  most  true  and  inward  duteous  spirit 
Teacheth,  this  prostrate  and  exterior  bending. 

Heaven  witness  with  me,  when  I  here  came  in,  [Biting. 

And  found  no  course  of  breath  within  your  majesty, 

>  The  moift  impediments]  Ab  nobodj  hM  remarked  it,  it  maj  be  worth  notiiig 
that  allihe  foUoe  have  **  the  wtoii  impedimenta  "  for  '*  moiat "  of  the  4to.  Tht 
M  nmotator  on  the  folio,  1S82,  altera  moii  to  <*  moiat "  by  hiaarting  the  winting 
letter  ia  the  margin.    ^«  Moiat  "iaalao  misprinted  moil  in  VoLii.  p.  118. 
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How  cold  it  struck  my  heart !  if  I  do  feign, 

0 !  let  me  in  my  present  wildness  die, 

And  never  live  to  show  th'  incredulous  world 

The  noble  change  that  I  have  purposed. 

Coming  to  look  on  you,  thinking  you  dead. 

And  dead  almost,  my  liege,  to  think  you  were, 

I  spake  imto  the  crown,  as  having  sense. 

And  thus  upbraided  it :  "  The  care  on  thee  depending, 

Hath  fed  upon  the  body  of  my  father ; 

Therefore,  thou,  best  of  gold,  art  worst  of  gold. 

Other,  less  fine  in  carat,  is  more  precious, 

Preserving  life  in  medicine  potable : 

But  thou,  most  fine,  most  honoured,  most  renown'd. 

Hast  eat  thy  bearer  up."     Thus,  my  most  royal  liege ', 

Accusing  it,  I  put  it  on  my  head. 

To  try  with  it,  as  with  an  enemy 

That  had  before  my  face  murder'd  my  father. 

The  quarrel  of  a  true  inheritor ; 

But  if  it  did  infect  my  blood  with  joy. 

Or  swell  my  thoughts  to  any  strain  of  pride ; 

K  any  rebel  or  vain  spirit  of  mine 

Did,  with  the  least  afiection  of  a  welcome, 

Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it ', 

Let  God  for  ever  keep  it  from  my  head. 

And  make  me  as  the  poorest  vassal  is. 

That  doth  with  awe  and  terror  kneel  to  it ! 

K,  Hen,  0  my  son ! 
God  put  it  in  thy  mind '  to  take  it  hence. 
That  thou  mightet  win  the  more  thy  father's  love  *, 

^  Thas,  my  most  royal  liegc,]  The  folio,  1G23,  omits  "  most/'  as  if  for  the 
sake  of  the  Terse ;  but  still  it  prints  "  Thus,  my  royal  liege  ''  in  a  8e|Mirate  line, 
though  the  words  complete  the  preceding  line. 

'  Give  entertainment  to  the  might  of  it,]  <'  To  the  weight  of  it "  says  tlie 
corr.  fo.  1632  with  some  plausibility,  and  the  printer  may  easily  ha?e  mistaken  m. 
for  tr,  and  composed  *'  might''  instead  of  weight :  but  we  leave  the  text  undis- 
turbed, since  "  might "  may  appear  to  be,  on  the  whole,  preferable. 

*  O  MY  SON  ! 

God  put  IT  in  thy  mind]    "  O  my  son  1"  is  from  the  folio ;  and  the  4to,  in  tlie 
following  line,  omits  "  it" 

*  That  thou  might'st  win  the  more  thy  father's  love.]  The  folio,  1623,  mis- 
prints *'  win  "  ioyney  and  in  this  blunder  it  is  followed  by  the  other  folios.  The 
original  mistake  may  be  readily  explained,  by  recollecting  that  the  spelling  of 
•'  win  "  in  the  MS.  used  by  the  printer  was  probably  Wynne,  A  similar  error  is 
committed  in  the  Induction  to  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  •*  Four  Plays  in  One/' 
and,  strange  to  say,  it  has  never  been  detected.  It  is  where  Rinaldo  speaks  of  the 
"joining  dove-like  behaviour  "  of  IsabeUa.  This  is  nonsense,  and  it  has  arisen  out 
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Pleading  so  wisely  in  excuse  of  it. 

Come  hither,  Harry ;  sit  thou  by  my  bed, 

And  hear,  I  think,  the  very  latest  counsel 

That  ever  I  shall  breathe.     God  knows,  my  son, 

By  what  by-paths,  and  indirect  crook'd  ways, 

I  met  this  crown ;  and  I  myself  know  well 

How  troublesome  it  sat  upon  my  head : 

To  thee  it  shall  descend  with  better  quiet, 

Better  opinion,  better  confirmation ; 

For  all  the  soil  of  the  achievement  goes 

With  me  into  the  earth.     It  seem'd  in  me, 

But  as  an  honour  snatch'd  with  boisterous  hand. 

And  I  had  many  living  to  upbraid 

My  gain  of  it  by  their  assistances ; 

Which  daily  grew  to  quarrel,  and  to  bloodshed, 

Wounding  supposed  peace.     All  these  bold  fears, 

Thou  seest,  with  peril  I  have  answered ; 

For  all  my  reign  hath  been  but  as  a  scene 

Acting  that  argument,  and  now  my  death 

Changes  the  mode  :  for  what  in  me  was  purchas'd  *, 

Falls  upon  thee  in  a  more  fairer  sort ; 

So,  thou  the  garland  wear'st  successively. 

Yet,  though  thou  stand'st  more  sure  than  I  could  do. 

Thou  art  not  firm  enough ;  since  griefs  are  green, 

of  the  spelling  of  ''  wynning/'  which  was  misread  ioyning.  The  Rer.  Mr.  Dyoe 
(ii.  481),  and  all  preceding  editors,  must  have  forgotten  this  blunder  of  Join  for 
"win"  of  the  folio,  1C23,  in  the  line  in  "  Henry  IV.,  Pt.  II."  Perhaps  they 
never  observed  it ;  but  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  Rinaldo  ought  to  praise  the 
*'  external  lineaments,  mixture  of  colours,  and  winning  dove-like  behaviour  "  (not 
**  joining  dove- like  behaviour  ")  of  Isabella.  Wo  may  add  that  a  nearly  opposite 
mistake  has  always  been  made  in  Marlowe's  "  Edward  II."  (Edit.  Dyce,  ii.  211), 
where,  instead  of  telling  Kent  to  "  join  with  Mortimer  "  the  reading  is,  **  whine 
with  Mortimer :"  in  the  MS  Join  was  doubtless  written  ioyne,  misread  wyne,  and 
subsequently  printed  '*  whine."  Kent  was  not  a  whinerf  nor  was  Mortimer,  and 
the  King  merely  tells  Kent  to  go  And  join  with  the  enemy. 

*  —  for  what  in  me  was  purchas'd,]  We  have  ah-eady  seen  (p.  345)  that  the 
word  '*  purchase  "  was  used  of  old  for  booty  obtained  by  plunder.  The  King  here 
employs  the  verb  in  a  kindred  sense,  meaning  that  he  had  obtained  the  crown  by 
undue  means — by  robbing  the  right  owner.  The  corr.  fo.  1 632  would  change  **  pur- 
chased "  to  purchate — the  noun  for  the  verb,  and  it  has  not  been  common  for  our 
old  writers  to  use  the  verb  in  the  same  sense  as  the  noun ;  but  there  is  an  example 
of  the  contrary  in  Beaumont  and  Fletcher's  **  Faithful  Friends,"  A.  i.  sc.  2  (Edit. 
Dyce,  iv.  211),  where  Snip»nap  says, 

"  It  is  well  known  we  purchase  now-a-days 
As  well  as  they." 
Meaning  that  tailors  are  on  a  par  with  lawyers  for  obtaining  money,  goods,  &c 
unfairly.     For  this  reason  mainly  we  leave  *'  purchased  "  in  the  text. 
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And  all  my  friends ',  which  thou  must  make  thy  Mends, 

Have  but  their  stings  and  teeth  newly  ta'en  out ; 

By  whose  fell  working  I  was  first  advane'd, 

And  by  whose  power  I  well  might  lodge  a  fear 

To  be  again  displaced.     Which  to  avoid, 

I  cut  some  off;  and  had  a  purpose  now 

To  lead  out  many  to  the  Holy  Land, 

Lest  rest,  and  lying  still,  might  make  them  look 

Too  near  unto  my  state.     Therefore,  my  Harry, 

Be  it  thy  course  to  busy  giddy  minds 

With  foreign  quarrels ;  that  action,  hence  borne  out, 

May  waste  the  memory  of  the  former  days. 

More  would  I,  but  my  lungs  are  wasted  so. 

That  strength  of  speech  is  utterly  denied  me. 

How  I  came  by  the  crown,  0  God,  forgive. 

And  grant  it  may  with  thee  in  true  peace  live ! 

P.  Hen.  My  gracious  liege  \ 
You  won  it,  wore  it,  kept  it,  gave  it  me ; 
Then  plain,  and  right,  must  my  possession  be : 
Which  I,  with  more  than  with  a  common  pain, 
'Gainst  all  the  world  will  rightfidly  maintain. 

Enter  Prince  John  of  Lancaster,  Warwick,  Lords,  and 

others, 

K,  Hen,  Look,  look,  here  comes  my  John  of  Lancaster. 

P.  John,  Health,  peace,  and  happiness,  to  my  royal  father! 

K,  Hen,  Thou  bring'st  me  happiness,  and  peace,  son  John ; 
But  health,  alack !  with  youthful  wings  is  flown 
From  this  bare,  withered  trunk :  upon  thy  sight. 
My  worldly  business  makes  a  period. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Warwick  ? 

P.  Hen,  My  lord  of  Warwick ! 

K,  Hen,  Doth  any  name  particular  belong 
Unto  the  lodging  where  I  first  did  swoon  ? 

War,  'Tis  call'd  Jerusalem,  my  noble  lord. 

K,  Hen,  Laud  be  to  God ! — even  there  my  life  must  end. 
It  hath  been  prophesied  to  me  many  years, 

•  And  all  my  friends,]  It  is  **  thy  friends  "  in  the  old  copies,  but  altered  to  "  my 
friends  "  in  the  corr.  io.  1632.  Five  lines  lower  *•  I  cut  them  off"  is  amended  to 
"  I  cut  some  off"  on  the  same  authority,  and  it  is  most  likely  what  the  poet  wrote, 
for  Monck  Mason,  by  mere  guess,  hit  upon  the  very  same  emendations  ;  they  re- 
move all  difficulty. 

'  My  gradoas  liege,]   This  courteous  hemistich  is  only  found  in  the  folio,  162S, 
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I  should  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem  ■, 

Which  vainly  I  supposed  the  Holy  Land. — 

But,  bear  me  to  that  chamber ;  there  I'll  lie  : 

In  that  Jerusalem  shall  Harry  die.  [Exeunt 


ACT  V.    SCENE  I. 

Glostershire.     A  Hall  in  Shallow's  House. 

Enter  Shallow,  Falstaff,  Bardolph,  and  Page. 

* 

ShaL  By  cock  and  pie ',  sir,  you  shall  not  away  to-night. 
— ^What,  Davy,  I  say ! 

Fal.  You  must  excuse  me,  master  Robert  Shallow. 

ShaL  1  will  not  excuse  you  ;  you  shall  not  be  excused ;  ex- 
cuses shall  not  be  admitt^ ;  there  is  no  excuse  shall  serve ; 
you  shall  not  be  excused. — ^Why,  Davy ! 

Enter  Davy. 

Daf?f/.  Here,  sir. 

8hal.  Davy,  Davy,  Davy,  Davy, — ^let  me  see,  Davy ;  let  me 
see : — ^yea,  marry,  William  cook  *,  bid  him  come  hither. — Sir 
John,  you  shall  not  be  excused. 

Dapi/.  Marry,  sir,  thus ;  those  precepts  cannot  be  served ' : 
and,  again,  sir, — shall  we  sow  the  headland  with  wheat  P 

ShaL  With  red  wheat,  Davy.  But  for  William  cook: — 
are  there  no  young  pigeons  P 

*  I  should  not  die  but  in  Jerusalem,]  We  add  the  following  passage  from 
Holinshed,  to  show  the  verbal  accuracy  with  which  Shakespeare  sometimes  fol- 
lowed the  old  chronicler.  "  At  length,  he  recovered  his  speech,  and  understanding; 
and  perceiving  himselfe  in  a  strange  place,  which  he  knew  not,  he  willed  to  know 
if  the  chamber  had  anie  particular  name,  whereunto  answer  was  made,  that  it  was 
called  Jerusalem.  Then  said  the  king ;  Lauds  be  given  to  the  Father  of  heaven, 
for  now  I  know  that  I  shall  die  here  in  this  chamber,  according  to  the  prophesie 
of  me  declared,  that  I  should  depart  this  life  in  Jerusalem.'' 

'  By  cock  and  pie,]  An  exclamation  of  frequent  occurrence  in  our  old  dra- 
matists, but  of  disputed  origin.     It  requires  no  illustration. 

»  —  William  cook,]  i.e.  William,  the  cook.  It  was  very  common  for  our 
ancestors  to  distinguish  their  servants  by  the  departments  they  filled :  hence  many 
surnames. 

3  —  those  PRKCKPTS  cannot  be  served  :]  Shallow,  as  a  justice  of  the  peace 
of  Glostershire,  would  have  to  issue  "  precepts  "  or  warrants. 

VOL.  111.  L  1 
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Davy.  Yes,  sir. — ^Here  is,  now,  the  smith's  note,  for  shoeing 
and  plough  irons. 

Shal  Let  it  be  cast,  and  paid. — Sir  John,  you  shall  not  be 
excused. 

Daiyy.  Now,  sir,  a  new  link  to  the  bucket  must  needs  be 
had  : — ^and,  sir,  do  you  mean  to  stop  any  of  William's  wages, 
about  the  sack  he  lost  the  other  day '  at  Hinckley  fair  P 

Shul.  He  shall  answer  it. — Some  pigeons,  Davy ;  a  couple 
of  short-legged  hens,  a  joint  of  mutton,  and  any  pretty  little 
tiny  kickshaws,  tell  William  cook. 

I)ai>y.  Doth  the  man  of  war  stay  all  night,  sir  P 

SfuiL  Yea,  Davy.  I  will  use  him  weU.  A  friend  i'  the 
court  is  better  than  a  penny  in  purse.  Use  his  men  well, 
Davy,  for  they  are  arrant  knaves,  and  will  backbite. 

Davy.  No  worse  than  they  are  back-bitten  *,  sir ;  for  they 
have  marvellous  foid  linen. 

Shal,  WeU  conceited,  Davy.     About  thy  business,  Davy. 

Davy.  I  beseech  you,  sir,  to  countenance  William  Visor  of 
Wincot  *  against  Clement  Perkes  of  the  hill. 

Shal.  There  are  many  complaints,  Davy,  against  that  Visor : 
that  Visor  is  an  arrant  knave,  on  my  knowledge. 

Dat>y.  I  grant  your  worship,  that  he  is  a  knave,  sir ;  but 
yet,  Q-od  forbid,  sir,  but  a  knave  should  have  some  countenance 
at  his  friend's  request.  An  honest  man,  sir,  is  able  to  speak 
for  himself,  when  a  knave  is  not.  I  have  served  your  wor- 
ship, truly  sir,  this  eight  years ;  and  if  I  cannot  once  or  twice 
in  a  quarter  bear  out  a  knave  against  an  honest  man,  I  have 
but  a  very  little  credit  with  your  worship.  The  knave  is  mine 
honest  friend,  sir ;  therefore,  I  beseech  your  worship  *,  let  him 
be  countenanced. 

Shal.  Go  to ;  I  say,  he  shall  have  no  wrong.  Look  about, 
Davy.  [Exit  Davy.]  Where  are  you,  sir  John  P  Come,  come, 
come;  off  with  your  boots. — Give  me  your  hand,  master 
Bardolph. 

Bard.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  worship. 

Slml.  I  thank  thee  with  all  my  heart,  kind  master  Bardolph. 

•  —  the  other  day]     These  words  were  added  in  the  folio. 

♦  —  than  they  are  back,  bitten,]  The  folio  injures  the  joke  by  reading  only 
bitten.     It  is  altered  to  "  backAniten  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  —  William  Visor  of  Wincot]  Woncote  and  Woncot  in  the  4to.  and  foKo, 
1623,  but  the  proper  name  appears  to  be  Wilnecot,  in  Warwickshire. 

•  —  therefore,  I  beseech  tour  worship,]  So  the  folio :  the  4to.  only  has  "  I 
beseech  you.** 
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— ^And  welcome,  my  tall  feUow.    \_To  the  PageJ] — Come,  sir 
John.  [^Exit  Shallow. 

FaL  Fll  follow  you,  good  master  Robert  Shallow. — Bar- 
dolph,  look  to  oiir  horses.  [Exeunt  Babdolfh  and  Page.l^  K 
I  were  sawed  into  quantities,  I  shoidd  make  four  dozen  of  such 
bearded  hermit's  staves  as  master  Shallow.  It  is  a  wonderfiil 
thing,  to  see  the  semblable  coherence  of  his  men's  spirits  and 
his ;  they,  by  observing  him,  do  bear  themselves  like  foolish 
justices ;  he,  by  conversing  with  them,  is  turned  into  a  justice- 
like serving  man.  Their  spirits  are  so  married  in  conjunction 
with  the  participation  of  society,  that  they  flock  together  in 
consent,  like  so  many  wild  geese.  K I  had  a  sidt  to  master 
Shallow,  I  woiild  humour  his  men  with  the  imputation  of 
being  near  their  master;  if  to  his  men,  I  would  curry  with 
master  Shallow,  that  no  man  coiild  better  conmiand  his  ser- 
vants. It  is  certain,  that  either  wise  bearing,  or  ignorant 
carriage,  is  caught,  as  men  take  diseases,  one  of  another: 
therefore,  let  men  take  heed  of  their  company.  I  will  devise 
matter  enough  out  of  this  Shallow  to  keep  prince  Harry  in 
continual  laughter  the  wearing  out  of  six  fashions,  (which  is 
four  terms,  or  two  actions)  and  he  shall  laugh  without  inter^ 
Valiums  \  0  I  it  is  much,  that  a  lie  with  a  slight  oath,  and  a 
jest  with  a  sad  brow,  will  do  with  a  fellow  that  never  had  the 
ache  in  his  shoidders.  0 !  you  shall  see  him  laugh,  till  his 
face  be  like  a  wet  cloak  ill  laid  up. 

Shal  [Within.']  Sir  John! 

Fal,  I  come,  master  Shallow :  I  come,  master  Shallow. 

[Exit  Falstaff. 


SCENE  n. 

Westminster.    An  Apartment  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Warwick,  and  the  Lord  Chief  Justice. 

War.  How  now,  my  lord  chief  justice !  whither  away  P 

Ch.  Just.  How  doth  the  king  P 

War.  Exceeding  well :  his  cares  are  now  all  ended. 

7  —  WITHOUT  intervallums.']  The  folio,  1623,  has  *' iriM  intervallums," — 
obviously  an  error :  the  meaning  is  of  course  the  same  as  the  "  sans  intermission  ** 
of  Jaqnes,  in  "  As  You  Like  It/'  Vol.  ii.  p.  381 .  With  is  amended  to  "  without " 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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Ch.  Just  I  hope,  not  dead. 

War.  He's  walk'd  the  way  of  nature. 

And  to  our  purposes  he  lives  no  more. 

CL  Just  I  would,  his  majesty  had  call'd  me  with  him  : 
The  service  that  I  truly  did  his  life, 
Hath  left  me  open  to  all  injuries. 

War.  Indeed,  I  think  the  young  king  loves  you  not. 

Ch.  Just.  I  know  he  doth  not,  and  do  arm  myself 
To  welcome  the  condition  of  the  time ; 
Which  cannot  look  more  hideously  upon  me 
Than  I  have  drawn  it  in  my  fantasy. 

Enter  Prince  John,  Prince  Humphrey,   Clarence,   "West- 
moreland, and  othei's. 

War.  Here  come  the  heavy  issue  of  dead  Harry : 
O,  that  the  living  Harry  had  the  temper 
Of  him,  the  worst  of  these  three  gentlemen ! 
How  many  nobles  then  should  hold  their  places. 
That  must  strike  sail  to  spirits  of  vile  sort. 

Ch.  Just.  O  God !  I  fear,  all  will  be  overturned. 

P.  John.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Warwick,  good  morrow. 

P.  Humph.  Cla.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 

P.  John.  We  meet  like  men  that  had  forgot  to  speak. 

War.  We  do  remember ;  but  our  argimient 
Is  all  too  heavy  to  admit  much  talk. 

P.  John.   Well,   peace   be   with   him   that  hath  made  us 
heavy ! 

Ch.  Just.  Peace  be  with  us,  lest  we  be  heavier ! 

P.  Humph.   O  !    good  my  lord,   you  have  lost  a  Mend, 
indeed; 
And  I  dare  swear,  you  borrow  not  that  face 
Of  seeming  sorrow :  it  is,  sure,  your  own. 

P.  John.  Though  no  man  be  assur'd  what  grace  to  find. 
You  stand  in  coldest  expectation : 
I  am  the  sorrier ;  'would,  'twere  otherwise ! 

Cla.  Well,  you  must  now  speak  sir  John  Falstaff  fair. 
Which  swims  against  your  stream  of  quality. 

Ch.  Just.  Sweet  princes,  what  I  did,  I  did  in  honour. 
Led  by  th'  impartial  conduct  *  of  my  soul ; 
And  never  shall  you  see,  that  I  will  beg 

•  —  IMPARTIAL  conduct]     Thu8  the  4t08,  rightly,  beyond  dispute.    The  (olio 
reads  imperial. 
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A  ragged  and  forestalled  remission '. 
If  truth  and  upright  innocency  fail  me, 
I'll  to  the  king,  my  master,  that  is  dead. 
And  tell  him  who  hath  sent  me  after  him. 
War.  Here  comes  the-prince. 

Unter  King  Henhy  V. 

Ch.  Jmt,  Good  morrow,  and  heaven  save  your  majesty ! 

King,  This  new  and  gorgeous  garment,  majesty, 
Sits  not  so  easy  on  me  as  you  think. — 
Brothers,  you  mix  your  sadness  with  some  fear : 
This  is  the  English,  not  the  Turkish  court ; 
Not  Amurath  an  Amurath  succeeds, 
But  Harry  Harry.     Yet  be  sad,  good  brothers. 
For,  to  speak  truth,  it  very  well  becomes  you : 
Sorrow  so  royally  in  you  appears, 
That  I  will  deeply  put  the  fashion  on, 
And  wear  it  in  my  heart.     Why  then,  be  sad ; 
But  entertain  no  more  of  it,  good  brothers, 
Than  a  joint  burden  laid  upon  us  all. 
For  me,  by  heaven,  I  bid  you  be  assur'd, 
I'U  be  your  father  and  your  brother  too ; 
Let  me  but  bear  your  love,  I'U  bear  your  cares : 
Yet  weep,  that  Harry's  dead,  and  so  will  I ; 
But  Harry  lives,  that  shall  conyert  those  tears, 
By  number,  into  hours  of  happiness. 

P.  Johuy  8fc.  We  hope  no  other  from  your  majesty  *. 

King.  You  all  look  strangely  on  me ; — and  you  most. 

[^To  the  Chief  Justice. 
You  are,  I  think,  assur'd  I  love  you  not. 

Ch.  Just.  I  am  assur'd,  if  I  be  measured  rightly, 
Your  majesty  hath  no  just  cause  to  hate  me. 

King.  No! 
How  might  a  prince  of  my  great  hopes  forget 
So  great  indignities  you  laid  upon  me  P 
What !  rate,  rebuke,  and  roughly  send  to  prison 
The  immediate  heir  of  England  I     Was  this  easy? 


f» 


'  A  RAGGED  and  forestalled  remission.]  Both  "  ragged  **  and  "  forestall'd 
are  rather  puzzling  epithets  as  applied  to  "  remission,"  which  of  coarse  is  pardon. 
Bj  "ragged/'  Johnson  understands  poor  and  ba»e;  and  *' forestall'd  *'  perhaps 
means  anticipated  by  the  King  before  it  is  asked. 

*  We  hope  no  other  from  your  majesty.]     This  line  has  the  prefix  of  Bro.  for 
Brothers,  in  the  4to ;  and  John,  Sfc.  in  the  folio. 
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May  this  be  washed  in  Lethe,  and  forgotten  ? 

Ch,  Just,  I  then  did  use  the  person  of  your  father ; 
The  image  of  his  power  lay  then  in  me : 
And,  in  th'  administration  of  his  law 
Whiles  I  was  busy  for  the  commonwealth, 
Your  highness  pleased  to  forget  my  place. 
The  majesty  and  power  of  law  and  justice, 
The  image  of  the  king  whom  I  presented. 
And  struck  me  in  my  very  seat  of  judgment : 
Whereon,  as  an  offender  to  your  father, 
I  gave  bold  way  to  my  authority. 
And  did  commit  you  *.     K  the  deed  were  ill. 
Be  you  contented,  wearing  now  the  garland. 
To  have  a  son  set  your  decrees  at  nought ; 
To  pluck  down  justice  from  your  awful  bench ; 
To  trip  the  course  of  law,  and  blunt  the  sword 
That  guards  the  peace  and  safety  of  your  person : 
Nay,  more ;  to  spurn  at  your  most  royal  image, ' 
And  mock  your  workings  in  a  second  body. 
Question  your  royal  thoughts,  make  the  case  your's, 
Be  now  the  father,  and  propose  a  son  * ; 
Hear  your  own  dignity  so  much  profen'd. 
See  your  most  dreadful  laws  so  loosely  slighted, 
Behold  yourself  so  by  a  son  disdain'd. 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part. 
And  in  your  power  soft  silencing  your  son  *. 


'  And  did  commit  yoa.]  This  incident  has  been  donbted  as  a  historical  fact : 
m  are  glad  that  Shakespeare  entertained  no  doabt  upon  the  subject,  or  we  should 
perhaps  have  lost  this  noble  scene  between  Henry  and  Gascoigne.  It  has  been 
ascertained,  that  Gascoigne  did  not  continue  Chief  Justice  after  Henry  V.  came 
to  the  throne.  Shakespeare  did  not  follow  Sir  Thomas  Elyot  (who  teUs  the 
story  in  his  "  Governor,"  in  1531)  nor  Holinshed,  whose  Chronicle,  repeating  It, 
made  its  appearance  in  1577 ;  but  the  old  play  of  <*  The  Famoua  Victoriea  of 
Henry  the  Fifth,"  where  the  King  tells  Gascoigne,  "  You  sent  me  to  the  Fle«t; 
and  in  rerengement,  I  have  chosen  you  to  be  the  protector  over  my  realm."  The 
matter  was  thus  fixed  in  popular  belief,  and  that  fortunately  was  enough  for  Shake- 
speare. 

'  Be  now  the  father,  and  propose  a- son;]  i,e.  Propose  a  son  to  yourself— 
tuppote  that  you  have  a  son. 

*  And  in  your  power  soft  silencing  your  son.]  We  may  suspect  cormptioii 
here,  and  in  the  word  *'  soft :"  our  belief  is  that  the  two  last  letters  of  the  word 
crept  in  by  accident,  and  that  the  whole  passage  should  be  read  thus : — 

"  Behold  yourself  so  by  a  son  disdaiu'd, 
And  then  imagine  me  taking  your  part. 
And  in  your  power  to  silencing  your  son.'' 
The  last  line  b  a  sort  of  antithesis  to  the  first,  and  therefore  repeats  the  woid  M. 
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After  tills  cold  considerance^  sentence  me ; 
And,  as  you  are  a  king,  speak  in  your  state, 
What  I  hate  done  that  misbecame  my  place, 
My  person,  or  my  liege's  sovereignty. 

King.  You  are  right  justice,  and  you  weigh  this  well. 
Therefore  still  bear  the  balance,  and  the  sword ; 
And  I  do  wish  your  honours  may  increase, 
Till  you  do  live  to  see  a  son  of  mine 
Offend  you,  and  obey  you,  as  I  did. 
So  shall  I  live  to  speak  my  father's  words : — 
"  Happy  am  I,  that  have  a  man  so  bold, 
That  dares  do  justice  on  my  proper  son ; 
And  not  less  happy,  having  such  a  son, 
That  woidd  deliver  up  his  greatness  so 
Into  the  hands  of  justice." — You  did  commit  me. 
For  which,  I  do  commit  into  your  hand 
Th'  unstain'd  sword  that  you  have  used  to  bear ; 
With  this  remembrance, — that  you  use  the  same 
With  the  like  bold,  just,  and  impartial  spirit. 
As  you  have  done  'gainst  me.     There  is  my  hand. 
You  shall  be  as  a  father  to  my  youth  : 
My  voice  shall  sound  as  you  do  prompt  mine  ear, 
And  I  will  stoop  and  humble  my  intents 
To  your  weU-pLtis'd,  wise  diritions.- 
And,  princes  all,  believe  me,  I  beseech  you : 
My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave  *, 
For  in  his  tomb  lie  my  affections. 
And  with  his  spirit  sadly  I  survive, 
To  mock  the  expectation  of  the  world, 
To  fiiistrate  prophecies,  and  to  raze  out 
Rotten  opinion,  who  hath  writ  me  down 
After  my  seeming.     The  tide  of  blood  in  jne 
Hath  proudly  flow'd  in  vanity  till  now  : 
Now  doth  it  turn,  and  ebb  back  to  the  sea, 
Where  it  shall  mingle  with  the  state  of  floods. 
And  flow  henceforth  in  formal  nu^esty. 

The  oorr.  fo.  1632  can  give  us  no  asmstanoe  here,  as  the  leaf  has  been  lost.  It 
conld  hardly  be  said  to  be  '*  tqft  silencing  *'  of  the  son,  when  the  Chief  Justice  com- 
mitted him  to  prison. 

*  My  father  is  gone  wild  into  his  grave,]  The  meaning  (remarks  Malone)  ii, 
My  wild  dispositions  having  ceased  on  my  father's  death,  and  being  now  as  it  were 
buried  in  his  tomb,  he  and  wildneas  are  interred  in  the  same  grave.  Pope,  not 
perceiving  the  true  intention  of  the  poet,  substituted  wait'd  for  "  wild  ;*'  but  no 
subsequent  editor  followed  his  example. 


520  SECOND  PART  OF  •    [ACT  V. 

Now,  call  we  our  high  court  of  parliament, 

And  let  us  choose  such  limbs  of  noble  coimsel, 

That  the  great  body  of  our  state  may  go 

In  equal  rank  with  the  best  governed  nation ; 

That  war,  or  peace,  or  both  at  once,  may  be 

As  things  acquainted  and  familiar  to  us, 

In  which  you,  father,  shall  have  foremost  hand. — 

[To  the  Lord  Chief  Justice, 
Our  coronation  done,  we  will  accite  *, 
As  I  before  remember'd,  all  our  state : 
And  (God  consigning  to  my  good  intents,) 
No  prince,  nor  peer,  shall  have  just  cause  to  say, 
God  shorten  Harry's  happy  life  one  day.  [^Exeunt. 


SCENE  in. 

Glostershiro.     The  Garden  of  Shallow's  House. 

Enter  Falstaff,  Shallow,  Silence,  Bardolph,  the  Page, 

and  Davy. 

ShaL  Nay,  you  shall  see  mine  orchard ;  where,  in  an  arbour, 
we  will  eat  a  last  year's  pippin  of  my  own  graffing,  with  a 
dish  of  carraways,  and  so  forth ; — come,  cousin  Silence ; — and 
then  to  bed. 

FaL  'Fore  God,  you  have  here  a  goodly  dwelling,  and  a 
rich. 

ShaL  Barren,  barren,  barren ;  beggars  all,  beggars  all,  sir 
John  : — ^marry,  good  air. — Spread,  Davy ;  spread,  Davy ;  well 
said,  Davy. 

FaL  This  Davy  serves  you  for  good  uses :  he  is  your  ser- 
ving man,  and  your  husband  \ 

ShaL  A  good  varlet,  a  good  varlet,  a  very  good  varlet,  sir 

•  —  we  will  ACCITE,]  To  "  accite  "  is  to  summon  or  call  togetb^.  In  uxk 
earlier  part  of  this  play  (A.  ii.  sc.  2)  Prince  Henry  uses  the  word  in  the  sense  of 
excite  or  induce,  when  he  asks  Poins  "  And  what  aocites  your  most  worshipfnl 
thought  to  think  so.''  Shakespeare  again  uses  it,  as  here,  in  *'  Titus  Andronicus," 
A.  i.  sc.  1,  where  **  the  senate  is  acdted.*'  The  word  was  employed  by  Tarious  of 
our  poets. 

'  —  your  serving  man,  and  your  husband.]  t.  e.  Your  husbandman.  Rowe 
printed  "  your  husbandman,'*  but  quite  needlessly,  the  hist  part  of  the  word  being 
understood,  or  rather  having  been  abeady  introduced  after  **  serving."  Suc^  was 
the  language  of  the  time. 


SCENE  m.]  KING  HENBY  IV.  6?1 

John. — ^By  the  mass *,  I  have  drunk  too  much  sack  at  supper: 
— ^A  good  yarlet.  Now  sit  down,  now  sit  down. — Come, 
cousin. 

SiL  Ah,  sirrah  !  quoth-a, — ^we  shall 

Do  nothing  but  eat,  and  make  good  cheer,       [Singing. 
And  praise  heaven  for  the  merry  year; 
When  flesh  is  cheap  and  females  dear. 
And  lusty  lads  roam  here  and  there, 

80  merrily, 
And  ever  among  so  merrily  *. 

FaL  There's  a  merry  heart ! — Good  master  Silence,  I'll  give 
you  a  health  for  that  anon. 

8hal.  (Hye  master  Bardolph  some  wine,  Davy. 

Davy.  Sweet  sir,  sit ;  I'U  be  with  you  anon : — ^most  sweet 
sir,  sit. — ^Master  page,  good  master  page,  sit :  profsuse ' ! 
What  you  want  in  meat,  we'll  have  in  drink.  But  you  must 
bear :  the  heart's  all '.  [Ihnt. 

8hal.  Be  merry,  master  Bardolph ;; — and  my  little  soldier 
there,  be  merry. 

Sil.  Be  merry,  be  merry,  my  xioife  has  all;  [Singing. 

Ibr  women  are  shrews,  both  short  and  tall  : 
*Tis  merry  in  hall,  when  beards  wag  all. 

And  welcome  merry  shrope-tide. 
Be  merry,  be  merry,  8fc. 

Fal.  I  did  not  think  master  Silence  had  been  a  man  of  this 
mettle. 

SU.  Who  IP    I  have  been  merry  twice  and  once,  ere  now. 

'  Bj  the  mass,]  This  exclamation,  baving  reference  to  a  oeremonj  exploded  in 
our  reformed  Church,  was  expunged  in  the  folio,  probably  at  the  inatance  of  the 
Master  of  the  Revels. 

>  And  ■YBR  AMONG  SO  merrily.]  **  E?er  among  "  is  an  idiomatic  exprasdon, 
used  by  Chancer  and  many  later  writers.  No  originals  of  this  and  other  mnsical 
outbreaks  by  Silence  have  been  diacovered :  they  are  printed  merely  as  prose  in 
the  old  copies,  possibly  to  save  room. 

1  —  pr^ftce  1]  A  word  or  expression  of  frequent  occurrence  in  English,  n«ndi, 
and  Italian :  probably  we  derived  it  from  the  hitter,  and  Hionyro  tifmeeia  oeean 
in  the  OrUmdo  Jimam.  of  Boiardo,  c.  47,  st.  35.  The  meaning  is  the  same  in  all 
languages — **  much  good  may  it  do  you."  It  is  needless  to  multiply  instances  of 
its  employment  in  English ;  but  it  may  be  mentioned  that  it  was  so  little  under* 
stood  by  Reed,  in  1780,  thU  when  he  published  his  edition  of  Dodsley's  Old 
Flays,  he  altered  it  to  **  profess  "  hi  the  reprint  of  Chapman's  "  All  Fools."  We 
must  suppose  that  Davy  sets  Bardolph'and  the  Page  down  by  tliemseivei. 

>  But  you  must  bear  x  the  heart's  alL}  Meaning,  you  must  pot  up  wfth  yumr 
ill  ihra,  tiie  intention  being  all  that  is  important.    The  Iblio  omiti  **  orast" 
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Re-enter  Davy. 

Davy.  There  is  a  dish  of  leather-coats  *  for  yon. 

[Seeing  ihem  before  BabdolpA. 
Shal  Dayyl 

Da/f>y.  Your  warship^w-^I'U  be  with  you  rtr^bt»^A  cop  of 
wine,  sirP 

SiL  A  cup  ofwine^  thafa  brisk  andfine^  [Singing. 

And  drink  unto  the  leman  mine  ; 
And  a  merry  heart  lives  lang-a. 

Fal,  Well  said,  master  Silence. 

8il.  An  we  shall  be  merrjr,  now  odmes  in  the  sweet  ef  the 
night. 
J%/.  Health  and  long  life  to  jaa,  master  Silenoe. 

SiL  Mil  the  ctip,  and  let  it  came; 

m  pledge  you  a  mile  to  the  bott&m. 

8haL  Honest  Bardolph,  welcome:  if  thou  wantest  iiny 
thing,  and  wilt  not  call,  beshrew  thy  heart. — ^Welcofne,  my 
little  tiny  thief;  and  welcome,  indeed,  too.— FU  Srink  to 
master  Bardolph,  and  to  all  the  cavalieros  about  London. 

Davy.  I  hope  to  see  London  once  ere  I  die. 

Bard.  An  I  might  see  you  there,  Dayy, — 

8hal.  By  the  mass,  you'll  crack  a  quart  tc^;ether.  Ha! 
will  you  not,  master  Bardolph  P 

JBard.  Yea,  sir,  in  a  pottle  pot. 

Shal.  By  God's  liggins  I  thank  thee*. — ^The  knaye  will 
stick  by  thee,  I  can  assure  thee  that :  he  will  not  out ;  he  is 
true  bred. 

Bard.  And  I'll  stick  by  him,  sir. 

Shal.  Why,  there  spoke  a  king.  LacknotUng:  bemerrrk 
{Knocking  heard."]  Look,  who's  at  door  there.  Hot  WJig 
knocks  P  [MbU  Pavt. 

Ual.  Why,  now  you  have  done  me  right. 

[lb  SniEKCE,  ufho  drinks  a  bun^fef^ 

*  —  l«itlier«4x»to]    The  apple  (says  Henkj)  eonmonly  denonineM 
io  Devonriure  it  cdled  tiie  kmf-coat. 

*  By  God's  u««iin  I  tbenk  tliee.]    Wbetever  mej  be  iiieeul  by  «^M% 
HggfaM^tiieivwdsapeoaittediBtiiefoUiH  IMSs  tliey  ore  eolj  ia Ihrdftik  #h|pll 

BOl  eomctod  by  tiie  Maitar  oCtiie  Beteli.  -  Cdj;; 
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SiL  Do  mtf  f^A^,  [Singing, 

And  dub  me  knight : 
Samingo  *. 

Is't  not  so  P 
Fal.  'Tis  so. 

SiL  Is't  80  P    Why,  then  say,  an  old  man  can  do  some- 
what. 

Re-enter  Davt, 

Davy.  AnH  please  your  worship,  there's  one  Pistol  qpme 
fipom  the  court  with  news. 
Fed.  From  the  court  P  let  hini  oome  in. — 

Enter  Pistol. 

How  now,  Pistol  P 

Fist.  Sir  John,  Qt)d  save  you,  sir. 

Fal  What  wind  blew  you  hither.  Pistol  P 

Fiat.  Not  the  ill  wiud  which  blows  no  man  to  good*. 
Sweet  knight,  th'  art  now  one  of  the  greatest  men 
In  the  realm. 

8il  B/r  lady,  I  think  he  be,  but   goodman   Puff  of 
Barson '. 

Fiat.  PuffP 
Puffin  thy  teeth,  most  recreant  coward  base  I — 
Sir  John,  I  am  thy  Pistol,  and  thy  friend^ 
And  helter-skelter  have  I  rode  to  thee ; 
And  tidings  do  I  bring,  and  lucky  joys, 
And  golden  times,  and  happy  news,  of  price. 

Fal.  I  pr'ythee  now,  ddiver  them  like  a  man  of  this  world. 

Fist.  A  fbutia  for  the  world,  and  worldlings  base ! 
I  speak  of  Africa,  and  golden  joys. 

F(U.  0,  base  As^rian  knight !  what  is  thy  news  P 
Let  king  Oophetua  know  the  truth  thereof. 


'  SMBiBfo.]  i.  e.  Bmi  Domingo,  m  It  bM  been  «xplaiiiod ;  Init  boInm^  Imm 
bMo  Mb  to  ihow  why  DomingOt  or  Qub  Doiiiiiigo»  was  thof  intvodiMed  in  » 
dnnlriag  tong.  The  portion  IMlcnoe  girw,  witii  two  pnording  Vmrn^  is  §amnd  in 
Nadi't  «  Snmmer't  LMt  WiU  «id  ToitMoont,"  1690,  rqvrintod  in  tlio  iMt  emm 
of  Doddey't  Old  FUj9,  VoL  xi.  p.  47.  "To  do  a  man^^t "  wm  to  pledge  liim ; 
and  the  words  **  dub  me  knight  V  had  reference  to  a  lappoaad  knighthood,  oon- 
fiured  when  paHies  diaak  heal^  on  their  knees. 
4  — :  thttt  bkiws  yo  MAJi  to  good.]  Thefo]io,'*thalbhiwsfioMtogoo^" 
r.-^gaodaMaPdrerBAMOK.}  i.«.  BanlBB,«ifl]agalylsf  httwemC^MPlir 
aadSoljhan. 
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Sil.  And  Rohln  Soody  Scarkt,  and  John.  [Sings. 

Put.  Shall  dunghill  curs  confront  the  Helicons  ? 
And  shall  good  news  be  baffled  ? 
Then,  Pistol,  lay  thy  head  in  Furies'  lap. 

Shal.  Honest  gentleman,  I  know  not  your  breeding. 

Pkt.  Why  then,  lament  therefore. 

S/ial.  Give  me  pardon,  sir : — ^if,  sir,  you  come  with  news 
£ix)m  the  court,  I  take  it,  there  is  but  two  ways,  either  to  utter 
them,  or  to  conceal  them.  I  am,  sir,  under  the  king,  in  some 
authority. 

Pist.  TJnder  which  king,  Bezonian '  ?  speak,  or  die. 

S/ial.  TJnder  king  Harry. 

Pist.  Harry  the  fourth  ?  or  fifth  ? 

Shal.  Harry  the  fourth. 

Pist.  A  foutra  for  thine  office  ! — 

Sir  John,  thy  tender  lambkin  now  is  king ; 
Harry  the  fifth's  the  man.     I  speak  the  truth  : 
When  Pistol  lies,  do  this  ;  and  fig  me,  like 
The  bragging  Spaniard '. 

Fal.  What !  is  the  old  king  dead  P 

Pist.  As  nail  in  door  :  the  things  I  speak  are  just. 

Fal.  Away,  Bardolph!  saddle  my  horse. — ^Master  Bobert 
Shallow,  choose  what  office  thou  wilt  in  the  land,  'tis  thine. 
— ^Pistol,  I  will  double-charge  thee  with  dignities. 

Bard.  O  joyful  day ! — I  would  not  take  a  knighthood  for 
my  fortune. 

Pist.  What !  I  do  bring  good  news. 

Fal.  Carry  master  Silence  to  bed. — Master  Shallow,  my 
lord  Shallow,  be  what  thou  wilt,  I  am  fortune's  steward.  Get 
on  thy  boots  :  we'll  ride  all  night. — 0,  sweet  Pistol ! — ^Away 
Bardolph  !  \_Fxit  Bard.] — Come,  Pistol,  utter  more  to  me ; 
and,  withal,  devise  something,  to  do  thyself  good. — ^Boot, 
boot,  master  Shallow:  I  know,  the  yoimg  king  is  sick  for 
me.     Let  us  take  any  man's  horses ;  the  laws  of  England  axe 

•  Under  which  king,  Bezonian  ?]  This  term  of  reproach  is  derived  from  the 
Italian  bitogno^  and  signifies,  according  to  Florio,  "  a  fresh  needy  soldier/'  as  well 
as  need.  Bezonian  occurs  in  other  writers  of  the  time,  and  sometimes  in  its 
original  form  of  bitogno.  Nash,  in  his  •*  Pierce  Pennilesse,"  1692,  (not  I5d5,  as 
Steevens  quotes  it,)  uses  Bezonian  in  precisely  the  same  sense  as  Shakespeare. 

•  FIG  me,  like 

The  bragging  Spaniard.]  To  fig  is  to  inmlt  by  putting  the  thumb  between  the 
fore  and  middle  finger :  from  this  custom,  perhaps,  we  yet  say  in  contempt,  •*  a 
fig  for  you."  Allusions  to  the  **  fig,"  and /co,  or  figo^  are  perpetual  in  our  old 
writers.    Douce  tells  us,  that  the  phrase  is  of  Italian  origin. 
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at  my  commandment.    Happy  are  they  whicli'  Iiave  be^  my 
Mends,  and  woe  imto  my  lord  chief  ju^ce  ! 

Piat.  Let  vultures  yile  seize  on  his  lungs  also ! 
"Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led,"*  say  they  * ; 
Why,  here  it  is :  welcome  this  pleasant  day  M  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

London.    A  Street. 

Enter  Beadle  and  Officers  *,  dragging  in  Sostess  Quickly,  and 

Doll  Teab-sheet. 

Host  No,  thou  arrant  knave :  I  would  to  God  I  might  die, 
that  I  might  have  thee  hanged;  thou  hast  drawn  my 
shoulder  out  of  joint. 

Bead.  The  constables  have  delivered  her  over  to  me,  and 
she  shall  have  w£ipping-cheer  enough  S  I  warrant  her. 
There  hath  been  a  man  or  two  lately  killed  about  her. 

Bol.  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  you  lie*.  Come  on:  PU  tell 
thee  what,  thou  damned  tripe- visaged  rascal,  an  the  child  I 
now  go  with  do  miscarry,  thou  hadst  better  thou  hadst  struck 
thy  mother,  thou  paper-faced  villain. 

Host.  0  the  Lord,  that  sir  John  were  come !  he  would 
make  this  a  bloody  day  to  somebody.  But  I  pray  GK>d  the 
firuit  of  her  womb  miscarry ! 

Bead.  U  it  do,  you  shall  have  a  dozen  of  cushions  again ; 
you  have  but  eleven  now.  Come,  I  charge  you  both  go  with 
me,  for  the  man  ia  dead,  that  you  and  Pistol  beat  among  you. 

1  <*  Where  is  the  life  that  late  I  led/'  mj  thej;]  Thia  Hue  from  some  old 
song,  not  now  known,  is  also  quoted  bj  Fetruchio  in  *'  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew," 
A.  iv,  sc.  I,  Vol.  ii.  p.  497* 

*  Whj  here  it  is:  welcome  this  pleasant  datI]  "Welcome  thew  pleasant 
da^9**  in  the  old  copies,  4to.  and  folio;  bat,  according  to  the  oorr.  fo.  1632t 
Pistol  ends  the  scene,  naturally  enou^,  with  a  couplet,  which  he  had  probabty 
compounded  from  some  line  in  the  same  ballad  which  he  had  just  quoted. 

*  Enter  Beadle,  &c.]  This  stage-direction,  in  the  4to.  of  1600,  stands  thus : 
"  Bnter  Smekh,  and  three  or  four  Officers :"  and  the  name  of  Siftekio,  the  actor, 
is  prefixed  to  those  speeches,  which  in  the  folio  are  given  to  the  JBeod/f,  who  is 
called  Oficer  in  the  prefixes. 

«  —  whipping-cheer  enouoh,]     "  Enough  "  is  from  the  folio,  l02S. 

*  Nut-hook,  nut-hook,  jou  lie.]  How  **  Nut-hook "  came  to  be  a  term  of 
abuse  applied  to  constables,  &c.  has  nerer  been  explained ;  perhaps  it  was  deriTed 
from  their  taking  and  holdhig  qualitiei.  We  have  already  had  it  In  «The  Umj 
Wifea  of  Windsor,"  A.  i.  sc  I. 
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Dol  I'll  tell  thee  what,  thou  thin  man  in  a  censer  •,  I  will 
have  you  as  soundly  swinged  for  this, — ^you  blue-bottle  rogue  I 
you  fithy  famished  correctioner  1  if  you  be  not  swinged,  I'll 
forswear  half-kirtles. 

Bead,  Come,  come,  you  she  knight-errant,  come. 

Host,  0  Q-od,  that  right  shoidd  thus  overcome  might  I 
Well,  of  suflferance  comes  ease. 

Dol,  Come,  you  rogue,  come  :  bring  me  to  a  justice. 

Host.  Ay ;  come,  you  starved  blood-hound. 

Dol,  Goodman  death  !  goodman  bones  ! 

Host,  Thou  atomy  thou  ! 

Dol.  Come,  you  thin  thing ;  come,  you  rascal ! 

Bead,  Very  well.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  V. 

A  public  Place  near  Westminster  Abbey. 

Enter  Ttco  Orooms,  strmcing  rushes, 

1  Oroom,  More  rushes,  more  rushes ! 

2  Oroom.  The  tnmipets  have  sounded  twice. 

1  Oroom,  It  will  be  two  o'clock  ere  they  come  from  the 
coronation.     Despatch,  despatch.  [Exeunt  Orooms. 

Enter  Falstafe,   Shallow,  Pistol,  Bardolph,  and  the 
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Fal,  Stand  here  by  me,  master  Robert  Shallow,  I  will 
make  the  king  do  you  grace.  I  will  leer  upon  him,  as  he 
colnes  by,  and  do  but  mark  the  countenance  that  he  will 
give  me. 

*  —  thou  thin  man  in  a  censer  J  Hence  we  learn  that  Sincklo  was  a  span 
man,  unlike  our  usual  modem  personifications  of  parish  beadles :  as  now,  thej 
then  commonly  wore  blue  ooats,  but  in  what  way  this  beadle  was  like  a  figure 
**  in  a  censer/'  (t.  e,  an  inaeneer)  used  for  perfuming  and  fumigating  apartments, 
is  not  very  evident. 

7  Enter  FalstaflT,  &c.]  The  old  stage-direction  in  the  4to,  1600,  would  show 
that  the  King  and  his  train  had  passed  oyer  the  stage  before  the  entrance  of 
Falstaff:  it  is,  "Trumpets  sound,  and  the  King  and  his  train  pass  oyer  the  stage; 
after  them  enter  Falstaff,  Shallow,  Pistol,  Bardolph,  and  the  Boy."  The  King,  &c 
return  again  soon  afterwards,  introduced  by  the  words,  "  Enter  the  King  and  his 
train."  Probably,  for  the  sake  of  the  show,  the  king  was  originally  made  first  to 
walk  in  procession,  and  then  to  return  to  take  part  in  the  dialogue.  Th« 
directions  in  the  folio  correspond  with  those  in  our  text. 
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Pist,  God  bless  thy  lungs,  good  night. 

FaL  Come  here,  Pistol ;  stand  behind  me. — [To  Shallow.] 
0  !  if  I  had  had  time  to  have  made  new  liveries,  I  woidd 
have  bestowed  the  thousand  pound  I  borrowed  of  you.  But 
'tis  no  matter ;  this  poor  show  doth  better :  this  doth  infer 
the  zeal  I  had  to  see  him. 

Shal.  It  doth  so. 

FaL  It  shows  my  earnestness  of  affection. 

PisL  It  doth  so. 

Fal,  My  devotion. 

Pist.  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth  •. 

FaL  As  it  were,  to  ride  day  and  night ;  and  not  te  de- 
liberate, not  to  remember,  not  to  have  patience  to  shift  me. 

ShaL  It  is  most  certain. 

FaL  But  to  stand  stained  with  travel,  and  sweating  with 
desire  to  see  him  :  thinking  of  nothing  else ;  putting  all 
affairs  else  in  oblivion,  as  if  there  were  nothing  else  to  be  done 
but  to  see  him. 

Put.  'Tis  setnper  ideniy  for  absque  hoc  nihil  est.  'Tis  all  in 
every  part. 

ShaL  'Tis  so,  indeed. 

Pist,  My  knight,  I  will  inflame  thy  noble  liver, 
And  make  thee  rage. 

Thy  Doll,  and  Helen  of  thy  noble  thoughts. 
Is  in  base  durance,  and  contagious  prison ; 
Haul'd  thither 

By  most  mechanical  and  dirty  hand : — 
Rouse  up  revenge  from  ebon  den  with  fell  Alecto's  snake, 
For  Doll  is  in  ;  Pistol  speaks  nought  but  truth. 

FaL  I  will  deliver  her.    [^Shvuts  mthin,  and  trumpets  sound. 

Pist.  There  roar'd  the  sea,  and  trumpet-clangor  soimds. 

Fnter  King  and  his  Train,  with  the  Chief  Justice. 

FaL  God  save  thy  grace,  king  Hal !  my  royal  Hal ! 
Pist.  The  heavens  thee  guard  and  keep,  most  royal  imp  of 
fame! 

FaL  God  save  thee,  my  sweet  boy  ! 

King.  My  lord  chief  justice,  speak  to  that  vain  man. 

■  It  doth,  it  doth,  it  doth]  We  have  distributed  these  and  some  other  speeches 
as  in  the  folio.  In  the  4to.  they  are  confusedly  given,  and  some  modem  editors 
seem  to  have  felt  themselves  at  liberty  to  dispose  of  them  as  they  thought  best. 
The  4to.  and  folio  vary  in  other  more  minute  particulars,  such  as  "  earnestness  in 
affection,"  &c. 
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Ch.  Jmt  Have  you  your  wits  P  know  you  what  'tis  you 
speak  P 

FaL  My  king !  my  Jove  !  I  speak  to  thee,  my  heart ! 

King,  I  kiu)W  thee  not,  old  man :  fall  to  thy  prayers ; 
How  ill  white  hairs  become  a  fool,  and  jester ! 
I  have  long  dream'd  of  such  a  kind  of  man, 
So  surfeit-swell'd,  so  old,  and  so  profane ; 
But,  being  awake,  I  do  despise  my  dream. 
Make  less  thy  body,  hence,  and  more  thy  grace  ; 
Leave  gormandizing ;  know,  the  grave  doth  gape 
For  thee  thrice  wider  than  for  other  men. 
Reply  not  to  me  with  a  fool-bom  jest : 
Presume  not  that  I  am  the  thing  I  was  ; 
For  God  doth  know,  so  shall  the  world  perceive. 
That  I  have  turn'd  away  my  former  self; 
So  will  I  those  that  kept  me  company. 
When  thou  dost  hear  I  am  as  I  have  been, 
Approach  me,  and  thou  shalt  be  as  thou  wast. 
The  tutor  and  the  feeder  of  my  riots  : 
Till  then,  I  banish  thee  on  pain  of  death, 
As  I  have  done  the  rest  of  my  misleaders. 
Not  to  come  near  our  person  by  ten  mile. 
For  competence  of  life  I  will  allow  you. 
That  lack  of  means  enforce  you  not  to  evil ; 
And  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourselves  ^ 
"We  will,  according  to  your  strength  and  qualities. 
Give  you  advancement  *. — ^Be  it  your  charge,  my  lord, 
To  see  performed  the  tenor  of  our  word  ". 

*  And  as  we  hear  you  do  reform  yourselves,]  Boswell  states  that  the  foliOy 
1623,  has  redeem  for  "  reform  "  of  the  4to.  No  copy  of  that  edition  that  I  have 
ever  met  with  has  redeem,  Boswell  confounded  the  two  first  folios,  for  it  is  the 
second,  that  of  1G32,  in  which  "  reform  "  is  altered  to  redeem, 

*  Give  you  advancement.]  So  in  the  old  play  "The  Famous  Victories  of 
Henry  the  Fifth:"  the  young  king  speaks,  and  we  give  the  speech  also  as  a 
specimen  of  the  sort  of  verse  into  which  the  prose  is  there  cut  up :  the  lines  are  of 
all  lengths: — 

"  Ah,  Tom,  your  former  life  grieves  me. 
And  makes  me  abandon  and  abolish  your  company  for  ever; 
And  therefore  not  upon  pain  of  death  to  approach  my  presence 
By  ten  miles  space :  then,  if  I  hear  well  of  you, 
It  may  be  I  will  do  somewhat  for  you. 
Otherwise  look  for  no  more  favour  at  my  hands. 
Than  at  any  other  man's :  and  therefore  be  gone ; 
We  have  other  matters  to  talk  on.'* 

*  —  the  tenor  of  our  word.]  So  the  folio :  the  4to.  has,  less  royally,  "  the 
tenor  of  my  word." 
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Set  on.  •  [Exeunt  King,  Aw  Train,  and  the  Chief  Justice. 

FaL  Master  Shallow,  I  owe  you  a  thousand  pound. 

ShaL  Ay,  marry,  sir  John ;  which  I  beseech  you  to  let  me 
have  home  with  me. 

FaL  That  can  hardly  be,  master  Shallow. — ^Do  not  you 
grieve  at  this  :  I  shall  be  sent  for  in  private  to  him.  Look 
you,  he  must  seem  thus  to  the  world.  Fear  not  your 
advancement;  I  will  be  the  man  yet  that  shall  make  you 
great. 

ShaL  I  cannot  perceive  how,  imless  you  should  give  me 
your  doublet,  and  stuff  me  out  with  straw.  I  beseech 
you,  good  sir  John,  let  me  have  five  hundred  of  my  thousand. 

FaL  Sir,  I  will  be  as  good  as  my  word :  this  that  you  heard 
was  but  a  colour. 

ShaL  A  colour,  I  fear,  that  you  will  die  in,  sir  John. 

FaL  Fear  no  colours*:  go  with  me  to  dinner. — Come, 
lieutenant  Pistol ; — come  Bardolph. — I  shall  be  sent  for  soon 
at  night. 

Re-enter  Prince  John,  the  Chief  Justice,  Officers,  Sfc. 

Ch.  Just.  Go,  carry  sir  John  Falstaff  to  the  Fleet : 
Take  all  his  company  along  with  him 

FaL  My  lord,  my  lord ! — 

Ch.  Just.  I  cannot  now  speak :  I  will  hear  you  soon. — 
Take  them  away. 

Fist.  Se  fort  una  me  tormenta,  it  sperare  me  cantenta  *. 

[Exeunt  Fal.  Shal.  Pist.  Bard.  Page,  and  Officers. 

P.  John.  I  like  this  fair  proceeding  of  the  king's. 
He  hath  intent,  his  wonted  followers 

*  Fear  no  colours:]     We  have  already  had  this  proverbial  expression  in 
"  Twelfth-Night,"  A.  i.  sc.  6,  Vol.  ii.  p.  661. 

*  —  il  sperare  me  contenta.]     We  ha?e  had  this  motto  before  in  this  play» 
A.  ii.  sc.  4,  and  there,  in  the  old  copies,  the  words  given  are  these — 

"  Si  fortune  mc  tormente,  sperato  me  contente.'' 
ifere  the  4to.  has  it, 

**  Si  fortnna  me  tormenta  spero  contenta;" 
and  the  folio,  1623, 

*'  Si  fortnna  roe  tormento,  spera  me  contento." 
As  we  have  already  stated  (p.  466)  on  the  authority  of  Sir  T.  Hanmer,  the  words 
ought  to  be 

'*  Se  fortnna  me  tormenta,  il  sperare  me  contenta." 
It  was  the  inscription  on  Pistol's  sword,  and  Douce  had  a  weapon  of  the  time  and 
kind  with  the  same  motto  in  French,  Si  fortune  me  tourmente,  Vetperance  nu 
eontenie.     It  was  Pistol's  only  consolation  on  the  downfall  of  his  own  and  hit 
master's  hopes. 

VOL.  III.  M  m 
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Shall  all  be  very  well  provided  for ; 

But  all  are  banifih'd,  till  their  conversatioiis 

Appear  more  wise  and  modest  to  the  world. 

Ch,  Jmt.  And  so  they  are. 

P.  John.  The  king  hath  call'd  his  parliament,  my  lord. 

CA.  Just.  He  hath. 

P.  John.  I  will  lay  odds  that,  ere  this  year  expire. 
We  bear  our  civil  swords,  and  native  fire, 
As  far  as  France.     I  heard  a  bird  so  sing  *, 
Whose  music,  to  my  thinking,  pleas'd  the  king. 
Come,  will  you  hence  P  {Exeunt. 


EPILOGUE, 

By  one  that  can  dance  *. 

First  my  fear,  then  my  courtesy,  last  my  speech.  My 
fear  is  your  displeasure,  my  courtesy  my  duty,  and  my  speech 
to  beg  your  pardons.  If  you  look  for  a  good  speech,  now, 
you  undo  me  ;  for  what  I  have  to  say  is  of  mine  own  making, 
and  what  indeed  I  should  say  will,  I  doubt,  prove  mine  own 
marring.  But  to  the  purpose,  and  so  to  the  venture. — ^Be  it 
known  to  you,  (as  it  is  very  well)  I  was  lately  here  in  the  end 
of  a  displeasing  play,  to  pray  your  patience  for  it,  and  to 
promise  you  a  better.  I  did  mean,  indeed,  to  pay  you  with 
this ;  which,  if,  like  an  ill  venture,  it  come  unluckily  home, 
I  break,  and  you,  my  gentle  creditors,  lose.  Here,  I 
promised  you,  I  would  be,  and  here  I  commit  my  body  to 
your  mercies :  bate  me  some,  and  I  will  pay  you  some ;  and, 
as  most  debtors  do,  promise  you  infinitely. 

If  my  tongue  cannot  entreat  you  to  acquit  me,  will  you 
command  me  to  use  my  legs  P  and  yet  that  were  but  light 
payment,  to  dance  out  of  your  debt ;  but  a  good  conscience 

*  I  HEARD  a  bird  so  feing,]  The  folio,  "  I  hear  a  bird  so  sing,"  which  is  dearly 
wrong :  the  4to,  "  heard." 

*  Epilogue,  BY  ONK  THAT  CAN  DANCE.]  These  are  the  words  in  the  corr.  fo. 
1632.  The  play,  as  Johnson  remarks,  concludes  flatly,  and  this  Epilogue  by  a 
dancer,  or  rather  by  an  actor  who,  like  Kemp  and  many  other  performers,  ooold 
dance,  was  no  doubt  added,  in  order,  in  the  words  of  Barton  HaUiday,  '*  the  more 
cheerfully  to  dismiss  the  spectators."  In  the  4to.  and  folio,  1623,  it  is  only  headed 
"EpUogue." 
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will  make  any  possible  satisfaction,  and  so  will  I.  All  the 
gentlewomen  here  have  forgiven  me ;  if  the  gentlemen  will 
not,  then  the  gentlemen  do  not  agree  with  the  gentlewomen, 
which  was  never  seen  before  in  such  an  assembly '. 

One  word  more,  I  beseech  you.  If  you  be  not  too  much 
cloyed  with  fat  meat,  our  humble  author  will  continue  the 
story,  with  sir  John  in  it,  and  make  you  merry  with  fair 
Katharine  of  France  ;  where,  for  any  thing  I  know,  Falstaff 
shall  die  of  a  sweat,  imless  already  he  be  killed  with  your 
hard  opinions  ;  for  Oldcastle  died  a  martyr,  and  this  is  not  the 
man  ■.  My  tongue  is  weary ;  when  my  legs  are  too,  I  will 
bid  you  good  night :  and  so  kneel  down  before  you ;  but, 
indeed,  to  pray  for  the  queen. 

'  —  which  was  never  Been  befork  in  such  an  assemhlj.]  The  word  "  before  " 
is  from  the  folio,  1623.  There  is  a  more  important  Tariation  at  the  end  of  this 
Epilogue ;  for  in  the  4to,  the  words  "  and  so  kneel  down  before  you ;  but,  indeed, 
to  pray  for  the  queen/'  (with  the  addition  of  /  before  **  kneel/')  are  inserted  at  the 
end  of  the  first  paragraph,  instead  of  being  placed  at  the  dose  of  the  Epilogue,  aa 
in  the  folio.  We  have  adopted  the  arrangement  of  the  folio,  though  it  hardly 
seems  likely  that  the  dancer  would  have  jumped  up  firom  his  prayer  for  the  queen, 
in  order  to  treat  the  audience  with  a  dance. 

■  —  for  Oldcastle  died  a  martyr,  and  this  is  not  the  man.]  Here  also  we  haTe 
a  relic  of  the  hat,  that  the  original  name  of  Falstaff  was  Oldcastle. 
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"The  Cronicle  History  of  Henry  the  fift,  With  his  battell 
fought  at  Agin  Court  in  France.  Togither  ^dth  Auntient  FistolL 
As  it  hath  bene  sundry  times  playd  by  the  Bight  honorable  the 
Lord  Ghamberlaine  his  seruants.  London  Printed  by  Thomas 
Creede,  for  Tho.  Millington,  and  lohn  Busby.  And  are  to  be 
sold  at  his  house  in  Garter  Lane,  next  the  Powle  head.  1600." 
4to.    27  leaves. 

"  Tlie  Chronicle  History  of  Henry  the  fift,  With  his  battell 
fought  at  Agin  Court  in  Prance.  Together  with  Auntient  Pistoll. 
As  it  hath  bene  sundry  times  playd  by  the  Eight  honorable  the 
Lord  Chamberlaine  his  seruants.  London  Printed  by  Thomas 
Creede,  for  Thomas  Pauier,  and  are  to  be  sold  at  his  shop  in 
Comhill,  at  the  signe  of  the  Cat  and  Parrots,  neare  the  Exchange. 
1602."    4to.    26  leaves. 

"The  Chronicle  History  of  Henry  the  fift,  with  his  battell 
fought  at  Agin  Court  in  France.  Together  with  ancient  Pistoll. 
As  it  hath  bene  sundry  times  playd  by  the  Eight  Honourable  the 
Lord  Chamberlaine  his  Seruants.  Printed  for  T.  P.  1608."  4to. 
27  leaves. 

"  The  Life  of  Henry  the  Fift,"  in  the  folio  of  1623,  occupies 
twenty-seven  pages,  viz.  from  p.  69  to  p.  95  inclusive.  The  pagi- 
nation from  "Henry  IV."  Part  ii.  to  "Henry  V."  is  not  con- 
tinued, but  a  new  series  begins  with  "  Henry  V."  on  p.  69,  and 
is  regularly  followed  to  the  end  of  the  "  Histories."  The  folio, 
1632,  adopts  this  error,  but  it  is  avoided  by  continuous  pagination 
in  the  two  later  folio  impressions. 


INTRODUCTION. 


It  is  a  circumstance  deserving  remark,  that  not  one  of  the  title- 
pages  of  the  4to.  editions  of  "  Henry  V."  attribute  the  authorship 
of  the  play  to  Shakespeare.  It  was  printed  three  several  times 
during  the  life  of  the  poet,  but  in  no  instance  with  his  name.  The 
fact,  no  doubt,  is,  that  there  never  was  any  thing  like  an  authorized 
edition  of  "  Henry  V."  imtil  it  appeared  in  the  folio  of  1623,  and 
that  the  4to.  impressions  were  surreptitious,  and  were  published 
without  the  consent  of  the  author,  or  of  the  company  to  which  he 
was  attached.  They  came  out  in  1600,  1602,  and  1608,  being 
merely  reprints  of  each  other ;  and,  considering  the  imperfectness 
and  deficiency  of  the  text  in  the  4to.  of  1600,  it  is  perhaps  strange 
that  no  improvements  were  made  in  the  subsequent  impressions. 
The  drama  must  have  enjoyed  great  popularity ;  it  must  have  been 
played  over  and  over  again  at  the  theatre,  and  yet  the  public  in- 
terest, as  far  as  perusal  is  concerned,  would  seem  to  have  been 
satisfied  with  a  brief,  crude,  and  mutilated  representation  of  the 
performance.  The  4tos.  can  be  looked  upon  in  no  other  light  than 
as  fragments  of  the  original  play,  printed  in  haste  for  the  gratifica- 
tion of  public  curiosity. 

They  bear  strong  external  and  internal  evidence  of  fraud :  the 
earliest  of  them  was  not  published  by  a  bookseller  or  booksellers 
by  whom  Shakespeare's  genuine  dramas  were  issued;  and  the 
second  and  third  came  from  the  hands  of  Thomas  Pavier,  who  was 
instrumental  in  giving  to  the  world  some  pieces,  with  the  com- 
position of  which  Shakespeare  had  no  concern,  though  ascribed  to 
him  on  the  title-pages.  The  internal  evidence  shows  that  the 
edition  was  made  up,  not  from  any  authentic  manuscript,  nor  even 
from  any  combination  of  the  separate  parts  delivered  out  to  the 
actors  by  the  copyist  of  the  theatre,  but  &om  what  could  be  taken 
down  in  short-hand,  or  could  be  remembered,  while  the  performance 
was  taking  place.  It  is  true  that  the  4to.  impressions  contain  not 
the  slightest  hint  of  the  Chorusses,  nor  of  whole  scenes,  and  long 
speeches  found  in  the  folio  of  1623 ;  and  the  inference  seems  to 
be  that  "  Henry  V."  was  originally  produced  by  Shakespeare  in  a 
comparatively  incomplete  state,  and  that  large  portions  contained 
in  the  folio,  and  of  which  no  trace  can  be  pointed  out  in  the  4tos, 
were  added  at  a  subsequent  date,  to  give  greater  novelty  and 
attraction  to  the  drama.  Such,  we  know,  was  a  very  common  course 
with  all  our  early  stag^-poets.  A  play  called  "  Henry  V."  was 
represented  at  Court  on  the  7th  Jan.  1605,  as  we  learn  from  "  The 
Extracts  from  the  Accounts  of  the  Eevels,"  edited  by  Mr.  P.  Cun- 
ningham, and  printed  by  the  Shakespeare  Society,  p.  204 ;  and 
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these  important  additions  may  have  been  inserted  for  that  occasion. 
The  entry  runs,  literatim,  as  follows : 

"  On  the  7  of  January  was  played  the  play  of  Henry  the 
fifb." 
In  the  margin  we  are  informed  that  it  was  acted  "  by  his  Majesty's 
players,"  but  the  name  of  the  author  is  not  in  this  instance  given, 
although  "  Shaxberd  "  is  placed  opposite  the  title  of  "  Measure  for 
Measure,'*  stated  to  have  been  exhibited  on  a  preceding  night. 
The  fact  that  the  actors  belonged  to  Shakespeare's  company  renders 
it  most  probable  that  his  play  was  performed  on  the  occasion ;  but 
it  is  to  be  recollected  also,  that  the  old  play  of  "  The  Famous 
Victories  of  Henry  the  Fifth  "  purports  on  the  title-page  to  have 
been  "  acted  by  the  King's  Majesty's  servants,"  even  at  so  late  a 
date  as  1617,  when  the  last  edition  of  it  made  its  appearance. 
Nevertheless,  we  may  perhaps  take  it  for  granted,  that  the  "  Henry 
the  fift,"  played  at  Whitehall  by  the  king's  servants,  on  the  7th 
Jan.  1605,  was  Shakespeare's  historical  drama ;  and  it  may  not  be 
too  much  to  presume,  that  most  of  the  additions  (Chorusses  ex- 
cepted) included  in  the  folio  of  1623,  were  written  in  consequence 
of  the  selection  of  "  Henry  V."  by  the  Master  of  the  Eevels  for 
representation  before  James  I. 

Our  opinion,  then,  is  that  Shakespeare  did  not  originally  write 
his  "  Henry  V."  by  any  means  as  we  find  it  in  the  folio  of  1623, 
and  that  it  was  first  produced  without  various  scenes  and  speeches 
subsequently  written  and  introduced :  we  are  perfectly  convinced 
that  the  three  4to.  editions  of  1600,  1602,  and  1608  do  not  at  all 
contain  the  play  as  it  was  acted  in  the  first  instance ;  but  were 
hastily  made  up  chiefly  from  notes  taken  at  the  theatre  during  the 
performance,  subsequently  patched  together.  Now  and  then  we 
meet  with  a  few  consecutive  lines,  similar  to  what  we  may  call  the 
authentic  copy,  but  in  general  the  text  is  miserably  mangled  and 
disfigured.  We  might  find  proofs  in  support  of  our  position  in 
every  part  of  the  play,  but  as  in  his  "  Twenty  Quartos  "  Steevens 
has  reprinted  that  of  1608,  it  w411  be  needless  to  select  more  than 
a  single  specimen.  We  give  the  text  exactly  as  we  find  it  in  the 
4to,  1600,  from  the  copy  in  the  Library  of  the  Duke  of  Devon- 
shire :  our  extract  is  from  A.  i.  sc.  2,  the  speech  of  the  King,  just 
before  the  French  Ambassadors  are  called  in : — 

'*  Call  in  the  messenger  sent  from  the  Dolphin, 
And  by  jour  aid,  the  noble  sinewes  of  our  land, 
France  being  ours,  weele  bring  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  in  pieces : 

Eyther  our  Chronicles  shal  with  full  mouth  speak 
Freely  of  our  acts, 
Or  else  like  toonglesse  mutes 
Not  worshipt  with  a  paper  epitaph." 
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Such  is  the  speech  as  it  is  abridged  and  corrupted  in  the  4to, 
1600 :  the  correct  text,  as  contained  in  the  folio  of  1623,  may  be 
seen  on  p.  553  of  the  following  play. 

It  not  unfrequentlj  happened  that  the  person  who  took  down 
the  lines  as  the  actors  delivered  them,  for  the  purpose  of  pub- 
lishing the  4to,  1600,  misheard  what  was  said,  and  used  wrong 
words,  which  in  sound  nearly  resembled  the  right :  thus,  earlier  in 
the  same  scene,  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbury  says,  according  to 
the  folio,  1623, 

"  Tbey  of  those  Marches,  gracious  sovereiga, 
Shall  be  a  wall  saffident  to  defend 
Oar  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers." 

In  the  4to,  1600,  the  materials  for  which  were  probably  surrepti- 
tiously obtained  at  the  theatre,  the  passage  is  thus  given : — 

r 

"  The  Marches,  gracious  soveraigne,  shalbe  sufficient 
To  guard  your  England  from  the  pilfering  borderers.'' 

We  might  multiply  instances  of  the  same  kind,  but  we  do  not' 
think  there  can  be  any  reasonable  doubt  upon  the  point. 

The  4tos,  as  we  have  stated,  contain  no  hint  of  the  Chorusses, 
but  a  passage  in  that  which  precedes  Act  v.  certainly  relates  to  the 
expedition  of  the  Earl  of  Essex  to  Ireland,  between  the  15th  April 
and  the  28th  Sept.  1599,  and  must  have  been  written  during  his 
absence : —  ' 

*'  As,  by  a  lower  but  loving  likelihood. 
Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  empress 
(As  in  good  time  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming, 
Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  sword, 
How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit 
To  welcome  him." 

The  above  lines  were,  therefore,  composed  between  the  15th 
April  and  the  28th  Sept.  1599;  and  most  likely  the  Chorusses 
formed  part  of  the  piece  as  originally  acted,  although  the  short- 
hand writer  did  not  think  it  a  necessary  portion  of  the  performance 
to  be  included  in  the  earliest  4to,  1600,  which  was  to  be  brought 
out  with  great  speed:  perhaps  the  length  of  these  and  other 
recitations  might  somewhat  baffle  his  skill.  Upon  this  supposition, 
the  question  when  Shakespeare  wrote  his  "Henry  V."  is  brought 
to  a  narrow  point ;  and  confirmed  as  it  is  by  the  omission  of  all 
mention  of  the  play  by  Meres,  in  his  Palladis  Tamia,  1598,  we 
need  feel  little  doubt  that  his  first  sketch  came  from  the  pen  of 
Shakespeare,  for  performance  at  the  Globe  theatre,  early  in  the 
summer  of  1599.  The  enlarged  drama,  as  it  stands  in  the  folio  of 
1623,  we  are  disposed  to  believe  was  not  put  into  the  complete 
shape  in  which  it  has  there  come  down  to  us,  until  shortly  before 
1605,  the  date  when  it  was  played  at  Court. 
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Michael  Drayton's  "  Ode  *'  upon  Agincouri,  which  he  published 
soon  after  James  I.  came  to  the  throne,  and  his  long  heroic  poem 
on  the  same  event,  which  came  out  not  long  after  the  commence- 
ment of  the  reign  of  Charles  I.,  are  so  well  known,  that  a  reference 
to  them  will  be  sufficient.  A  spirited  black-letter  ballad,  of  earlj 
date,  the  only  existing  copy  of  which  was,  however,  "  printed  for 
fienry  Harper  in  Smithfield  *'  not  long  anterior  to  the  Civil  Wars, 
has  never  been  noticed  in  modem  times :  it  is  worth  subjoining  in 
reference  to  the  main  incident  of  Shakespeare's  play,  and  it  bears 
for  title  "Agincourt,  or  the  English  Bowman's  Glory,"  pur- 
porting to  have  been  sung  "  to  a  pleasant  new  tune."  Although 
it  contains  no  special  allusion  to  any  extant  drama,  it  most  likely 
grew  out  of  the  extreme  popularity  of  the  subject,  partly  by  reason 
of  theatrical  representations. 

''  Agincourty  Agincourt ! 
Know  ye  not  Aginoourt, 
Where  English  slue  and  hurt 

All  their  French  foemen  ? 
With  our  pikes  and  bills  brown, 
How  the  Frendi  were  beat  downe, 

Shot  by  our  bowmen. 

**  Agincourt,  Aginoourt  I 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt, 
Never  to  be  forgot 

Or  known  to  no  men  ? 
Where  English  cloth-yard  arrows 
Kill'd  the  French  like  tame  sparrows, 

Slaine  by  our  bowmen. 

"  Aginoourt,  Agincourt ! 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt, 
Where  we  won  field  and  fort ; 

French  fled  like  wo -men  ? 
By  land,  and  eke  by  water. 
Never  was  seene  such  slaughter, 

Made  by  our  bowmen. 

"  Agincourt,  Agincourt ! 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt  ? 
English  of  every  sort, 

High  men  and  low  men, 
Fought  that  day  wondrous  well,  as 
All  our  old  stories  tell  us, 

Thanks  to  our  bowmen. 


i< 


Agincourt,  Agincourt ! 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt  ? 
Either  tale,  or  report. 

Quickly  will  show  men 
What  can  be  done  by  courage, 
Men  without  food  or  forage. 

Still  lusty  bowmen. 
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**  Agincourt,  Agincourt  1 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt  ? 
Where  sach  a  fight  was  fought, 

As,  when  they  grow  men, 
Our  boys  shall  imitate, 
Nor  need  we  long  to  waite ; 

They'll  be  good  bowmen. 

"  Agincourt,  Agincourt  I 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt  ? 
Where  our  fifth  Harry  taught 

Frenchmen  to  know  men : 
And  when  the  day  was  done, 
Thousands  there  fell  to  one 

Good  English  bowman. 

"  Agincourt,  Agincourt, 
Huzza  for  Agincourt ! 
When  that  day  is  forgot 

There  will  be  no  men. 
It  was  a  day  of  glory, 
And  till  our  heads  are  hoary 

Praise  we  our.  bowmen. 

**  Agincourt,  Agincourt ! 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt  ? 
When  our  best  hopes  were  nought, 

Tenfold  our  foemen, 
Harry  led  his  men  to  battle, 
Slue  the  French  like  sheep  and  cattle : 

Huzza !  our  bowmen. 

**  Agincourt,  Agincourt  I 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt  ? 
O,  it  was  noble  sport ! 

Then  did  we  owe  ben ; 
Men,  who  a  victory  won  us 
'Gainst  any  odds  among  us  : 

Such  were  our  bowmen. 

**  Agincourt,  Agincourt ! 
Know  ye  not  Agincourt  ? 
Dear  was  the  victory  bought 
By  fifty  yeomen. 

•  Ask  any  English  wench, 

They  were  worth  all  the  French : 
Rare  English  bowmen  ' ! '' 

Shakespeare,  besides  the  Duke  of  York,  the  Earl  of  Sufiblk,  Sip 
Kichard  Ketly,  and  "  Davy  0am,  esquire,"  states  the  loss  of  the 
English  at  only  five  and  twenty:  Stowo  (AnnaleM,  p.  572,  edit. 
1605)  omits  Oram,  and  makes  our  loss  much  greater. 

*  In  the  original  it  is  **  Rare  English  womeH"  but  probably  a  mistake  for 
"  bowmen,''  the  printer  having  been  misled  by  the  word  **  wendi  **  above.  All 
the  other  stanzas  end  with  **  bowmen.'' 
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and  Attendants. 

The  SCENE  in  England,  and  in  France. 

'  Rowe  first  gave  a  list  of  the  characters. 
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Enter  Chorus  ',  aa  Prologue. 

0,  for  a  muse  of  fire,  that  would  ascend 
The  brightest  heaven  of  invention  1 
A  kingdom  for  a  stage,  princes  to  act, 
And  monarchs  to  behold  the  sweUing  scene ! 
Then  should  the  wariike  Harry,  like  himself. 
Assume  the  port  of  Mars ;  and  at  his  heels, 
Leash'd  in  like  hounds,  should  famine,  sword,  and  fire, 
Crouch  for  employment.     But  pardon,  gentles  all. 
The  flat  unraised  spirit  that  hath  dar'd, 
On  this  unworthy  scaffold,  to  bring  forth 
So  great  an  object :  can  this  cockpit  hold 
The  vasty  fields  of  France  P  or  may  we  cram 
"Within  this  wooden  0  *  the  very  casques. 
That  did  affiight  the  air  at  Agincourt  P 
0,  pardon !  since  a  crooked  figure  may 
Attest  in  little  place  a  million  ; 
And  let  us,  ciphers  to  this  great  accompt. 
On  your  imaginary  forces  work '. 

'  Enter  Chorus,]  The  old  stege-direction  is  *'  Enter  Prologne/'  but  it  was 
the  same  *'  Chorus ''  as  in  a  subsefjuent  part  of  the  play :  near  the  end  of  the 
address  the  speaker  calls  himself  "  Chorus/'  and  only  professes  to  deliver  the 
lines  *^  Prologue-like/'  not  absolutely  as  the  Prologue.  Consistently  with  this 
notion  the  direction  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  is  altered  to  "  Enter  Chorus,  as  Pro- 
logue/' and  thus  we  have  given  it. 

'  Within  this  wooden  O]  The  Globe  Theatre,  on  the  Baukside,  was  drcnlar 
within,  and  probably  this  historical  drama  was  first  acted  there;  but  the  com- 
pany to  which  Shakespeare  belonged  also  played  in  the  winter  at  the  Blackfriars 
Theatre,  regarding  the  shape  of  which  we  have  no  information.  See  Hist,  of  Engl. 
Dram.  Poetry  and  the  Stage,  Vol.  iii.  p.  296.  The  Globe  differed  from  the  Fortune 
in  Cripplegate,  which  was  a  square  building.     Ibid.  Vol.  iii.  p.  302. 

*  On  your  imaginary  forces  work.]  An  emendation  is  here  introduced  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  but  a  water-stain  has  so  obliterated  it,  that  it  is  not  legible. 
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Suppose^  within  the  girdle  of  these  walls 

Are  now  confin'd  two  mighty  monarchies. 

Whose  high  upreared  and  abutting  fronts 

The  perilous  narrow  ocean  parts  asunder. 

Piece  oSit  our  imperfections  with  your  thoughts ; 

Into  a  thousand  parts  divide  one  man, 

And  make  imaginary  puissance  * :    ^ 

Think,  when  we  talk  of  horses,  that  you  see  them 

Printing  their  proud  hoo£3  i'  the  receiving  earth ;« 

For  'tis  your  thoughts  that  now  must  deck  our  kings, 

Garry  th^m  here  and  there,  jumping  o'er  times, 

Turning  th'  accomplishment  of  many  years 

"Into  an  hour-glass :  for  the  which  supply, 

Admit  me  chorus  to  this  history ; 

Who,  prologue-like,  your  humble  patience  pray, 

Gentiy  to  hear,  kindly  to  judge,  our  play. 

0 

Johnaon  suggested  imaphiatwe,  as  more  proper  than  "imaginary;"   and  la  • 
line,  nearer  the  end  of  this  Prologue, 

"  And  make  imaginary  poissanoe," 
the  word  is  employed  in  its  ordinary  signifia^n.    We  shoold  be  diiptld  tt 
read  imaginatiffe,  if  the  word  had  been  employed  by  Shakespeare  or 
temporaries :  it  is  nevertheless  as  old  as  the  time  of  Lord  Bemen.  We  miiek ! 
suppose  that  our  poet  uses  "  imaginary  *'  for  imaginaihe. 

*  And  make  imaginary  puissance :]     A  chorus  of  a  similar  land  | 
anonymous  play  of  *'  The  Famous  History  of  Thomas  Stukely,"  piiated  in  10(0^ 
but  acted  some  years  before.    The  speaker  of  the  chorus  there  saja,  in 
with  Shakespeare, 

**  Your  gentle  iuTOur  we  must  needs  entreat 

For  rude  presenting  such  a  royal  tight ; 

Which  more  imagination  must  supply 

Than  all  our  utmost  strength  can  reach  unto." 


W 
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KING   HENRY  V. 


ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

London.    An  Ante-chamber  in  the  Kino's  Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  o/'Canterbukt,  and  Bishop  6/ "Ely. 

Cant.  My  lord,  I'll  tell  you,  that  self  bill  is  urg'd, 

Which  in  th'  eleventh  year  of  the  last  king's  reign 

Was  like,  and  had  indeed  against  us  passed. 

But  that  the  scambling  and  unquiet  time  ^ 

Did  push  it  out  of  farther  question. 

nil/.  But  how,  my  lord,  shall  we  resist  it  now  P 
Cant.  It  must  be  thought  on*    If  it  pass  against  us, 

We  lose  the  better  half  of  our  possession ' ; 

For  all  the  temporal  lands,  which  men  deyout 

By  testament  haye  given  to  the  church. 

Would  they  strip  firom  us ;  being  valued  thus, — 

As  much  as  woidd  maintain,  to  the  king's  honour, 

Full  fifteen  earls,  and  fifteen  hundred  blights, 

Six  thousand  and  two  hundred  good  esquires ; 

And,  to  relief  of  lazars,  and  weak  age, 

Of  indigent  faint  souls,  past  corporal  toil, 

A  hundred  alms-houses,  right  well  supplied ; 

And  to  the  coffers  of  the  king  beside, 

^  But  that  the  scambling  and  nnqiiiei  time]  "  ScambliBg"  is  »  vord  whidi 
oocun  again  in  this  play,  and  has  before  been  esupioyed  in  "  Much  Ado  Abent 
Nothing/'  Vol.  ii.  p.  869.  It  was  in  frequent  use  among  our  old  authors,  and  is 
what  has  since  been  changed  to  wromhlvikg,  though  they  also  had  it  in  that  form. 

'  —  of  our  possession ;]  So  all  the  old  copies ;  but  the  oorr.  fo.  1098,  periiaps 
unnoecssarily,  alters  "  possesnon "  to  poueitUm».  We  may  suppose  that  Hie 
recitation  by  the  actor  of  the  part  of  the  Archbishop  (CUcfaeley,  who  had  besn 
transited  from  St  Darid's  in  1414)  was  hi  the  phind. 
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A  thousand  pounds  by  the  year.     Thus  runs  the  bill. 

Ely,  This  would  drink  deep. 

Cant.  'Twould  drink  the  cup  and  all. 

Ely,  But  what  prevention  P 

Cant,  The  king  is  full  of  grace,  and  fair  regard. 

Ely,  And  a  true  lover  of  the  holy  church. 

Cant,  The  courses  of  his  youth  promised  it  not. 
The  breath  no  sooner  left  his  father's  body, 
But  that  his  wildness,  mortified  in  him, 
Seem'd  to  die  too  :  yea,  at  that  very  moment. 
Consideration  like  an  angel  came, 
And  whipp'd  th'  offending  Adam  out  of  him, 
Leaving  his  body  as  a  paradise, 
T'  envelop  and  contain  celestial  spirits. 
Never  was  such  a  sudden  scholar  made : 
Never  came  reformation  in  a  flood. 
With  such  a  heady  current  scouring  faults ; 
Nor  never  Hydra-headed  wilftdness 
So  soon  did  lose  his  seat,  and  all  at  once. 
As  in  this  king. 

Ely,  We  are  blessed  in  the  change. 

Cant,  Hear  him  but  reason  in  divinity. 
And,  all-admiring,  with  an  inward  wish 
You  would  desire  the  king  were  made  a  prelate  : 
Hear  him  debate  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
You  would  say,  it  hath  been  all-in-all  his  study : 
List  his  discourse  of  war,  and  you  shall  hear 
A  fearful  battle  render'd  you  in  music : 
Turn  him  to  any  cause  of  policy. 
The  Gordian  knot  of  it  he  will  unloose. 
Familiar  as  his  garter ;  that,  when  he  speaks. 
The  air,  a  chartered  libertine,  is  still, 
And  the  mute  wonder  lurketh  in  men's  ears. 
To  steal  his  sweet  and  honeyed  sentences ; 
So  that  the  art  and  practic  part  of  life 
Must  be  the  mistress  to  this  theoric : 
Which  is  a  wonder,  how  his  grace  should  glean  it. 
Since  his  addiction  was  to  courses  vain ; 
His  companies  imletter'd ',  rude,  and  shallow ; 

•  His  COMPANIES  unletter'd,]  In  "  Midsummer  Night's  Dream/'  A.  i.  sc  1 
(Vol.  ii.  p.  194),  we  ha?c  had,  as  here,  "companies"  for  companiont ;  although 
there  in  the  old  impressions  it  is  misprinted  companions,  "  companies "  being 
required  for  the  rhyme. 
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His  hours  fiU'd  up  with  riots,  banquets,  sports ; 
And  never  noted  in  him  any  study, 
Any  retirement,  any  sequestration 
From  open  haunts  and  popularity. 

Ely,  The  strawberry  ffrows  underneath  the  nettle. 
And  wholesome  berries  thrive  and  ripen  best, 
Neighbour'd  by  fruit  of  baser  quality : 
And  so  the  prince  obscur'd  his  contemplation 
Under  the  veil  of  wildness ;  which,  no  doubt. 
Grew  like  the  summer  grass,  fastest  by  night, 
Unseen,  yet  crescive  in  his  faculty. 

Cant.  It  must  be  so ;  for  miracles  are  ceas'd, 
And  therefore  we  must  needs  admit  the  means 
How  things  are  perfected. 

Ely.  But,  my  good  lord, 

How  now  for  mitigation  of  this  bill 
Urg'd  by  the  commons  P    Doth  his  majesty 
Incline  to  it,  or  no  ? 

Cant.  He  seems  indifferent, 

Or,  rather,  swaying  more  upon  our  part, 
Than  cherishing  th'  exhibitors  against  us ; 
For  I  have  made  an  offer  to  his  majesty, — 
Upon  our  spiritual  convocation. 
And  in  regard  of  causes  now  in  hand. 
Which  I  have  open'd  to  his  grace  at  largo, 
As  touching  France, — ^to  give  a  greater  sum 
Than  ever  at  one  time  the  clergy  yet 
Did  to  his  predecessors  part  withal. 

Ely.  How  did  this  offer  seem  receiVd,  my  lord  P 

Cant.  With  good  acceptance  of  his  majesty ; 
Save,  that  there  was  not  time  enough  to  hear 
(As,  I  perceiv'd,  his  grace  would  fain  have  done) 
The  severals,  and  unhidden  passages 
Of  his  true  titles  to  some  certain  dukedoms, 
And,  generally,  to  the  crown  and  seat  of  France, 
Deriv'd  from  Edward,  his  great  grandfather. 

Ely.  What  was  th'  impediment  that  broke  this  off  P 

Cant.  The  French  ambassador  upon  that  instant 
Crav'd  audience ;  and  the  hour,  I  think,  is  come, 
To  give  him  hearing.     Is  it  four  o'clock  P 

Ely.  It  is. 

Cant.  Then  go  we  in,  to  know  his  embassy, 
Which  I  could  with  a  ready  guess  declare, 

VOL.  III.  N  n 
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speak 


Ely.  I'll  wait  upon  you,  and  I  long  to  hear  it.        [Exeunt. 


SCENE  n. 

The  Same.    A  Boom  of  State  in  the  Same. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloster,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Warwick, 

Westmoreland,  mid  Attendants, 

K.  Hen.  Where  is  my  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury  ? 

Exe,  Not  here  in  presence. 

K,  Hen.  Send  for  him,  good  uncle. 

West.  Shall  we  call  in  th'  ambassador,  my  liege  *  P 

K.  Hen.  Not  yet,  my  cousin  :  we  would  be  resolv'd, 
Before  we  hear  him,  of  some  things  of  weight. 
That  task  our  thoughts,  concerning  us  and  France. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  e)/*  Canterbury,  and  Bishop  of  "Ely. 

Cant.  God,  and  his  angels,  guard  your  sacred  throne, 
And  make  you  long  become  it ! 

K.  Hen.  Sure,  we  thank  you. 

My  learned  lord,  we  pray  you  to  proceed, 
And  justly  and  religiously  unfold. 
Why  the  law  Salique,  that  they  have  in  France, 
Or  should,  or  should  not,  bar  us  in  our  claim. 
And  God  forbid,  my  dear  and  faithfid  lord. 
That  you  should  fashion,  wrest,  or  bow  your  reading, 
Or  nicely  charge  your  understanding  soul. 
With  opening  titles  miscreate,  whose  right 
Suits  not  in  native  colours  with  the  truth  ; 
For  God  doth  know,  how  many,  now  in  health. 
Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation  * 
Of  what  your  reverence  shall  incite  us  to. 
Therefore,  take  heed  how  you  impawn  our  person. 
How  you  awake  our  sleeping  sword  of  war : 

*  Shall  WE  call  in  th'  ambassador,  my  liege  ?]  At  this  point  the  pUy,  acoofrding 
to  the  4to8.  of  1600,  1602,  and  1608,  begins,  but  they  all  assign  the  line  to  Bzeter, 
and  give  it  thus : 

**  Shall  I  call  in  th'  ambassadors,  my  li^e  ?'' 

*  Shall  drop  their  blood  in  approbation]  i.  e.  In  probation  or  proqf. 
**  The  Merchant  of  Venice,"  A.  i.  sc.  2.  Vol.  ii.  p.  274. 
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We  charge  you  in  the  name  of  God,  take  heed ; 
For  never  two  such  kingdoms  did  contend, 
Without  much  fall  of  blood ;  whose  guiltless  drops 
Are  every  one  a  woe,  a  sore  complaint, 
'Gainst  him  whose  wrongs  give  edge  unto  the  swords 
That  make  such  waste  in  brief  mortality. 
Under  this  conjuration,  speak,  my  lord. 
And  we  will  hear,  note,  and  believe  in  heart, 
That  what  you  speak  is  in  your  conscience  wash'd, 
As  pure  as  sin  with  baptism. 

CanL  Then  hear  me,  gracious  sovereign,  and  you  peers, 
That  owe  yourselves,  your  lives,  and  services, 
To  this  imperial  thrpne.— There  is  no  bar 
To  make  against  your  highness'  claim  to  France, 
But  this,  which  they  produce  from  Pharamond, — 
In  terram  Salicam  mulieres  n^  succedant, 
"  No  woman  shall  succeed  in  Salique  land." 
Which  Salique  land  the  French  unjustly  gloze  * 
To  be  the  realm  of  France,  and  Pharamond 
The  founder  of  this  law,  and  female  bar : 
Yet  their  own  authors  faithfully  affirm. 
That  the  land  Salique  is  in  Germany, 
Between  the  floods  of  Sala  and  of  Elbe ; 
Where  Charles  the  great  \  having  subdued  the  Saxons, 
There  left  behind  and  settled  certain  French ; 
Who,  holding  in  disdain  the  German  women 
For  some  dishonest  manners  of  their  life. 
Established  then  this  law, — ^to  wit,  no  female 
Should  be  inheritrix  in  Salique  land : 
Which  Salique,  as  I  said,  'twixt  Elbe  and  Sala, 
Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd  Meisen. 
Then  doth  it  well  appear,  the  Salique  law 
Was  not  devised  for  the  realm  of  France ; 
Nor  did  the  French  possess  the  Salique  land 
Until  four  hundred  one  and  twenty  years 
After  defunction  of  king  Pharamond, 
Idly  supposed  the  founder  of  this  law ; 
Who  died  within  the  year  of  our  redemption 
Four  hundred  twenty-six,  and  Charles  the  great 

0  —  UDJiutly  OLOZE,]  t.  e.  Explain,  Bometimef  >fa//«r.    See  this  Vol.  p.  S40. 

'  Where  Charles  the  orbat,]  In  the  4to.  editions  it  stands,  **  Where  Charles- 
theyl/}."  This  passage,  down  to  the  line,  ''  Is  at  this  day  in  Germany  call'd 
Meisen,"  is  struck  out  in  the  ooir.  fo.  1632. 
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Subdued  the  Saxons,  and  did  seat  the  French 

Beyond  the  river  Sala  in  the  year 

Eight  hundred  five.     Besides,  their  writers  say, 

King  Pepin,  which  deposed  Childerick, 

Did,  as  heir  general,  being  descended 

Of  Blithild,  which  was  daughter  to  king  Clothair, 

Make  claim  and  title  to  the  crown  of  France. 

Hugh  Capet  also, — ^who  usurp'd  the  crown 

Of  Charles  the  duke  of  Lorain,  sole  heir  male 

Of  the  true  line  and  stock  of  Charles  the  great,— 

To  fine  his  title  *  with  some  shows  of  truth. 

Though,  in  pure  truth,  it  was  corrupt  and  naught, 

Convey 'd  himself*  as  th'  heir  to  the  lady  Lingare, 

Daughter  to  Charlemain,  who  was  the  son 

To  Lewis  the  emperor,  and  Lewis  the  son 

Of  Charles  the  great.     Also  king  Lewis  the  tenth, 

Who  was  sole  heir  to  the  usurper  Capet, 

Could  not  keep  quiet  in  his  conscience. 

Wearing  the  crown  of  France,  till  satisfied 

That  fair  queen  Isabel,  his  grandmother, 

Was  lineal  of  the  lady  Ermengare, 

Daughter  to  Charles  the  foresaid  duke  of  Lorain : 

By  the  which  marriage  the  line  of  Charles  the  great 

Was  re-united  to  the  crown  of  France. 

So  that,  as  clear  as  is  the  summer's  sun. 

King  Pepin's  title,  and  Hugh  Capet's  claim, 

»  To  FINE  hifl  title]  The  folio,  1623,  altera  "  fine  "  of  the  4tos.  to/ncf,  whidi 
the  old  corrector  of  the  fo.  1632  changes  to  found t  as  if  the  title  were  to  be 
founded  on  some  shows  of  truth.  We  prefer  the  oldest  text,  but  at  the  same  time 
think  that  the  poet's  word  was  neither  "fine,"^n<f,  nor  found,  but  line,  and  that 
the  compositor  misread,  misheard,  or  misprinted  line,  *'  fine/'  "  To  line  his  title" 
would  mean  to  strengthen  it,  as  in  <'  Macbeth,''  A.  i.  sc.  3, 

"  whether  he  was  combin'd 

With  those  of  Norway,  or  did  line  the  rebel 

With  hidden  help  and  vantage." 
Again,  in  "  Henry  IV.,  Pt.  I.,"  A.  ii.  sc.  3,  this  Vol.  p.  361, 

"  I  fear  my  brother  Mortimer  doth  stir 

About  his  title ;  and  hath  sent  for  you 

To  line  his  enterprize." 
These  two  instances  of  the  use  of  line,  in  my  opinion,  so  strongly  support  the 
emendation  I  would  make,  that  I  am  almost  disposed  to  place  it  in  the  text.    The 
whole  of  this  genealogical  deduction  is  struck  out  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

•  Convey 'd  himself]  As  Malone  states,  this  use  of  the  word  "convey" 
Shakespeare  found  in  his  ordinary  authority,  Holinshed.  It  means  passed  himself 
off  as  the  heir  to  the  lady  Lingare,  when  he  was  not  entitled  to  be  so  considered : 
it  is  one  of  the  firequent  instances  in  which  "  convey  "  is  employed  in  a  fraudulent 
sense ;  but  Shakespeare  oftener  uses  it  as  we  still  employ  it. 
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King  Lewis  his  satisfaction,  all  appear 
To  hold  in  right  and  title  of  the  female. 
So  do  the  kings  of  France  unto  this  day, 
Howbeit  they  would  hold  up  this  Salique  law, 
To  bar  your  highness  claiming  from  the  female ; 
And  rather  choose  to  hide  them  in  a  net, 
Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles " 
TJsurp'd  from  you  and  your  progenitors. 

K.  Sen.   May  I  with  right  and  conscience  make  this 
claim? 

Cant.  The  sin  upon  my  head,  dread  sovereign ; 
For  in  the  book  of  Nimibers  is  it  writ. 
When  the  man  dies,  let  the  inheritance 
Descend  unto  the  daughter  *.     Gracious  lord, 
Stand  for  your  own ;  imwind  your  bloody  flag ; 
Look  back  into  your  mighty  ancestors : 
Go,  my  dread  lord,  to  your  great  grandsire's  tomb. 
From  whom  you  claim ;  invoke  his  warlike  spirit, 
And  your  great  imcle's,  Edward  the  black  prince, 
Who  on  the  French  groimd  play'd  a  tragedy, 
Making  defeat  on  the  ftdl  power  of  France, 
Whiles  his  most  mighty  father  on  a  hill  • 
Stood  smiling,  to  behold  his  lion's  whelp 
Forage  in  blood  of  French  nobility. 
O  noble  English !  that  could  entertain 
With  half  their  forces  the  ftdl  pride  of  France, 
And  let  another  half  stand  laughing  by, 
All  out  of  work,  and  cold  for  action  *. 

>  Than  amply  to  imbare  their  crooked  titles]  With  reference  to  the  word 
**  imbare/'  it  is  necessary  to  state  the  old  readings.  The  4tos.  of  1600  and  1602 
read  imbaee,  and  have  eau9e8  for  <* titles:"  the  4to,  1608,  alters  the  word  to 
embrace.  These  are  no  doubt  wrong,  and  the  folio,  1623,  substitotes  imbarre. 
The  tme  reading  seems  that  of  Malone,  supported  by  Steevens  and  M.  Mason, 
"  imbare,''  in  the  sense  of  expose f  lay  bare,  or  lay  open.  The  printer  of  the  first 
4to.  inserted  by  mistake,  a  e  for  an  r,  and  subsequent  compositors  not  knowing 
how  to  correct  the  error,  the  corruption  of  the  text  was  only  varied.  The  word  is 
amended  to  "  imbare  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  which,  we  think,  under  the  circum- 
stances must  be  decisive. 

'  Descend  unto  the  daughter.]  The  Archbishop  refers  to  Numbers,  ch.  zxvii. 
V.  8 :  <*  If  a  man  die,  and  have  no  son,  then  ye  shall  cause  his  inheritance  to  past 
unto  his  daughter.'' 

*  Whiles  his  most  mighty  father  on  a  hill]  See  A.  ii.  sc.  4,  p.  571»  of  this 
Vol.,  where  a  similar  description  of  Edward  III.  surveying  the  battle  of  Cressy  ia 
given  with  a  remarkable  misprint. 

*  —  and  cold  for  action.]  t.  e.  Cold  for  want  of  action, — cold  because  they  were 
out  of  action. 
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Ely.  Awake  remembrance  of  these  valiant  dead. 
And  with  your  puissant  arm  renew  their  feats. 
You  are  their  heir,  you  sit  upon  their  throne ; 
The  blood  and  courage  that  renowned  them 
Kims  in  your  veins ;  and  my  thrice-puissant  liege 
Is  in  the  very  May-mom  of  his  youth, 
Kipe  for  exploits  and  mighty  enterprizes. 

Exe,  Your  brother  kings,  and  monarchs  of  the  earth. 
Do  all  expect  that  you  should  rouse  yourself. 
As  did  the  former  Hons  of  your  blood. 

West.  They  know,  your  grace  hath  cause,  and  means,  and 
might; 
So  hath  your  highness  * : — ^never  king  of  England 
Had  nobles  richer,  and  more  loyal  subjects, 
Whose  hearts  have  left  their  bodies  here  in  England, 
And  lie  pavilion'd  in  the  fields  of  France. 

Cant,  0  !  let  their  bodies  follow,  my  dear  liege, 
With  blood,  and  sword,  and  fire,  to  win  your  right : 
In  aid  whereof,  we  of  the  spiritualty 
Will  raise  your  highness  such  a  mighty  sum, 
As  never  did  the  clergy  at  one  time 
Bring  in  to  any  of  your  ancestors. 

JT.  Hen,  We  must  not  only  arm  t'  invade  the  French, 
But  lay  down  our  proportions  to  defend 
Against  the  Scot ;  who  will  make  road  upon  us 
With  all  advantages. 

Cant.  They  of  those  marches,  gracious  sovereign. 
Shall  be  a  wall  sufiicient  to  defend 
Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers  *. 

K.  Hen.  We  do  not  mean  the  coursing  snatchers  only. 
But  fear  the  main  intendment  of  the  Scot, 
Who  hath  been  still  a  giddy  neighbour  to  us ' : 

*  So  hath  your  highness,  &&]  Perhaps,  says  Coleridge,  (Lit.  Bemaiof,  toL  ii. 
p.  183,)  these  lines  ovight  to  be  recited  dramatically  thus : — 

"  They  know  your  grace  hath  cause,  and  means,  and  might  :— 
8o  hath  your  highness — never  king  of  England 
Had  nobles,  richer,"  &c. 
Westmoreland  breaks  off  from  the  grammar  and  natural  order  by  his  eamettness, 
and  in  order  to  give  the  meaning  more  passionately.    Malone  would  poorly  under- 
stand Westmoreland  to  confirm  the  opinion  of  Henry's  "  brother  kings,''  as  to  his 
powers  and  resources — "  So  hath  your  highness." 

*  Our  inland  from  the  pilfering  borderers.]  See  our  Introduction,  where  this 
passage  is  adduced  to  show  that  the  4to.  impressions  were  made  from  sbort-hAnd 
notes,  taken  in  the  theatre  during  the  representation  of  "  Henry  V." 

'  —  a  GIDDY  neighbour  to  us  :]     The  corr.  fo.  1C32  alters  "  giddy  "  to  grted^^ 
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For  you  shall  read,  that  my  great  grandfather 

Never  went  with  his  forces  into  France, 

But  that  the  Scot  on  his  unfumish'd  kingdom 

Came  pouring,  like  the  tide  into  a  breach. 

With  ample  and  brim  fulness  of  his  force ; 

Galling  the  gleaned  land  with  hot  essays, 

Girding  with  grievous  siege  castles  and  towns ; 

That  England,  being  empty  of  defence. 

Hath  shook,  and  trembled  at  th'  ill  neighbourhood. 

CanL  She  hath  been  then  more  fear'd  than  hann'd,  my 
liege; 
For  hear  her  but  exampled  by  herself: 
When  all  her  chivalry  hath  been  in  France, 
And  she  a  mourning  widow  of  her  nobles, 
She  hath  herself  not  only  well  defended, 
But  taken,  and  impoimded  as  a  stray. 
The  king  of  Scots ;  whom  she  did  send  to  France, 
To  fill  king  Edward's  train  with  prisoner  kings. 
And  make  their  chronicle '  as  rich  with  praise, 
As  is  the  ooze  and  bottom  of  the  sea 
With  sunken  wreck  and  sumless  treasuries. 

West.  But  there's  a  saying,  very  old  and  true, — 
"  If  that  you  will  France  win. 
Then  with  Scotland  first  begin* :" 
For  once  the  eagle,  England,  being  in  prey. 
To  her  unguarded  nest  the  weasel,  Scot, 
Comes  sneaking,  and  so  sucks  her  princely  eggs ; 
Playing  the  mouse  in  absence  of  the  cat. 
To  tear  and  havoc  more  than  she  can  eat  **. 


bat  needlessly,  if  ''  giddy  **  be  taken  in  the  sense  of  anoertain,  unsteady :  still, 
greedy  may  have  been  misheard  "  giddy,"  or  the  word  may  have  been  mistalfen  by 
the  old  annotator. 

*  And  make  thbir  chronicle,  &c.]  The  folio,  1G23, has  "  their,"  the  4to.  four: 
"  Iheir  chronide  "  is  the  chronicle  of  that  time.  In  the  preceding  line  *'  train  "  is 
from  the  corr.  fo.  1632  instead  of /am«,  the  true  word  having  been  evidently  mis- 
heard or  misprinted. 

>  Then  with  Scotland  first  begin :]  This  "  saying,  very  old  and  true,"  is  in 
Hairs  and  Holinshed's  Chronicles,  and  is  also  quoted  in  the  old  anonymous  play 
of  "  The  Famous  Victories  of  Henry  V." 

'<*  To  TEAR  and  havoc  more  than  she  can  eat.]  The  folio  reads,  *'  To  tame  and 
havoc :"  the  4t08.  have  epoil,  Theobald  substitutes  taintt  bat  it  is  very  evident 
that  it  is  a  mere  misprint  of  iame  for  "  tear,''  which  was  of  old  spelt  with  a  final 
e,  Mr.  Singer  adopts  *'  tear  "  from  our  first  edition,  and  might  have  acknowledged 
it  without  any  very  heavy  burden  of  obligation.  Malone  preferred  tpoU^tX  til 
events  an  authorised  lection. 
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Sxe,  It  follows  then,  the  cat  must  stay  at  home : 
Yet  that  is  but  a  crush'd  necessity  *, 
Since  we  have  locks  to  safeguard  necessaries, 
And  pretty  traps  to  catch  the  petty  thieves. 
While  that  the  armed  hand  doth  fight  abroad, 
Th'  advised  head  defends  itself  at  home : 
For  government,  though  high,  and  low,  and  lower. 
Put  into  parts,  doth  keep  in  one  consent, 
Gongreeing '  in  a  fuR  and  natural  close. 
Like  music. 

Cant,  Therefore  doth  heaven  divide 

The  state  of  man  in  divers  functions, 
Setting  endeavour  in  continual  motion ; 
To  which  is  fixed,  as  an  aim  or  butt. 
Obedience :  for  so  work  the  honey  bees. 
Creatures  that  by  a  rule  in  nature  teach 
The  act  of  order  *  to  a  peopled  kingdom : 
They  have  a  king,  and  officers  of  sorts ; 
Where  some,  like  magistrates,  correct  at  home. 
Others,  like  merchants,  venture  trade  abroad. 
Others,  like  soldiers,  armed  in  their  stings. 
Make  boot  upon  the  summer's  velvet  buds ; 
Which  pillage  they  with  merry  march  bring  home 
To  the  tent-royal  of  their  emperor : 
Who,  busied  in  his  majesty,  surveys 
The  singing  masons  building  roofs  of  gold. 
The  civil  citizens  kneading  up  the  honey. 
The  poor  mechanic  porters  crowding  in 
Their  heavy  burdens  at  his  narrow  gate. 
The  sad-ey'd  justice,  with  his  surly  hum. 
Delivering  o'er  to  executors  pale 

>  Yet  that  is  but  a  crushed  necessity,]  Wc  agree  with  Mr.  Singer  tliat 
*'  crash 'd/'  the  reading  of  the  folio,  1623,  ought  here  to  be  preferred  to  eurti  of 
the  4to8 :  *'  crush'd  necessity  "  is  to  be  taken  in  the  sense  of  compelled  necessity 
—a  necessity /orwdf  upon  England.  So  in  "  Twelfth-Night,"  A.  ii.  sc.  6  (Vol.  ii. 
p.  680),  Malvolio  says,  "  and  yet,  to  crush  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  to  me,''  t.  e. 
to  compel  or  strain  it  a  little. 

*  Congreeing]  i .  e.  Agreeing  together,  an  unusual  but  expressive  word.  The 
4tos.  have  con^hteih.  Pope  substituted  congruingt  but  the  change  seems  much 
for  the  worse. 

'  The  ACT  of  order]  So  the  folios,  and  so  the  4tos,  and  on  this  account  we  do 
not  amend  it  to  "  art  of  order,"  as  in  corr.  fo.  1632,  although  *<  act "  is  still,  very 
possibly,  a  mbprint.  In  the  next  line,  we  prefer  *'  officers  of  sorts  "  to  **  officers 
o(  state,**  to  which  it  is  changed  in  the  same  authority :  **  officers  of  sorts  **  means 
officers  of  various  kinds  and  degrees. 
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The  lazy  yawning  drone.     I  this  infer, — 

That  many  things,  having  full  reference 

To  one  concent,  may  work  contrariously ; 

As  many  arrows,  loosed  several  ways, 

Come  to  one  mark ;  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town  * ; 

As  many  firesh  streams  meet  in  one  salt  sea ; 

As  many  lines  close  in  the  dial's  centre ; 

So  may  a  thousand  actions,  once  afoot, 

End  in  one  purpose  *,  and  be  all  well  borne 

Without  defeat.     Therefore,  to  France,  my  liege. 

Divide  your  happy  England  into  four ; 

Whereof  take  you  one  quarter  into  France, 

And  you  withal  shall  make  all  Gallia  shake. 

If  we,  with  thrice  such  powers  left  at  home, 

Cannot  defend  our  own  doors  from  the  dog, 

Let  us  be  worried,  and  our  nation  lose 

The  name  of  hardiness,  and  policy. 

K.  Hen.  Call  in  the  messengers  sent  from  the  Dauphin. 

[Exit  an  Attendant. 
Now  are  we  well  resolVd :  and,  by  God's  help, 
And  your's,  the  noble  sinews  of  our  power, 
France  being  our's,  we'll  bend  it  to  our  awe, 
Or  break  it  all  to  pieces :  or  there  we'll  sit, 
Kuling  in  large  and  ample  empery 
O'er  France,  and  all  her  almost  kingly  dukedoms. 
Or  lay  these  bones  in  an  imworthy  um, 
Tombless,  with  no  remembrance  over  them : 
Either  our  history  shall,  with  full  mouth. 
Speak  freely  of  our  acts,  or  else  our  grave. 
Like  Turkish  mute,  shall  have  a  tongueless  mouth. 
Not  worshipp'd  with  a  waxen  epitaph '. 

*  Come  to  one  mark;  as  many  ways  meet  in  one  town;]  This  line  alone, 
among  many  regular  lines,  is  irregular,  and  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  would  plausibly  read, 

*'  Come  to  one  mark ;  as  many  ways  unite ; 
As  many  fresh  streams  meet  in  one  salt  sea ;" 
but  we  do  not  feel  warranted  in  making  so  decided  a  change,  by  no  means  required 
for  intelligibility,  although  con? enient  for  the  verse.    The  proposed  alteration  also 
avoids  the  repetition  of  '*  meet,''  but  this  may  have  been  intended'. 

*  End  in  one  purpose,]  The  folio  has  And ;  precisely  the  same  error  as  that 
made  in  "  All's  WeU  that  Ends  Well,"  Vol.  ii.  p.  673,  where  "  And  ere  I  do 
begin  "  is  misprinted  for  "  End  ere  I  do  begin.''  The  4tos.  have  '*  End  in  one 
moment.**  **  End  "  is  of  course  right,  but  moment  seems  to  have  been  a  mere 
guess.  In  the  next  line  the  4to.  has  dtfect  for  **  defeat/'  an  evident  misprint,  but 
still  one  which  gives  a  clear  meaning. 

*  —  with  a  WAXEN  epitaph.]  The  sense  is  clear— an  epitaph  as  little  per* 
manent  as  if  it  were  wax ;  bat  the  4to8.  have  **  paper  epitaph." 


554  KING  HENRY  V.  [aCT  I. 

Enter  Ambassadors  of  France. 

Now  are  we  well  prepar'd  to  know  the  pleasure 
Of  our  fair  cousin  Dauphin ;  for,  we  hear. 
Your  greeting  is  &om  him,  not  from  the  king. 

Amb,  May  't  please  your  majesty,  to  give  us  leave 
Freely  to  render  what  we  have  in  charge ; 
Or  shall  we  sparingly  show  you  £ar  ofl^ 
The  Dauphin's  meaning,  and  our  embassy  ? 

K.  Hen,  We  are  no  tyrant,  but  a  Christian  king, 
TJnto  whose  grace  our  passion  is  as  subject. 
As  are  our  wretches  fetter'd  in  our  prisons ; 
Therefore,  with  frank  and  with  uncurbed  plainness, 
Tell  us  the  Dauphin's  mind. 

Amb.  Thus  then,  in  few. 

Your  highness,  lately  sending  into  France, 
Did  claim  some  certain  dukedoms,  in  the  right 
Of  your  great  predecessor,  king  Edward  the  third. 
In  answer  of  which  claim,  the  prince  our  master 
Says,  that  you  savour  too  much  of  your  youth. 
And  bids  you  be  advis'd,  there's  nought  in  France 
That  can  be  with  a  nimble  galliard  won : 
You  cannot  revel  into  dukedoms  there. 
He  therefore  sends  you,  meeter  for  your  spirit. 
This  tim  of  treasure ' ;  and,  in  lieu  of  this, 
Desires  you,  let  the  dukedoms,  that  you  claim. 
Hear  no  more  of  you.     This  the  Dauphin  speaks. 

JT.  Hen.  What  treasure,  imcle  ? 

Hxe.  Tennis-balls,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  We  are  glad  the  Dauphin  is  so  pleasant  with  us. 
His  present,  and  your  pains,  we  thank  you  for : 
When  we  have  match'd  our  rackets  to  these  balls. 
We  will,  in  France,  by  God's  grace,  play  a  set. 
Shall  strike  his  father's  crown  into  the  hazard. 
Tell  him,  he  hath  made  a  match  with  such  a  wrangler, 
That  all  the  courts  of  France  will  be  disturb'd 
With  chases  *.     And -we  understand  him  well, 

^  This  tun  of  treasure;]  The  "tun''  was  forraerlj  made  obvious  to  iho 
audience,  and  was  introduced,  as  a  theatrical  property,  with  the  ambassadors. 
'*  Showing  it "  is  here  inserted  in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  Hi32,  and  *'  openiiif^ 
it,"  just  afterwards,  opposite  Exeter's  information,  "  Tennis-balls,  mj  liege."  In 
the  old  play  "The  Famous  Victories,"  &c.,  the  present  consists  of  " a  gilded  tan 
of  tennis-balls  and  a  carpet." 

"  With  CHASES.]     A  "  diase  "  at  tennis  is  the  duration  of  a  contest 
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How  he  comes  o'er  us  with  our  wilder  daysy 

Not  measuring  what  use  we  made  of  them. 

We  never  valu'd  this  poor  seat  of  England, 

And  therefore,  living  henoe,  did  give  ourself 

To  barbarous  licence  ;  as  'tis  ever  common. 

That  men  are  meniest  when  they  are  from  homye. 

But  tell  the  Dauphin, — ^I  will  keep  my  state, 

Be  like  a  king,  and  show  my  soul  of  greatness  % 

When  I  do  rouse  me  in  my  throne  of  France : 

For  here  I  have  laid  by  my  majesty. 

And  plodded  like  a  man  for  working  days. 

But  I  will  rise  there  with  so  fiill  a  glory. 

That  I  will  dazzle  all  the  eyes  of  France, 

Yea,  strike  the  Dauphin  blind  to  look  on  us. 

And  tell  the  pleasant  prince,  this  mock  of  his 

Hath  tum'd  his  balls  to  gun-stones ;  and  his  soul 

Shall  stand  sore  charged  for  the  wasteful  vengeance 

That  shall  fly  with  them :  for  many  a  thousand  widows 

Shall  this  his  mock  mock  out  of  their  dear  husbands ; 

Mock  mothers  from  their  sons,  mock  castles  down. 

And  some  are  yet  ungotten,  and  unborn. 

That  shall  have  cause  to  curse  the  Dauphin's  scorn. 

But  this  lies  all  within  the  will  of  God, 

To  whom  I  do  appeal ;  and  in  whose  name, 

Tell  you  the  Dauphin,  I  am  coming  on, 

To  venge  me  as  I  may,  and  to  put  forth 

My  rightful  hand  in  a  well-hallow'd  cause* 

So,  get  you  hence  in  peace ;  and  tell  the  Dauphin, 

His  jest  will  savour  but  of  shallow  wit. 

When  thousands  weep,  more  than  did  laugh  at  it. — 

Convey  them  with  safe  conduct. — Fare  you  well. 

\Exeant  Ambassachrs. 

Exe,  This  was  a  merry  message. 

K,  Hen.  We  hope  to  make  the  sender  blush  at  it. 
Therefore,  my  lords,  omit  no  happy  hour. 
That  may  give  furtherance  to  our  expedition ; 

the  players,  in  which  the  strife  on  each  aide  is  to  keep  op  the  hall,  which  is,  aa  it 
were,  ehated  between  them.  The  other  terms  in  the  text  belonging  to  the  game 
are  sufficiently  intelligible. 

"  —  and  show  my  soul  of  greatness,]  **  Sail  of  greatness  "  in  all  the  early  im- 
pressions, and  in  every  modem  edition,  but  an  indisputable  and  an  easy  misprint 
for  *'  soul,''  which  is  the  word  substituted  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  two  lines  below 
it  tells  us  to  read  "  here  "  for  /Ao/,  and  with  obvious  propriety,  becaut^  "  here  *' 
is  put  in  opposition  to  **  there ''  in  the  next  line  hot  one. 
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For  we  have  now  no  thought  in  us  but  France, 

Save  those  to  God,  that  run  before  our  business. 

Therefore,  let  our  proportions  for  these  wars 

Be  soon  collected,  and  all  things  thought  upon. 

That  may  with  seasonable  swiftness  *  add 

More  feathers  to  our  wings ;  for,  God  before. 

We'll  chide  this  Dauphin  at  his  father's  door. 

Therefore,  let  every  man  now  task  his  thought, 

That  this  fair  action  may  on  foot  be  brought.  [^Exeunt. 


ACT  II. 

Enter  Chorus. 


Chor.  Now  all  the  youth  of  England  are  on  fire. 
And  silken  dalliance  in  the  wardrobe  lies : 
Now  strive  the  armourers  *,  and  honour's  thought 
Reigns  solely  in  the  breast  of  every  man. 
They  sell  the  pasture  now  to  buy  the  horse ; 
Following  the  mirror  of  all  Christian  kings. 
With  winged  heels,  as  English  Mercuries : 
For  now  sits  Expectation  in  the  air, 
And  hides  a  sword,  from  hilts  unto  the  point. 
With  crowns  imperial,  crowns,  and  coronets, 
Promis'd  to  Harry,  and  his  followers. 
The  French,  advis'd  by  good  intelligence 
Of  this  most  dreadful  preparation, 
Shake  in  their  fear,  and  with  pale  policy 

>  That  may  with  seasonable  swiftness]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  for  "  reawnabU 
swiftness  **  of  the  old  copies.  There  can  be  no  hesitation  in  adopting  this  trifling 
but  important  emendation  (trifling  as  regards  the  mere  change  of  a  letter,  bvt 
important  in  reference  to  the  intentions  of  the  King),  and  Mr.  Singer  was  unable 
to  resist  it—especially  as  he  finds  it  singularly  fortified  by  the  very  same  alteration 
in  his  folio,  1632.  Nobody  ever  hinted  at  this  emendation  before  it  made  its 
appearance  in  "  Notes  and  Emendations,"  p.  256. 

'  Now  STRIVE  the  armourers,]  "  Now  thrive  the  armourers "  has  hitherto 
been  the  universal  text,  and  doubtless  the  armourers  did  thrive  in  this  time  of 
bustling  preparation  ;  but  their  pecuniary  gain  was  not  at  all  in  the  mind  of  the 
poet,  but  their  patriotic  eagerness,  from  "  honour's  thought,"  to  make  all  ready 
for  the  expedition.  For  this  reason  we  may  be  sure  that  the  emendation  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  "  strive  "  for  thrive,  was  what  Shakespeare  wrote.  How  one  ward 
might  be  mistaken  for  another  requires  no  enforcement. 
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• 

Seek  to  divert  the  English  purposes. — 

0  England !  model  to  thy  inward  greatness, 

Like  little  body  with  a  mighty  hea^, 

What  mightst  thou  do,  that  honour  would  thee  do. 

Were  all  thy  children  kind  and  natural ! 

But  see  thy  fault !     France  hath  in  thee  found  out 

A  nest  of  hollow  bosoms,  which  he  fills 

With  treacherous  crowns,  and  three  corrupted  men, 

One,  Richard  earl  of  Cambridge,  and  the  second, 

Henry  lord  Scroop  of  Marsham,  and  the  third. 

Sir  Thomas  Grey,  knight  of  Northumberland, 

Have,  for  the  gUt  of  France,  (0  guilt,  indeed !) 

Confirm'd  conspiracy  with  fearful  France : 

And  by  their  hands  this  grace  of  kings  must  die, 

If  hell  and  treason  hold  their  promises. 

Ere  he  take  ship  for  France,  and  in  Southampton. — 

Linger  your  patience  on ;  and  well  digest 

Th'  abuse  of  distance,  and  so  force  a  play  *. 

The  smn  is  paid ;  the  traitors  are  agreed ; 

The  king  is  set  from  London ;  and  the  scene 

Is  now  transported,  gentles,  to  Southampton. 

There  ib  the  playhouse  now,  there  must  you  sit. 

And  thence  to  France  shall  we  convey  you  safe. 

And  bring  you  back,  charming  the  narrow  seas 

To  give  you  gentle  pass ;  for,  if  we  may. 

We'll  not  offend  one  stomach  with  our  play. 

But  till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  till  then. 

Unto  Southampton  do  we  shift  our  scene  *.  [JEwY. 


'  Th'  abuse  of  distance,  and  so  force  a  play.]     The  old  reading  is  this : — 

"  Th'  abuse  of  distance :  force  a  play  ;*' 
the  line  being  clearly  defective.  Pope  inserted  while  we  before  **  force  a  play/' 
which  has  been  commonly  followed ;  but  the  old  annotator  on  the  folio,  1632,  who 
in  this  part  of  the  drama  has  given  us  such  irresistible  emendations,  informs  us 
that  the  missing  words  were  "  and  so/'  and  these  we  have  placed  in  our  text.  It 
is  the  only  irregular  or  defective  line  in  the  whole  Chorus,  and  was  assuredly  not 
left  so  by  the  poet. 

*  But  till  the  king  come  forth,  and  not  tiU  then, 
Unto  Southampton  do  we  shift  our  scene.]  The  meaning  is  dear,  though 
obscurely  expressed :  the  scene  is  not  to  be  changed  to  Southampton  until  the 
King  makes  his  appearance.  No  alteration  is  necessary,  though  various  new  readings 
have  been  recommended  by  Sir  T.  Hanmer,  Edwards,  Heath,  and  Malone.  The 
corr.  fo.  ]  032  offers  no  emendation  here. 
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SCENE  I. 

London.     Eastcheap. 

Enter  Nym  and  Babdolph. 

Bard.  Well  met,  corporal  Nym. 

Ni/m,  Good  morrow,  lieutenant  Bardolph. 

Bard,  What,  are  ancient  Pistol  and  you  friendfl  yet  P 

Nf/m,  For  my  part,  I  care  not:  I  say  little;  but  when 
time  shall  serve,  there  shall  be  smites  * ; — ^but  that  shall  be  as 
it  may.  I  dare  not  fight;  but  I  will  wink,  and  hold  out 
mine  iron.  It  is  a  simple  one;  but  what  though?  it  will 
toast  cheese,  and  it  will  endure  cold  as  another  man's  sword 
will ;  and  there's  an  end  *. 

Bard,  I  will  bestow  a  breakfast  to  make  you  friends,  and 
we'll  be  all  three  sworn  brothers  to  France :  let  ijk  be  so,  good 
corporal  Nym. 

Nt/m,  'Faith,  I  will  live  so  long  as  I  may,  that's  the  certain 
of  it ;  and  when  I  cannot  live  any  longer,  I  will  do  as  I  may : 
that  is  my  rest ;  that  is  the  rendezvous  of  it. 

Bard,  It  is  certain,  corporal,  that  he  is  married  to  Nell 
Quickly;  and,  certainly,  she  did  you  wrong,  for  you  were 
troth-plight  to  her. 

Ni/m,  I  cannot  tell ;  things  must  be  as  they  may :  men 
may  sleep,  and  they  may  have  their  throats  about  them  at 
that  time,  and  some  say  knives  have  edges.  It  must  be  as  it 
may:  though  patience  be  a  tired  mare^  yet  she  will  plod: 
there  must  be  conclusions.     Well,  I  cannot  tell. 

Unter  Pistol  and  Mrs,  Quickly. 

Bard.  Here   comes   ancient  Pistol,   and  his  wife. — GKx)d 
corporal,  be  patient  here. — How  now,  mine  host  Pistol  P 
PisL  Base  tike,  call'st  thou  me  host  ? 


'  —  there  shall  be  smites  ;]  t .  e.  Blowt,  in  revenge  for  former  injiuy :  our 
text,  "  smites  **  for  unilet,  is  furnished  bj  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  had  been  con- 
jectored  by  Farmer.     A  "  smite''  for  a  biow  is  still  provincial. 

*  —  and  there's  an  end.]     So  the  folio  :  the  4tos,  '*  and  there's  the 
of  it,**  which  was  certainly  a  favourite  phrase  with  Corporal  Nym. 

'  —  a  tired  mare,]     The  folio  reads  name ;  the  4tos,  '*  mare." 
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Now,  by  this  hand  I  swear,  I  scorn  the  term ; 
Nor  shall  my  Nell  keep  lodgers. 

Quick,  No,  by  my  troth,  not  long:  for  we  cannot  lodge 
and  board  a  dozen  or  fourteen  gentlewomen,  that  live  honestly 
by  the  prick  of  their  needles,  but  it  will  be  thought  we  keep 
a  bawdy-house  straight.  [Nym  draws  his  sword,']  0  well-a-day, 
lady !  rf  he  be  not  hewn  now  • ! — ^we  shall  see  wilftd  adultery 
and  murder  committed.  Good  lieutenant — good  corporal, 
offer  nothing  here '. 

Ni/m-  Pish ! 

Pi^t.  Pish  for  thee,  Iceland  dog !  thou  prick-eared  cur  of 
Iceland ! 

Quick,  Qtxxl  corporal  Nym,  show  thy  valour,  and  put  up 
your  sword. 

Nym,  Will  you  shog  off?     I  would  have  you  solus, 

[Sheathing  his  sward. 

Pist.  SohiSy  egregious  dog  ?     0  viper  vile ! 
The  solus  in  thy  most  marvellous  face ; 
The  solus  in  thy  teeth,  and  in  thy  throat. 
And  in  thy  hateful  lungs,  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdy ' ; 
And,  which  ib  worse,  within  thy  nasty  mouth ! 
I  do  retort  the  solus  in  thy  bowels : 
For  I  can  take,  and  Pistol's  cock  is  up. 
And  flashing  fire  will  foUow. 

_Nym,  I  am  not  Barbason  * ;  you  cannot  conjure  me.  I 
have  an  humour  to  knock  you  indifferently  welL  If  you  grow 
foul  with  me,  Pistol,  I  will  scour  you  with  my  rapier,  as  I 


*  —  if  he  be  not  hewn  now  !]  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  prefers  drawn  to  *'  hewn/' 
and  thinks  it  necessary  to  adduce  several  passages  to  show  that  drawn  means 
the  drawing  of  a  pword.  All  we  can  say  is,  that  drawn  woold  do  very  well,  if  it 
were  in  any  old  copy :  **hewn ''  is  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  of  coarse  means  that 
Mrs.  Qnickly  fears  that  her  husband  will  be  "  hewn ''  down,  and  thereby  "  wilful 
adultery  and  murder  committed.''  Why  are  we  to  change  a  word  which  probably 
was  Shakespeare's,  for  another  word  which  probably  was  not  Shakespeare's,  for 
which  there  is  no  authority,  and  which  is  not  at  all  required  ? 

*  —  offer  nothing  here.]  We  willingly  yield  to  the  suggestion,  that  the  words 
from  **  Good  lieutenant "  to  the  end  of  the  speech  belong  to  Mrs.  Quickly.  We 
admit  the  soundness  of  the  Aev.  Mr.  Dyce's  reasons  for  the  change. 

*  —  yea,  in  thy  maw,  perdt  ;]  *'  Perdy  "  is  a  corruption  of  par  dieu,  often 
occurring  in  early  writers.  It  seems  to  have  been  going  out  of  use  in  Shake- 
speare's time,  but  is  affectedly  given  to  Pistol,  in  imitation  of  a  style  of  drama 
preceding  that  of  our  great  poet. 

>  I  am  not  Barbason  ;]  "  Barbason  "  was  the  name  of  a  fiend  or  demon, 
whom  Nym  pretends  to  suppose  Pistol  intended  to  conjure  by  his  absurd  phrase- 
ology.    "  Barbason  "  is  mentioned  as  a  devil's  name,  "  a  devil's  addition/'  in 

The  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor/'  A.  ii.  sc.  2. 


<< 
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may,  in  fair  terms :  if  you  would  walk  off,  I  would  prick  your 
guts  a  little,  in  good  terms,  as  I  may ;  and  that's  the  humour 
of  it. 

Pist.  0  braggart  vile,  and  damned  furious  wight ! 
The  grave  doth  gape,  and  doting  death  is  near ; 
Therefore  exhale.  [Pistol  and  Nym  draw. 

Bard.  Hear  me ;  hear  me  what  I  say : — ^he  that  strikes  the 
first  stroke,  I'll  run  him  up  to  the  hilts,  as  I  am  a  soldier. 

[Draws. 

Pist.  An  oath  of  mickle  might,  and  fury  shall  abate. 
GKve  me  thy  fist,  thy  fore-foot  to  me  give ; 
Thy  spirits  are  most  tall  *.  [They  sheathe  their  swards. 

Nym,  I  will  cut  thy  throat,  one  time  or  other,  in  fair  terms ; 
that  is  the  himiour  of  it. 

Pist.  Coupe  le  gorge,  that's  the  word  ? — ^I  defy  thee  again. 

0  hound  of  Crete,  think'st  thou  my  spouse  to  get  ? 
No ;  to  the  spital  go. 

And  from  the  powdering  tub  of  infamy 
Fetch  forth  the  lazar  kite  of  Cressid's  kind  *, 
Doll  Tear-sheet  she  by  name,  and  her  espouse : 

1  have,  and  I  will  hold,  the  quondam  Quickly 
For  the  only  she ;  and — -paucay  there's  enough  *. 

Enter  the  Boy. 

Boy.  Mine  host  Pistol,  you  must  come  to  my  master,  and 
your  hostess. — He  is  very  sick,  and  would  to  bed. — Good 
Bardolph,  put  thy  face  between  his  sheets,  and  do  the  office 
of  a  warming  pan :  'faith,  he's  very  ill. 

Bard.  Away,  you  rogue. 

Quick.  By  my  troth,  he'll  yield  the  crow  a  pudding  one  of 
these  days :  the  king  has  killed  his  heart. — Good  husband^ 
come  home  presently.  [Uxeunt  Mrs.  Quickly  and  Boy. 

Bard.  Come,  shaU  I  make  you  two  friends  ?  We  must  to 
France  together:  why,  the  devil,  should  we  keep  knives  to 
cut  one  another's  throats  ? 

Pist.  Let  floods  o'erswell,  and  fiends  for  food  howl  on ! 

*  Thy  spirits  are  most  tall.]  i .  e.  Courageous  or  valiant.  See  Vol.  ii.  p.  646, 
and  various  other  places  which  it  is  superfluous  here  to  point  out.  After  thia 
speech,  the  corr.  fo.  1632  adds  the  stage-direction  we  have  inserted. 

*  —  the  kzar  kite  of  Cressid's  kind,]  "  Kites  of  Cressid's  kind  "  are  meo- 
tioned  in  the  same  sense  by  Gascoigno  and  by  Greene. 

*  —  paueOf  there's  enough.]  The  folio  adds,  "  to  go  to,"  but  it  seems  merely 
surplusage.     Possibly  we  ought  to  read  "  to,  go  to." 
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Nym.  You'll  pay  me  the  eight  shillings  I  won  of  you  at 
betting  ? 

Pkt.  Base  is  the  slave  that  pays. 

Nym,  That  now  I  will  have ;  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

Piat.  As  manhood  shall  compoimd.     Push  home.     \Draw9. 

Bard.  By  this  sword,  he  that  makes  the  first  thrust,  I'll  kill 
him ;  by  this  sword,  I  will. 

PisL  Sword  is  an  oath,  and  oaths  must  have  their  course. 

Bard,  Corporal  Nym,  an  thou  wilt  be  Mends,  be  friends : 
an  thou  wilt  not,  why  then  be  enemies  with  me  too.  Pr'ythee, 
put  up. 

Nym,  I  shall  have  my  eight  shillings,  I  won  of  you  at 
betting  •  ? 

Pist,  A  noble  shalt  thou  have,  and  present  pay ; 
And  liquor  likewise  will  I  give  to  thee. 
And  friendship  shall  combine,  and  brotherhood : 
I'll  live  by  Nym,  and  Nym  shall  live  by  me. 
Is  not  this  just  ?  for  I  shall  sutler  be 

Unto  the  camp,  and  profits  will  accrue,     \_8heathing  his  suH>rd. 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

Nym,  1  shall  have  my  noble  P 

Pist,  In  cash  most  justly  paid. 

Nym.  Well  then,  that's  the  humour  of  it. 

l^Tfiey  shake  hands '. 

Re-enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Quick,  As  ever  you  come  of  women,  come  in  quickly  to  sir 
John.  Ah,  poor  heart !  he  is  so  shaked  of  a  burning  quotidian 
tertian,  that  it  is  most  lamentable  to  behold.  Sweet  men, 
come  to  him. 

Nym,  The  king  hath  run  bad  himiours  on  the  knight,  that's 
the  even  of  it. 

Pist,  Nym,  thou  hast  spoke  the  right ; 
His  heart  is  fracted,  and  corroborate. 

Nym,  The  king  is  a  good  king ;  but  it  must  be  as  it  may : 
he  passes  some  humours,  and  careers. 

Pist.  Let  us  condole  the  knight,  for  lambkins  we  will  live* 

l^Exeunt 

*  I  shall  have  my  eight  shillings,  I  won  of  yon  at  betting  ?]  This  repetition, 
which  seems  necessary  to  the  continuity  of  the  dialogue,  is  from  the  4to :  the  folio 
omits  it,  perhaps  accidentally. 

'  They  shake  hands.]  This  and  the  preceding  stage-directions,  with  a  few  other 
immaterial  notes  of  the  same  kind,  are  from  Uio  corr.  fo.  1632.  They  show  the 
practice  on  the  stage  in  the  time  of  the  old  annotator. 

VOL.  III.  O  O 
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SCENE  II. 

Southampton.     A  Council-Chauiber. 

Enter  Exeter,  Bedford,  and  Westmoreland. 

Bed,  'Fore  God,  his  grace  is  bold  to  trust  these  traitors. 

Exe,  They  shall  be  apprehended  by  and  by. 

TFest  How  smooth  and  even  they  do  bear  themselves. 
As  if  aUegiance  in  their  bosoms  sat 
Crowned  with  faith,  and  constant  loyalty. 

JBed,  The  king  hath  note  of  all  that  they  intend, 
By  interception  which  they  dream  not  of. 

Exe.  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow ", 
Whom  he  hath  didl'd  and  cloyed  with  gracious  favours ; 
That  he  should,  for  a  foreign  purse,  so  sell 
His  sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery ' ! . 

Trumpets  sound.    Enter  King  Henry,  Scroop,  Cambridge, 

Grey,  Lords,  and  Attendants. 

K.  Hen.  Now  sits  the  wind  fair,  and  we  will  aboard. 
My  lord  of  Cambridge, — and  my  kind  lord  of  Marsham, — 
And  you,  my  gentle  knight,  g^ve  me  your  thoughts : 
Think  you  not,  that  the  powers  we  bear  with  us 
Will  cut  their  passage  through  the  force  of  France, 
Doing  the  execution,  and  the  act. 
For  which  we  have  in  head  assembled  them  P 

Scroop.  No  doubt,  my  liege,  if  each  man  do  his  best. 

K.  Hen.  I  doubt  not  that :  since  we  are  well  persuaded, 
"We  carry  not  a  heart  with  us  from  hence, 


*  Nay,  but  the  man  that  was  his  bedfellow,]  Meaning  Scroop,  as  appears  by 
the  play  of  "  The  First  Part  of  Sir  John  Oldcastle  ''  (imputed  formerly  to  Shake, 
speare),  A.  y.  sc.  1 ,  where  Scroop  says  "  I  am  his  bedfellow/'  &c  Steevens 
referred  to  the  following  apposite  passage  from  Holinshed,  Shakespeare's  asaal 
anthority : — "  The  said  Lord  Scroop  was  in  such  favour  with  the  king,  that  he 
admitted  him  sometime  to  be  his  bedfellow."  The  commentators  collected  many 
examples  to  prove  that  it  was  usual  for  men  to  speak  of  other  men  as  their  "  bed- 
fellows/' when  they  wished  to  show  their  extreme  intimacy. 

'  His  sovereign's  life  to  death  and  treachery  !]  After  this  line  the  4to,  1600, 
and  the  two  subsequent  editions  in  the  same  form,  add  "  O  the  good  lord 
Marsham,"  but  the  general  variations  are  too  worthless  and  minute  to  be  regu- 
larly noticed.    The  folio  is  the  only  authentic  original  of  this  play. 
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That  grows  not  in  a  fair  consent  with  onr's ; 
Nor  leave  not  one  behind,  that  doth  not  wish 
Success  and  conquest  to  attend  on  us. 

Cam,  Never  was  monarch  better  fear'd,  and  loVd, 
Than  is  your  majesty :  there's  not,  I  think,  a  subject  \ 
That  sits  in  heart-grief  and  uneasiness 
Under  the  sweet  shade  of  your  government. 

Orey.  True :  those  that  were  your  father's  enemies. 
Have  steep'd  their  galls  in  honey,  and  do  serve  you 
With  hearts  create  of  duty  and  of  zeal. 

K,  Hen,  We  therefore  have  great  cause  of  thankfulness^ 
And  shall  forget  the  office  of  our  hand, 
Sooner  than  quittance  of  desert  and  merit, 
According  to  the  weight  and  worthiness. 

Scroop,  So  service  shall  with  steeled  sinews  toil, 
And  labour  shall  refresh  itself  with  hope. 
To  do  your  grace  incessant  services. 

K.  Hen,  We  judge  no  less. — ^Uncle  of  Exeter, 
Enlarge  the  man  committed  yesterday. 
That  rail'd  against  our  person :  we  consider. 
It  was  excess  of  wine  that  set  him  on ; 
And,  on  our  more  advice ',  we  pardon  him. 

Scroop,  That's  mercy,  but  too  much  security : 
Let  him  be  pumsh'd,  sovereign ;  lest  example 
Breed  by  his  sufferance  more  of  such  a  kind. 

K,  Hen.  0 !  let  us  yet  be  mercifiil  *. 

Cam,  So  may  your  highness,  and  yet  punish  too. 

Orey,  Sir,  you  show  great  mercy,  if  you  give  him  life 
After  the  taste  of  much  correction. 

K,  Hen,  Alas !  your  too  much  love  and  care  of  me 
Are  heavy  orisons  'gainst  this  poor  wretch. 
If  little  faults,  proceeding  on  distemper. 
Shall  not  be  wink'd  at,  how  shall  we  stretch  our  eye. 
When  capital  crimes,  chewed,  swaUoVd,  and  digested, 

'  —  there's  not,  I  think,  a  subject,]  The  old  annotator  on  the  folio,  1632, 
erases  '*  I  think,"  possibly  because  it  lengthens  the  line  to  tweWe  syllables.  We 
retain  the  words,  not  considering  that  reason  alone  sufficient 

*  And,  on  our  more  adyioe,]  It  is  *'  Att  more  adrice"  in  the  folio,  1623,  but 
the  man  was  not  pardoned  on  his  own  *'  more  advice,"  but  on  the  "  more  advice" 
of  the  King  who  had  committed  him  yesterday :  hit  is  therefore  amended  to  "  our  " 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  O !  let  us  yet  be  merciful.]  We  hesitate  to  add  my  lord  at  the  end  of  this 
speech  ;  but  it  is  found  in  the  margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  The  line  seems  more 
emphatic  without  this  conclusion,  although  the  measure  is  left  incomplete. 
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Appear  before  us  ? — ^We'U  yet  enlarge  that  man. 

Though  Cambridge,  Scroop,  and  Grey,  in  their  dear  care. 

And  tender  preservation  of  our  person. 

Would  have  him  punish'd.     And  now  to  our  French  causes : 

Who  are  the  state  commissioners  *  ? 

Cam.  I  one,  my  lord : 
Your  highness  bade  me  ask  for  it  to-day. 

Scroop,  So  did  you  me,  my  liege. 

Grey,  And  I,  my  royal  sovereign. 

K,  Hen,    Then,   Richard,   earl    of    Cambridge,   there   is 
your's ; — 
There  your's,  lord  Scroop  of  Marsham  : — and,  sir  knight. 
Grey  of  Northmnberland,  this  same  is  your's : — 
Head  them  ;  and  know,  I  know  your  worthiness. — 

[^They  read  and  start '. 
My  lord  of  Westmoreland,  and  imcle  Exeter, 
We  will  aboard  to-night. — Why,  how  now,  gentlemen  ! 
What  see  you  in  those  papers,  that  you  lose 
So  much  complexion  ? — ^look  ye,  how  they  change  ! 
Their  cheeks  are  paper. — ^Why,  what  read  you  there. 
That  hath  so  cowarded  and  chas'd  your  blood 
Out  of  appearance  P 

Cam,  I  do  confess  my  fault, 

And  do  submit  me  to  your  highness'  mercy. 

Grey,  Scroop,  To  which  we  all  appeal. 

K,  Hen,  The  mercy  that  was  quick  in  us  but  late. 
By  your  own  coimsel  is  suppressed  and  kill'd : 
You  must  not  dare,  for  shame,  to  talk  of  mercy ; 
For  your  own  reasons  turn  into  your  bosoms. 
As  dogs  upon  their  masters,  worrying  you  *. — 
See  you,  my  princes,  and  my  noble  peers, 
These  English  monsters !     My  lord  of  Cambridge  here. 
You  know,  how  apt  our  love  was  to  accord 
To  furnish  him  with  all  appertinents ' 

•  *  Who  are  the  statb  commissioners  ?]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632  instead  of. "  late 
commissioners :"  Henry  refers  to  the  commissioners  who  were  to  have  charge  of 
the  state  daring  his  absence :  '*  late  commissioners  **  could  hardlj  mean  lately 
appointed  commissioners,  but  commissioners  whose  duties  had  expired.  "  State  " 
most  have  been  misheard  late, 

'  They  read  and  start.]  This  is  the  significant  stage-direction  in  the  margin  of 
the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  —  worrying  tou.]  The  4to8.  have  them  for  **  you  \"  but  that  of  the  folio 
aeems  the  better  reading. 

'  To  furnish  him  with  all  appertinents]   "  Him  *'  is  omitted  in  the  folio,  1023. 
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Belonging  to  his  honour ;  and  this  man 

Hath,  for  a  few  light  crowns,  lightly  conspir'd, 

And  sworn  unto  the  practices  of  France, 

To  kill  us  here  in  Hampton :  to  the  which, 

This  knight,  no  less  for  bounty  boimd  to  us 

Than  Cambridge  is,  hath  likewise  sworn. — ^But  O  I 

What  shall  I  say  to  thee,  lord  Scroop  ?  thou  cruel, 

Ingrateful,  savage,  and  inhuman  creature  I 

Thou  that  didst  bear  the  key  of  aU  my  counsels, 

That  knew'st  the  very  bottom  of  my  soul, 

That  almost  mightst  have  coin'd  me  into  gold, 

"Wouldst  thou  have  practised  on  me  for  thy  use. 

May  it  be  possible,  that  foreign  hire 

Could  out  of  thee  extract  one  spark  of  evil, 

That  might  annoy  my  finger  ?  'tis  so  strange. 

That,  though  the  truth  of  it  stands  ofif  as  gross 

As  black  and  white,  my  eye  will  scarcely  see  it. 

Treason  and  murder  ever  kept  together. 

As  two  yoke-devik  sworn  to  cither's  purpose. 

Working  so  grossly  in  a  natural  cause  *, 

That  admiration  did  not  whoop  at  them  : 

But  thou,  'gainst  all  proportion,  didst  bring  in 

Wonder  to  wait  on  treason,  and  on  murder : 

And  whatsoever  cunning  fiend  it  was, 

That  wrought  upon  thee  so  preposterously, 

Hath  got  the  voice  in  hell  for  excellence. 

And  other  devils,  that  suggest  by  treasons. 

Do  botch  and  bimgle  up  damnation 

With  patches,  colours,  and  with  forms,  being  fetched 

From  glistering  semblances  of  piety : 

But  he  that  temper'd  thee  bade  thee  stand  up. 

Gave  thee  no  instance  why  thou  shouldst  do  treason, 

Unless  to  dub  thee  with  the  name  of  traitor. 

If  that  same  demon,  that  hath  gull'd  thee  thus. 

Should  with  his  lion  gait  walk  the  whole  world. 

He  might  return  to  vasty  Tartar  back, 

And  tell  the  legions — ^I  can  never  win 

A  soul  so  easy  as  that  Englishman's. 

O,  how  hast  thou  with  jealousy  infected 

The  sweetness  of  affiance !     Show  men  dutiM  ? 

■  —  in  a  natural  cause,]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has  *' natural  eourte**  for 
''  natural  cause/'  but  as  the  latter  is  by  no  means  certain  to  be  wrong,  we  leave 
**  cause  "  in  the  text,  noting  only  that  it  has  been  doubted. 
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Why,  so  didst  thou :  seem  they  grave  and  learned  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  come  they  of  noble  family  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou :  seem  they  religious  ? 
Why,  so  didst  thou  :  or  are  they  spare  in  diet ; 
Free  from  gross  passion,  or  of  mirth  or  anger ; 
Constant  in  spirit,  not  swerving  with  the  blood ; 
Gamish'd  and  deck'd  in  modest  complement ; 
Not  working  with  the  eye  without  the  ear, 
And  but  in  purged  judgment  trusting  neither  ? 
Such,  and  so  finely  bolted,  didst  thou  seem ; 
And  thus  thy  fall  hath  left  a  kind  of  blot, 
To  mark  the  full-fraught  man,  and  best  indued  *, 
With  some  suspicion.     I  will  weep  for  thee, 
For  this  revolt  of  thine,  methinks,  is  like 
Another  fall  of  man  \ — Their  faults  are  open  : 
Arrest  them  to  the  answer  of  the  law. 
And  God  acquit  them  of  their  practices  I 

-Ere.  I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Richard 
earl  of  Cambridge. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Henry  lord  * 
Scroop,  of  Marsham. 

I  arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  by  the  name  of  Thomas  Grey, 
knight,  of  Northimiberland. 

Scroop,  Our  purposes  God  justly  hath  discovered, 
And  I  repent  my  fault  more  than  my  death ; 
Which  I  beseech  your  highness  to  forgive. 
Although  my  body  pay  the  price  of  it. 

Cam.  For  me, — the  gold  of  France  did  not  seduce. 
Although  I  did  admit  it  as  a  motive. 
The  sooner  to  efiect  what  I  intended : 
But  God  be  thanked  for  prevention  ; 
Which  I  in  sujflfcrance  *  heartily  will  rejoice, 
Beseeching  God  and  you  to  pardon  me. 

Grei/,  Never  did  faithfid  subject  more  rejoice 
At  the  discovery  of  most  dangerous  treason, 
Than  I  do  at  this  hour  joy  o*er  myself, 

^  To  MARK  the  fall-fraught  man,  and  best  indued,]  The  folios  read  moAe  for 
**  mark,''  which  was  Theobald's  amendment. 

*  Another  fall  of  man.]  Of  this  hemistich,  and  of  the  thirty-seren  preceding 
lines,  there  is  no  trace  in  the  4to8y  which  afford  but  a  bare  and  miserable  skeleton 
of  the  whole  scene. 

«  —  Henry  lord,  &c.]     Thus  the  4to.    The  folio,  erroneously,  Thonuu. 

s  Which  /in  sufferance]  The  folio,  1623,  omito  "  I,''  but  it  was  added  in  tbe 
folio,  1632. 
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Prevented  from  a  damned  enterprize. 

My  fault,  but  not  my  body,  pardon,  sovereign. 

K.  Hen.  God  quit  you  in  his  mercy !     Hear  your  sentence. 
You  have  conspir'd  against  our  royal  person, 
Join'd  with  an  enemy  proclaimed,  and  from  his  cofifers 
Received  the  golden  earnest  of  our  death  ; 
Wherein  you  would  have  sold  your  king  to  slaughter. 
His  princes  and  his  peers  to  servitude. 
His  subjects  to  oppression  and  contempt. 
And  his  whole  kingdom  into  desolation. 
Touching  our  person,  seek  we  no  revenge ; 
But  we  our  kingdom's  safety  must  so  tender, 
Whose  ruin  you  have  sought  *,  that  to  her  laws 
We  do  deliver  you.     Get  you  therefore  hence, 
Poor  miserable  wretches,  to  your  death ; 
The  taste  whereof,  God,  of  his  mercy,  give  you 
Patience  to  endure,  and  true  repentance 
Of  aU  your  dear  ofifenccs. — ^Bear  them  hence  *. 

[Exeunt  Conspirators,  guarded. 
Now,  lords,  for  France ;  the  enterprize  whereof 
Shall  be  to  you,  as  us,  like  glorious. 
We  doubt  not  of  a  fair  and  lucky  war. 
Since  God  so  graciously  hath  brought  to  light 
This  dangerous  treason,  lurking  in  our  way 
To  hinder  our  beginnings  :  we  doubt  not  now. 
But  every  rub  is  smoothed  on  our  way. 
Then,  forth,  dear  coimtrymen  :  let  us  deliver 
Our  puissance  into  the  hand  of  God, 
Putting  it  straight  in  expedition. 
Cheerly  to  sea ;  the  signs  of  war  advance : 
No  king  of  England,  if  not  king  of  France.  \_Exeunt. 

*  Whose  niin  you  have  sought,]  "  Have  "  we  take  from  the  4to.  imprassioiis, 
and  it  is  required  hy  the  measure.  Malone,  without  any  anthoritjc  from  the  4tos. 
or  folios,  printed  *'  Whose  ruin  you  three  sought." 

'  Bear  them  hence.]  The  old  play  of  '*  The  First  Put  of  Sir  John  Oldcastle,'' 
imputed  to  Shakespeare,  and  printed  in  1600,  but  really  by  Munday,  Drayton, 
Wilson,  and  Hatheway  (see  Henslowe's  Diary,  pp.  168.  162.  166),  contains  a 
wretchedly  poor  imitation  of  this  scene,  which  is  dismissed  in  a  couple  of  pages, 
A.  V.  sc.  I.  The  King  there  becomes  acquainted  with  the  treachery  of  the  three 
conspirators  by  listcninrr  behind  a  door.  The  wonder  is  that  four  men  of  talent 
could  write  so  badly  with  such  a  noble  example  before  them, — if,  indeed,  they 
wrote  after  Shakespeare's  '*  Henry  V."  bad  been  brought  out  We  cannot  but 
believe  that  the  printed  copy  of  '*  Sir  John  Oldcastle  "  gives  a  most  abbreviated 
and  imperfect  representation  of  what  was  originally  written  and  performed. 
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SCENE  ni. 

London.     Mrs.  Quickly's  House  in  Eastcheap. 

Enter  Pistol,  Mrs.  Quickly,  Nym,  Bardolph,  and  Boy. 

Qukk,  Pr'ythee,  honey-sweet  husband,  let  me  bring  thee 
to  Staines. 

Pist,  No ;  for  my  manly  heart  doth  yearn. — 
Bardolph,  be  blithe ;  Nym,  rouse  thy  vaimting  veins  ; 
Boy,  bristle  thy  courage  up ;  for  F^taff  he  is  dead, 
And  we  must  yearn  therefore. 

Bard.  'Would  I  were  with  him,  wheresome'er  he  is,  either 
in  heaven,  or  in  hell. 

Quick.  Nay,  sure,  he's  not  in  hell :  he's  in  Arthur's  bosom, 
if  ever  man  went  to  Arthur's  bosom.  'A  made  a  fine  end  *, 
and  went  away,  an  it  had  been  any  christom  child ;  'a  parted 
ev'n  just  between  twelve  and  one,  ev'n  at  the  turning  o'  the 
tide :  for  after  I  saw  him  fumble  with  the  sheets,  and  play 
with  flowers,  and  smile  upon  his  finger's  end,  I  kuew  there 
was  but  one  way  ;  for  his  nose  was  as  sharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a 
babbled  of  green  fields'.  How  now,  sir  John  ?  quoth  I :  what 
man !  be  of  good  cheer.  So  'a  cried  out — God,  God,  God ! 
three  or  four  times :  now  I,  to  comfort  him,  bid  him,  a'  should 
not  think  of  God ;  I  hoped,  there  was  no  need  to  trouble 
himself  with  any  such  thoughts  yet.  So,  'a  bade  me  lay  more 
clothes  on  his  feet :  I  put  my  hand  into  the  bed,  and  felt 
them,  and  they  were  as  cold  as  any  stone  ;  then  I  felt  to  his 

*  'A  made  a  fine  end,]  The  folio,  1623,  has  **  *A  made  tk  finer  end/'  bnt  the 
oomparativo  degree  was  evidently  a  mistake  by  the  printer.  Johnson  was  of 
opinion  that  ** finer  end  "  was  Mrs.  Quickly's  blander  for  final  end ;  but  Monck 
Mason,  much  more  plausibly,  arij^ucs  that  wo  ought  to  read  **fine  end."  The 
4tos,  which  print  this  and  many  other  prose  passages  as  verse,  afford  us  no  light. 

'  —  his  nose  was  as  sharp  as  a  pen,  and  'a  babbled  of  green  fields.]  This 
was  Theobald's  emendation  of  the  text  of  the  folio,  "  and  a  table  qf  green  fielda** 
The  change  has  been  so  universally  admitted  and  approved,  that  we  cannot  dis- 
place it,  even  by  the  MS.  correction  in  the  folio,  1632,  where  we  read,  "  his  nose 
was  as  sharp  as  a  pen  on  a  table  of  green /n>z«."  Mr.  Singer  refers  to  an  altera- 
tion by  a  Mr.  Smith — "  a  table  of  green /e//*,"  and  says  that  the  corrector  of  the 
second  folio  '*  adopts  the  suggestion ;"  which  assertion  could  not  be  true,  even  if 
Mr.  Singer  (who  here,  and  elsewhere,  sometimes  wrongs  himself)  were  able  to 
establish  that  frieze  and  felU  are  the  same  word.  We  believe  the  emendation 
of  the  folio,  1632,  to  have  been  the  language  of  Shakespeare.  « 
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knees,  and  so  upward,  and  upward,  and  all  was  as  cold  as  any 
stone. 

Nym,  They  say,  he  cried  out  of  sack. 

Quick,  Ay,  that  'a  did. 

Bard,  And  of  women. 

Quick.  Nay,  that  'a  did  not. 

Boy,  Yes,  that  'a  did ;  and  said,  they  were  devils  incarnate. 

Quick.  'A  could  never  abide  carnation ;  'twas  a  colour  he 
never  liked. 

Boy.  'A  said    once,    the    devil  would   have   him   about 
women. 

Quick.  'A  did  in  some  sort,  indeed,  handle  women ;  but  then 
he  was  rheimiatic  *,  and  talked  of  the  whore  of  Babylon. 

Boy,  Do  you  not  remember,  'a  saw  a  flea  stick  upon  Bar- 
dolph's  nose,  and  'a  said  it  was  a  black  soul  burning  in  hell  ? 

Bard.  Well,  the  fuel  is  gone  that  maintain'd  that  fire: 
that's  all  the  riches  I  got  in  his  service. 

If^ym.  Shall  we  shog  P  the  king  will  be  gone  £rom  South- 
ampton. 

Pist  Come,  let's  away. — My  love,  give  me  thy  lips. 
Look  to  my  chattels,  and  my  moveables. 
Let  senses  rule ;  the  word  is  " pitch  and  pay  • ;"  trust  none ; 
For  oaths  are  straws,  men's  faiths  are  wafer-cakes, 
And  hold- fast  is  the  only  dog,  my  duck : 
Therefore,  caveio  be  thy  coimseUor. 
Go,  clear  thy  crystals. — ^Yoke-fellows  in  arms, 
Let  us  to  France :  like  horse-leeches,  my  boys, 
To  suck,  to  suck,  the  very  blood  to  suck ! 

Boy,  And  that  is  but  unwholesome  food,  they  say. 

Pist,  Touch  her  soft  mouth,  and  march. 

Bard.  Farewell,  hostess.  [^Kissing  her, 

Nym,  I  cannot  kiss,  that  is  the  himiour  of  it ;  but  adieu. 

Pist.  Let  housewifery  appear  :  keep  close,  I  thee  command. 

Quick.  Farewell;  adieu.  [Exeunt. 

'  —  bat  then  be  was  rheumatic,]  Malone  tbougbt  that  Mn.  Quickly  meant 
lunatic ;  but  this  is  doubtful,  as  the  accent  on  the  two  words  is  different,  especially 
among  the  lower  orders.  In  *'  Henry  IV.,  Part  II.,"  A.  ii.  sc.  4,  p.  461,  Mrs. 
Quickly  says  of  Falstaff  and  Doll,  *'  yon  are  as  rheumatic  as  two  dry  toasts,"  and 
there  she  does  not  mean  lunatic,  but  testy  and  touchy. 

*  —  the  WORD  is,  *'  pitch  and  pay  ;"]  t.  e.  Pay  on  pitching  down  what  is  to  be 
paid  for.  The  expression  is  proverbial ;  but  the  folios  all  have  world  for  "  word," 
which  is  found  among  the  fi«gments  of  this  scene  in  the  4tos.  The  letter  /  in 
world  is  erased  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  there  could  be  no  doubt  about  it. 
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SCENE  IV. 

France.     A  Boom  in  the  French  King's  Palace. 

Flourish.    Enter  the  French  King,  attended ;  the  Dauphin,  the 
Duke  q/*  Burgundy,  the  Constable,  and  others. 

JV.  King.  Thus  come  the  English  with  full  power  upon  ub. 
And  more  than  carefully  it  us  concerns, 
To  answer  royally  in  our  defences. 
Therefore  the  dukes  of  Berry,  and  of  Bretagne, 
Of  Brabant,  and  of  Orleans,  shall  make  forth, 
And  you,  prince  Dauphin,  with  aU  swift  despatch. 
To  line,  and  new  repair,  our  towns  of  war 
With  men  of  courage,  and  with  means  defendant : 
For  England  his  approaches  makes  as  fierce. 
As  waters  to  the  sucking  of  a  gulph. 
It  fits  us,  then,  to  be  as  provident 
As  fear  may  teach  us  out  of  late  examples, 
Left  by  the  fatal  and  neglected  English 
Upon  our  fields. 

Dau.  My  most  redoubted  father. 

It  is  most  meet  we  arm  us  'gainst  the  foe  ; 
For  peace  itself  should  not  so  duU  a  kingdom, 
(Though  war,  nor  no  known  quarrel,  were  in  question) 
But  that  defences,  musters,  preparations. 
Should  be  maintained,  assembled,  and  collected, 
As  were  a  war  in  expectation. 
Therefore,  I  say,  'tis  meet  we  all  go  forth. 
To  view  the  sick  and  feeble  parts  of  France  : 
And  let  us  do  it  with  no  show  of  fear ; 
No,  with  no  more,  than  if  we  heard  that  England 
Were  busied  with  a  Whitsun  morris  dance  : 
For,  my  good  liege,  she  is  so  idly  king'd. 
Her  sceptre  so  fantastically  borne 
By  a  vain,  giddy,  shallow,  humorous  youth. 
That  fear  attends  her  not. 

Con.  0  peace,  prince  Dauphin  ! 

You  are  too  much  mistaken  in  this  king. 
Question  your  grace  the  late  ambassadors. 
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"With  what  great  state  he  heard  their  embassy, 
How  well  supplied  with  noble  counsellors, 
How  modest  in  exception,  and,  withal, 
How  terrible  in  constant  resolution. 
And  you  shall  find,  his  vanities  forespent 
"Were  but  the  outside  of  the  Broman  Brutus, 
Covering  discretion  with  a  coat  of  folly  ; 
As  gardeners  do  with  ordure  hide  those  roots 
That  shall  first  spring,  and  be  m6st  delicate. 

Dan.  Well,  'tis  not  so,  my  lord  high  constable ; 
But  though  we  think  it  so,  it  is  no  matter. 
In  cases  of  defence,  'tis  best  to  weigh 
The  enemy  more  mighty  than  he  seems. 
So  the  proportions  of  defence  are  fill'd ; 
Which,  of  a  weak  and  niggardly  projection. 
Doth  like  a  miser,  spoil  his  coat  with  scanting 
A  little  cloth. 

Fr,  King,         Think  we  king  Harry  strong ; 
And,  princes,  look,  you  strongly  arm  to  meet  him. 
The  kindred  of  him  hath  been  flesh'd  upon  us. 
And  he  is  bred  out  of  that  bloody  strain. 
That  haunted  us  in  our  familiar  paths : 
Witness  our  too  much  memorable  shame. 
When  Cressy  battle  fatally  was  struck. 
And  all  our  princes  captiVd,  by  the  hand 
Of  that  black  name,  Edward  black  prince  of  Wales ; 
Whiles  that  his  mighty  sire, — on  mountain  standing '% 
Up  in  the  air,  crown'd  with  the  golden  sim, — 
Saw  his  heroical  seed,  and  smil'd  to  see  him. 
Mangle  the  work  of  nature,  and  deface 
The  patterns  that  by  God,  and  by  French  &thers, 
Had  twenty  years  been  made.     This  is  a  stem 
Of  that  victorious  stock ;  and  let  us  fear 
The  native  mightiness  and  fate  of  him. 

^^  Whiles  that  his  mighty  aire,— on  mountain  standing,]  The  text  of  the  folio, 
1623  (there  is  no  trace  of  the  speech  in  the  4tos.),  is  '*  Whiles  that  his  mountain 
sire,"  which,  if  not  nonsense,  is  hardly  to  he  distinguished  from  it.  The  corr.  fo. 
1 632  alters  "  mountain  sire  **  to  **  mighty  sire ;"  and  there  can  he  little  doubt  that 
the  printer,  by  mistake,  composed  mountain^  which  occurs  later  in  the  same  line, 
for  "  mighty,"  the  true  epithet.  In  A.  i.  sc.  2  of  this  very  phiy  (p.  649)  we 
have  seen  Edward  III.  (who  was  any  thing  but  a  man-mountain)  termed  the 
"  mighty  father  "  of  the  Black  Prince,  and  the  word  is  repeated  here.  We  are 
far  from  wishing  to  displace  the  old  text,  where  it  can  properly  be  presenred. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  Ambassadors  from  Hany,  King  of  England, 
Do  crave  admittance  to  your  majesty. 

Fr.  King,    We'll  give  them  present  audience.     Gk),   and 
bring  them. —  [^Eoi^unt  Mess,  and  certain  Lords. 

You  see,  this  chase  is  hotly  followed,  friends. 

Dau.  Turn  head,  and  stop  pursuit ;  for  coward  dogs 
Most  spend  their  mouths,  when  what  they  seem  to  threaten 
Runs  far  before  them.     Good  my  sovereign. 
Take  up  the  English  short,  and  let  them  know 
Of  what  a  monarchy  you  are  the  head : 
Self-love,  my  liege,  is  not  so  vile  a  sin 
As  self-neglecting. 

Re-enter  Lords,  mth  Exeter  and  Train. 

Fr,  King,  From  our  brother  of  England  ? 

Exe,  From  him ;  and  thus  he  greets  your  majesty. 
He  wills  you,  in  the  name  of  God  Almighty, 
That  you  divest  yourself,  and  lay  apart 
The  borrow'd  glories,  that  by  gift  of  heaven. 
By  law  of  nature  and  of  nations,  'long 
To  him,  and  to  his  heirs ;  namely,  the  crown, 
And  aU  wide-stretched  honours  that  pertain. 
By  custom  and  the  ordinance  of  times. 
Unto  the  crown  of  France.     That  you  may  know, 
'Tis  no  sinister,  nor  no  awkward  claim, 
Pick'd  from  the  worm-holes  of  long-vanish'd  days, 
Nor  from  the  dust  of  old  oblivion  rak'd. 

He  sends  you  this  most  memorable  line,       [^Giving  a  pedigree. 
In  every  branch  truly  demonstrative ; 
Willing  you  overlook  this  pedigree. 
And  when  you  find  him  evenly  deriv'd 
From  his  most  fam'd  of  famous  ancestors, 
Edward  the  third,  he  bids  you  then  resign 
Your  crown  and  kingdom,  indirectly  held 
From  him,  the  native  and  true  challenger. 

Fr,  King,  Or  else  what  follows  ? 

Exe,  Bloody  constraint ;  for  if  you  hide  the  crown 
Even  in  your  hearts,  there  will  he  rake  for  it : 
Therefore,  in  fierce  tempest  is  he  coming. 
In  thunder,  and  in  earthquake,  like  a  Jove, 
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That,  if  requiring  fail,  he  will  compel : 
And  bids  you,  in  the  bowels  of  the  Lord, 
Deliver  up  the  crown,  and  to  take  mercy 
On  the  poor  souls,  for  whom  this  hungry  war 
Opens  his  vasty  jaws ;  and  on  your  head 
Turning  the  widows'  tears,  the  orphans'  cries, 
The  dead  men's  blood,  the  pining  maidens'  groans  ^ 
For  husbands,  fathers,  and  betrothed  lovers, 
That  shall  be  swaUow'd  iu  this  controversy. 
This  is  his  claim,  his  threat'ning,  and  my  message ; 
Unless  the  Dauphin  be  in  presence  here. 
To  whom  expressly  I  bring  greeting  too. 

Fr.  King,  For  us,  we  will  consider  of  this  farther : 
To-morrow  shall  you  bear  our  full  intent 
Back  to  our  brother  of  England. 

Dau.  For  the  Dauphin, 

I  stand  here  for  him :  what  to  him  from  England  ? 

Exe.  Scorn,  and  defiance,  slight  regard,  contempt, 
And  any  thing  that  may  not  misbecome 
The  mighty  sender,  doth  he  prize  you  at. 
Thus  says  my  king :  and,  if  your  father's  highness 
Do  not,  in  grant  of  aU  demands  at  large, 
Sweeten  the  bitter  mock  you  sent  his  majesty. 
He'll  call  you  to  so  hot  an  answer  of  it. 
That  caves  and  womby  vaultages  of  France 
Shall  chide  your  trespass,  and  return  your  mock 
In  second  accent  of  his  ordinance '. 

Dau.  Say,  if  my  father  render  fair  return. 
It  is  against  my  will ;  for  I  desire 
Nothing  but  odds  with  England :  to  that  end, 
As  matching  to  his  youth  and  vanity, 
I  did  present  him  with  the  Paris  balls. 

Exe.  He'll  make  your  Paris  Louvre  shake  for  it, 
"Were  it  the  mistress  court  of  mighty  Europe : 
And,  be  assur'd,  you'll  find  a  difiference, 

'  —  the  PIKING  maidens'  groans,]  The  folio  reads  privy,  and  the  4to6. 
"  pining."  It  was  very  easy  to  misprint  the  one  for  the  other,  especially  when 
we  recollect  that  v  was  then  written  m.  The  4tos.  are  not  by  any  means  useless  as 
exponents  in  particular  passages,  though  valueless  as  continuous  representatives  of 
the  text  of  our  poet. 

*  In  second  accent  of  his  ordinance.]  So  spelt  in  the  original,  and  the 
orthography  is  necessarily  preserved  on  account  of  the  verse.  In  the  next  page 
but  one,  in  the  line  "  Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages,"  it  is  only  wanted 
as  a  dissyllable,  but  it  is  nevertheless  spelt  as  a  trisyllable  in  the  folio. 
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Afl  we  his  subject^  have  in  wonder  founds 

Between  the  promise  of  his  greener  days, 

And  these  he  masters  now.     Now  he  weighs  timSy 

Even  to  the  utmost  grain ;  that  you  shall  read 

In  your  own  losses,  if  he  stay  in  France. 

Fr,  King,  To-morrow  shall  you  know  our  mind  at  fulL 
Exe.  Despatch  us  with  all  speed,  lest  that  our  king 

Come  here  himself  to  question  our  delay, 

For  he  is  footed  in  this  land  already. 

Fr,  King,    You  shall  be  soon  despatch'd  with  fair  con- 
ditions. 

A  night  is  but  small  breath,  and  little  pause, 

To  answer  matters  of  this  consequence.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  ni. 

Enter  Choeus. 

Chor.  Thus  with  imagined  wing  our  swift  scene  flies. 
In  motion  of  no  less  celerity 

Than  that  of  thought.     Suppose,  that  you  have  seen 
The  well-appointed  king  at  Hampton  pier  * 
Embark  his  royalty ;  and  his  brave  fleet 
With  silken  streamers  the  yoimg  Phoebus  fanning  * : 
Play  with  your  fancies,  and  in  them  behold. 
Upon  the  hempen  tackle  ship-boys  climbing ; 
Hear  the  shrill  whistle,  which  doth  order  give 
To  sounds  confus'd :  behold  the  threaden  sails. 
Borne  with  th'  invisible  and  creeping  wind  *, 
,Draw  the  huge  bottoms  through  the  furrow'd  sea, 
Breasting  the  lofty  surge.     0 !  do  but  think. 
You  stand  upon  the  rivage  •,  and  behold 

»  —  at  Hampton  pier]     "  At  Dover  pier,"  in  all  the  folios. 

*  —  Phcebus  FANNING :]  The  folio, /ayiu'n^.  Corrected  by  Rowe,  and  ilioim 
to  be  right  bj  a  similar  emendation  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  Borne  with  th'  invisible  and  creeping  wind,]  It  is  "blown  with  th'  in- 
visible," &C.  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  a  word  which  may  appear,  on  some  aoooants, 
more  proper ;  but  as  '*  borne  "  gives  a  clear  sense,  we  here,  as  on  various  other 
occasions,  feel  that  we  are  not  warranted  in  making  the  change. 

*  —  rivage,]  The  bank  or  thore,  Fr.  Rivage,  The  word  is  used  by  Chaaoer, 
Gower,  and  Spenser,  but  it  does  not  elsewhere  occur  in  Shakespeare. 
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A  city  on  th'  Inconstant  billows  dancing ; 
For  so  appears  this  fleet  majestical, 
Holding  due  course  to  Harfleur.     Follow,  follow ! 
Grapple  your  minds  to  stemage  of  this  navy ; 
And  leave  your  England,  as  dead  midnight  still. 
Guarded  with  grandsires,  babies,  and  old  women. 
Either  past,  or  not  arrived  to,  pith  and  puissance : 
For  who  is  he,  whose  chin  is  but  enrich'd 
"With  one  appearing  hair,  that  will  not  follow 
These  cidl'd  and  choice-drawn  cavaliers  to  France  P 
Work,  work  your  thoughts,  and  therein  see  a  siege : 
Behold  the  ordnance  on  their  carriages. 
With  fatal  mouths  gaping  on  girded  Harfleur. 
Suppose,  th'  ambassador  from  the  French  comes  back ; 
Tells  Harry  that  the  king  doth  offer  him 
Katharine  his  daughter ;  and  with  her,  to  dowry, 
Some  petty  and  unprofitable  dukedoms. 
The  offer  likes  not :  and  the  nimble  gunner 
With  linstock  now  the  devilish  cannon  touches, 

\_Alarum  ;  and  chambers  go  off*. 
And  down  goes  all  before  them.     Still  be  kind. 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  your  mind.  \Exit. 


SCENE  I. 

France.    Before  Harfleur. 

Alarums.    Enter  King  Henby,  Exeter,  Bedford,  Gloster, 

and  Soldiers  with  scaling  ladders. 

K.  Hen.   Once  more  imto  the  breach,  dear  Mends,  once 
more " ; 
Or  close  the  wall  up  with  our  English  dead ! 
In  peace,  there's  nothing  so  becomes  a  man. 
As  modest  stillness,  and  hiunility ; 
But  when  the  blast  of  war  blows  in  our  ears, 
Then  imitate  the  action  of  the  tiger : 

Y  —  Chambers  ga  off.]  *'  Chambers"  were  smsll  pieces  of  ordnance.  See 
"  Henry  IV.,  Part  II.,"  A.  ii.  so.  4,  p.  461.  They  seem  to  have  been  used  in 
theatres,  and  the  Globe  was  burnt  by  a  discharge  of  them  in  1613. 

*  Once  more  nnto  the  breach,  dear  friends,  once  more ;]  No  fragment  of  this 
speech  is  to  be  found  in  the  4to.  editions. 
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Stiffen  the  sinewB,  summoii  up  the  blood ', 

Disguise  fair  nature  with  hard-favour'd  rage : 

Then  lend  the  eye  a  terrible  aspect ; 

Let  it  pry  through  the  portage  of  the  head. 

Like  the  brass  cannon ;  let  the  brow  overwhelm  it. 

As  fearfully,  as  doth  a  galled  rock 

O'erhang  and  jutty  his  confounded  base, 

Swill'd  with  the  wild  and  wasteful  ocean. 

Now  set  the  teeth,  and  stretch  the  nostril  wide ; 

Hold  hard  the  breath,  and  bend  up  every  spirit 

To  his  ftdl  height ! — On,  on,  you  noblest  English  * ! 

Whose  blood  is  fet  *  from  fathers  of  war-proof. 

Fathers,  that,  like  so  many  Alexanders, 

Have  in  these  parts  from  mom  till  even  fought. 

And  sheath'd  their  swords  for  lack  of  argument. 

Dishonour  not  your  mothers :  now  attest. 

That  those  whom  you  call'd  fathers  did  beget  you. 

Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood  *, 

And  teach  them  how  to  war. — ^And  you,  good  yeomen. 

Whose  limbs  were  made  in  England,  show  us  here 

The  mettle  of  your  pasture :  let  us  swear 

That  you  are  worth  your  breeding ;  which  I  doubt  not. 

For  there  is  none  of  you  so  mean  and  base, 

That  hath  not  noble  lustre  in  your  eyes. 

I  see  you  stand,  like  greyhounds  in  the  slips, 

Straining  upon  the  start  *.     The  game's  afoot : 

Follow  your  spirit ;  and  upon  this  charge. 

Cry — God  for  Harry !  England !  and  Saint  George ! 

[^Exeunt     Alarum,  and  chambers  go  off. 

0  —  SUMMON  up  the  blood,]  Old  copy,  commune^  See,  Corrected  by  Rowe, 
and  again  found  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  :  the  emendation  is  self-evident. 

1  On,  on,  you  noblest  English!]  So  the  folio,  1632:  the  folio,  1623»  has 
**  you  noblish  English,''  the  compositor  having  carelessly  confounded  the  two  ter- 
minations. 

'  Whose  blood  is  fet]  This  form  of  the  participle  is  very  common  in  tho 
writers  of  Shakespeare's  time.     Pope  needlessly  altered  it  to  fetched, 

'  Be  copy  now  to  men  of  grosser  blood,]  All  the  old  editions  have  "Be  copy 
now  to  me,"  one  folio  has  followed  the  blunder  of  the  other,  the  letter  fi  having 
accidentally  dropped  out  in  the  folio,  1623 :  it  is  added  in  MS.  in  the  corr.  fo. 
1 632 — so  minute  was  the  old  annotator. 

*  Straining  upon  the  start.]  "  Straying  upon  the  start "  in  the  old  oopie*^ 
"  8trayning  upon  the  start "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 ;  and  such  indeed  has  nrrrtmnrilj 
been  the  ordinary  text. 
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SCENE  n. 

The  Same. 

Forces  pass  over;  then  enter  Nym,  Bardolph,  Pistol,  and  Boy, 

Bard,  On,  on,  on,  on,  on !  to  the  breach,  to  the  breach  I 
JVym.  Pray  thee,  corporal,  stay :  the  knocks  are  too  hot ; 
and  for  mine  own  part,  I  have  not  a  case  of  Kves*:    the 
humour  of  it  is  too  hot,  that  is  the  very  plain-song  of  it. 
Pist.  The  plain-song  is  most  just,  for  humours  do  abound ; 

Knocks  go  and  come 
To  all  and  some, 
God's  vassals  feel  the  same ; 
And  sword  and  shield, 
In  bloody  field. 
Do  win  immortal  fame. 
Boy.  Would  I  were  in  an  alehouse  in  London !     I  would 
give  all  my  fame  for  a  pot  of  ale,  and  safety. 
Pist.  And  I : 

If  wishes  would  prevail  with  me. 
My  purpose  should  not  fail  with  me. 
But  thither  would  I  now. 
Boy.  And  as  duly. 

But  not  as  truly. 
As  bird  doth  sing  on  bough  *. 

*  —  I  have  not  a  case  of  lives :]  Meaning,  "  I  have  not  two  lives :"  a  eate  of 
poignards  meant  a  couple  of  poignarda ;  and  in  a  passage  referred  to  by  Whallej» 
Ben  Jonson  speaks  of  two  masks  as  "  a  case  of  masks." 

*  As  bird  doth  sing  on  bougl^.]  This  is  the  manner  in  which  this  scrap  of  some 
old  current  ballad  is  given  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632:  we  subjoin  the  waj  in  which  it 
appears  in  the  folio,  1623,  leaving  the  reader  to  judge  b^ween  the  two  : — 

**  put.  The  plaine-Song  is  most  just :  for  humors  doe  abound :  Knocks  goe  and 
come :  Gods  Vassals  drop  and  dye :  and  Sword  and  Shield,  in  bloody  Field,  doth 
winne  immortall  fame. 

"  Boy.  Would  I  were  in  an  Alehouse  in  London,  I  would  give  all  my  £sme  for 
a  Pot  of  Ale  and  safetie. 

*'  Pitt.  And  I :  If  wishes  would  prevayle  with  me,  my  purpose  should  not  fayle 
with  me ;  but  thither  would  I  high. 

"  Boy.  As  duly,  but  not  as  truly,  as  Bird  doth  sing  on  bough." 

Here  all  is  given  as  prose,  and  it  is  quite  certain  that  something  must  be  wrong : 
the  question  is,  whether  the  old  corrector  has  furnished  what  is  right?  and  the  still 
more  imperfect  fragments  in  the  4tos.  seem  to  show  that  "  dye  **  and  <*  hie  **  (so 
there  spelt)  were  meant  to  rhyme. 

VOL.  HI.  r  p 
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Enter  Fluellen. 

• 

Flu,  Up  to  the  preach,  you  dogs !  avaunt,  you  cullions ! 

[Driving  them  forward, 

Pist,  Be  merciftd,  great  duke,  to  men  of  mould  I 
Abate  thy  rage,  abate  thy  manly  rage ; 
Abate  thy  rage,  great  duke ! 
Good  bawcock,  bate  thy  rage ;  use  lenity,  sweet  chuck ! 

Nym.  These  be  good  humours! — ^your  honour  wins  bad 
humours.       [Exeunt  Nym,  Pistol,  and  Bardolph,  followed  by 

Fluellen. 

Boy,  As  young  as  I  am,  I  have  observed  these  three 
swashers.  I  am  boy  to  them  all  three,  but  all  they  three, 
though  they  would  serve  me,  could  not  be  man  to  me ;  for, 
indeeiJj  three  such  antics  do  not  amount  to  a  man.  For  Bar- 
dolph, he  is  white-livered,  and  red-faced;  by  the  means 
whereof,  'a  faces  it  out,  but  fights  not.  For  Pistol,  he  hath  a 
killing  tongue,  and  a  quiet  sword ;  by  the  means  whereof  'a 
breaks  words,  and  keeps  whole  weapons.  For  Nym,  he  hath 
heard  that  men  of  few  words  are  the  best  men,  and  therefore 
he  scorns  to  say  his  prayers,  lest  'a  should  be  thought  a  coward  ; 
but  his  few  bad  words  are  match'd  with  as  few  good  deeds, 
for  'a  never  broke  any  man's  head  but  his  own,  and  that  was 
against  a  post  when  he  was  drunk.  They  will  steal  any  thing, 
and  call  it  purchase '.  Bardolph  stole  a  lute  case ;  bore  it 
twelve  leagues,  and  sold  it  for  three  halfpence.  Nym  and 
Bardolph  are  sworn  brothers  in  filching,  and  in  Calais  they 
stole  a  fire-shovel :  I  knew  by  that  piece  of  service  the  men 
would  carry  coals  ■.  They  would  have  me  as  familiar  with 
men's  pockets,  as  their  gloves  or  their  handkerchiefis :  which 
makes  much  against  my  manhood,  if  I  should  take  from  an- 
other's pocket,  to  put  into  mine,  for  i^  is  plain  pocketing  up  of 
wrongs.  I  must  leave  them,  and  seek  some  better  service : 
their  villainy  goes  against  my  weak  stomach,  and  therefore  I 
must  cast  it  up.  [Exit  Boy, 

'  They  will  steal  any  thing,  and  call  it  purchase.]  "  Purchase,"  in  the  hm- 
giiage  of  thieyes,  was  booty  obtained  by  robbery  or  fraud.  See  *'  Henry  IV., 
Pt.  I./'  A.  ii.  sc  1,  p.  345  of  this  Volume. 

*  —  the  men  would  carry  coals.]  Innumerable  passages  might  be  prodnoed 
from  our  old  authors,  from  Skelton  (as  cited  by  Steevens,  for  we  have  not  been 
able  to  find  the  quotation)  downwards,  to  show  that  "  cairying  ooab "  was 
synonymous  with  what  the  boy  calls  **  pocketing  up  of  wrongs  :"  it  is  so  used  by 
Shakespeare  in  *'  Romeo  and  Juliet/'  A.  i.  sc.  1. 
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Re-enter  Fluellen,  QowEB,/ollamng. 

Oow.  Captain  Fluellen,  you  must  come  presently  to  the 
mines :  the  duke  of  Gloster  would  speak  with  yon. 

Flu.  To  the  mines  P  tell  you  the  duke,  it  is  not  so  good  to 
come  to  the  mines ;  for,  look,  you,  the  mines  is  not  according 
to  the  disciplines  of  the  war :  the  concavities  of  it  is  not  suf- 
ficient ;  for,  look  you,  th'  athversary  (you  may  discuss  imto 
the  duke,  look  you)  is  digget  himself  four  yards  under  the 
countermines  *.  By  Cheshu,  I  think,  'a  will  plow  up  all,  if 
there  is  not  better  directions. 

Goto.  The  duke  of  Gloster,  to  whom  the  order  of  the  siege  is 
given,  is  altogether  directed  by  an  Irishman ;  a  very  valiant 
gentleman,  i'  faith. 

Fin,  It  is  captain  Macmorris,  is  it  not  P 

Goic.  I  think  it  be. 

Flu.  By  Cheshu,  he  is  an  ass,  as  in  the  world.  I  will  verify 
as  much  in  his  peard :  he  has  no  more  directions  in  the  true 
disciplines  of  the  wars,  look  you,  of  the  Boman  disciplines, 
than  is  a  puppy-dog. 

• 

Enter  Macmorris  and  Jamt,  at  a  distance. 

Oow.  Here  'a  comes ;  and  the  Scots  captain,  captain  Jamy, 
with  him. 

Flu.  Captain  Jamy  is  a  marvellous  falorous  gentleman, 
that  is  certain ;  and  of  great  expedition,  and  knowledge  in  the 
ancient  wars,  upon  my  particular  knowledge  of  his  directions : 
by  Cheshu,  he  will  maintain  his  argument  as  well  as  any  mili- 
tary man  in  the  world,  in  the  disciplines  of  the  pristine  wars 
of  the  Romans. 

Jamy.  I  say,  gude  day,  captain  Fluellen. 

Flu.  God-den  to  your  worship,  goot  captain  James. 

Ooicer.  How  now,  captain  Macmorris !  have  yon  quit  the 
mines  P  have  the  pioneers  given  o'er  P 

Mac.  By  Chrish  la,  tish  ill  done :  the  work  ish  give  over, 
the  trumpet  sound  the  retreat.  By  my  hand,  I  swear,  and 
my  father's  soul,  the  work  ish  ill  done ;  it  ish  give  over :  I 

'  —  is  DiGOBT  himself  four  yards  under  the  countermines.]  So  the  4to,  where 
**  dig^  "  is  spelt  diyd;  but  because  in  the  folio,  1623,  it  b  properly  spelt  digt^ 
in  order  to  give  Fluellen's  Welsh  pronunciation,  some  modem  editors  hate  fancied 
that  the  word  ought  to  be  printed  dight.  There  is  no  such  word  as  dight  in  the 
sense  of  "  digged,"  for  dight  means  prepared,  apparelled.  In  the  4to.  the  depth 
is  stated  at  **Jive  yards  under  the  rounterminet." 

pp2 
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would  have  blowed  up  the  town,  so  Chrish  save  me,  la,  in  an 
hour.  0 !  tish  ill  done,  tish  ill  done ;  by  my  hand,  tish  ill 
done. 

Flu,  Captain  Macmorris,  I  peseech  you  now,  will  you  vouch- 
safe me,  look  you,  a  few  disputations  with  you,  as  partly  touch- 
ing or  concerning  the  disciplines  of  the  wars  *,  the  Koman  wars, 
in  the  way  of  argument,  look  you,  and  friendly  communica- 
tion ;  partly  to  satisfy  my  opinion,  and  partly  for  the  satis- 
faction, look  you,  of  my  mind,  as  touching  the  direction  of  the 
military  discipline  :  that  is  the  point. 

Jamy,  It  sail  be  very  gude,  gude  feith,  gude  captains  bath : 
and  I  sail  quit  you  *  with  gude  leve,  as  I  may  pick  occasion ; 
that  sail  I,  marry. 

Mac,  It  is  no  time  to  discourse,  so  Chrish  save  me.  The 
day  is  hot,  and  the  weather,  and  the  wars,  and  the  king,  and 
the  dukes  ;  it  is  no  time  to  discourse.  The  town  is  beseeched, 
and  the  tnmipct  calls  us  to  the  breach,  and  we  talk,  and,  by 
Chrish,  do  nothing :  'tis  shame  for  us  all ;  so  God  sa'  me,  His 
shame  to  stand  still ;  it  is  shame,  by  my  hand :  and  there  is 
throats  to  be  cut,  and  works  to  be  done,  and  there  ish  nothing 
done,  so  Chrish  sa'  me,  la, 

Jamy,  By  the  mess,  ere  these  eyes  of  mine  take  themselves 
to  slumber,  aile  do  gude  service,  or  aile  lig  i'  the  grund  for 
it ;  ay,  or  go  to  death ;  and  aile  pay  it  as  valorously  aa  I  may, 
that  sal  I  surely  do,  tliat  is  the  brief  and  the  long.  Marry,  I 
wad  full  fain  heard  some  question  'tween  you  tway. 

Flu,  Captain  Macmorris,  I  think,  look  you,  under  your  cor- 
rection, there  is  not  many  of  your  nation — 

Mac,  Of  my  nation !  What  ish  my  nation  ?  ish  a  villain, 
and  a  bastard,  and  a  knave,  and  a  rascal  P  What  ish  my 
nation  P     Who  talks  of  my  nation  P 

Flu,  Look  you,  if  you  take  the  matter  otherwise  than  is 
meant,  captain  Macmorris,  peradventure,  I  shall  think  you 
do  not  use  me  with  that  affability  as  in  discretion  you  ought 
to  use  me,  look  you ;  being  as  goot  a  man  as  yourself,  both  in 

*  —  the  disciplines  of  the  wars,]  "Wars"  is  in  the  singular  in  the  old 
copies,  but  wrongly :  Fluellen  has  previously  spoken  of  the  true  disciplines  of  the 
**  wars,"  and  he  should  do  the  same  here,  according  to  the  con*,  fo.  1632  and  the 
custom  of  the  time,  for  war  was  then  usually  spoken  of  as  "  wars."  Besides,  we 
have  the  mention  of  "  the  Roman  wars  "  the  next  moment.  All  modern  editors 
print  **  disciplines  of  the  war," 

»  —  I  sail  QUIT  you]  i.  e.  I  shall  requite  you.  "  Quit "  and  "  quite "  are 
often  used  for  requite :  and  "  quit "  sometimes  means  acquit^  as  in  a  subsequeDt 
scene  (p.  586),  where  the  King  of  France  says  "  quit  you  of  great  shames." 
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the  disciplines  of  wars,  and  in  the  derivation  of  my  birth,  and 
in  other  particularities. 

Mac.  I  do  not  know  you  so  good  a  man  as  myself :  so  Chrish 
save  me,  I  will  cut  oflF  your  head. 

Gow.  Gentlemen  both,  you  will  mistake  each  other. 

Jatny,  Au !  that's  a  foul  fault.  [A  parley  sounded, 

Gow,  The  town  sounds  a  parley. 

Flu,  Captain  Macmorris,  when  there  is  more  better  oppor- 
timity  to  be  required,  look  you,  I  will  be  so  bold  as  to  tell 
you  I  know  the  disciplines  of  wars  ;  and  there  is  an  end. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  in. 

The  Same.     Before  the  Gates  of  Harfleur. 

TJie  Governor  and  same  Citizens  on  the  Walls;   the  English 
Forces  below.     Enter  King  Henry  atid  his  Train. 

K.  Sen.  How  yet  resolves  the  governor  of  the  town  ? 
This  is  the  latest  parle  we  will  admit : 
Therefore,  to  our  best  mercy  give  yourselves. 
Or,  like  to  men  proud  of  destruction, 
Defy  us  to  our  worst ;  for,  as  I  am  a  soldier, 
A  name  that  in  my  thoughts  becomes  me  best, 
If  I  begin  the  battery  once  again, 
I  will  not  leave  the  half-achieved  Harfleur, 
Till  in  her  ashes  she  lie  buried. 
The  gates  of  mercy  shall  be  all  shut  up ; 
And  the  flesh'd  soldier,  rough  and  hard  of  heart, 
In  liberty  of  bloody  hand  shall  range 
With  conscience  wide  as  hell,  mowing  like  grass 
Your  fresh-fair  virgins,  and  your  flowering  infants. 
What  is  it  then  to  me,  if  impious  war. 
Arrayed  in  flames  like  to  the  prince  of  fiends. 
Do,  with  his  smirch'd  complexion,  all  fell  feats 
Enlink'd  to  waste  and  desolation  P 
What  is't  to  me,  when  you  yourselves  are  cause. 
If  your  pure  maidens  fall  into  the  hand 
Of  hot  and  forcing  violation  ? 
Wliat  rein  can  hold  licentious  wickedness, 
When  down  the  hill  he  holds  his  fierce  career  P 
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We  may  as  bootless  spend  our  yain  command 

Upon  th'  enraged  soldiers  in  their  spoil, 

As  send  precepts  to  the  Leviathan 

To  come  ashore.     Therefore,  you  men  of  Harfleur, 

Take  pity  of  your  town,  and  of  your  people, 

Whiles  yet  my  soldiers  are  in  my  command ; 

Whiles  yet  the  cool  and  temperate  wind  of  grace 

O'erblows  the  filthy  and  contagious  clouds 

Of  deadly  murder  *,  spoil,  and  villainy. 

If  not,  why,  in  a  moment  look  to  see 

The  blind  and  bloody  soldier  with  foid  hand 

Defile  the  locks  *  of  your  shrill-shrieking  daughters ; 

Your  fathers  taken  by  the  silver  beards, 

And  their  most  reverend  heads  dash'd  to  the  walls ; 

Your  naked  infants  spitted  upon  pikes. 

Whiles  the  mad  mothers  with  their  howls  confiis'd 

Do  break  the  clouds,  as  did  the  wives  of  Jewry 

At  Herod's  bloody-hunting  slaughtermen. 

What  say  you  ?  will  you  yield,  and  this  avoid  P 

Or,  guilty  in  defence,  be  thus  destroyed  ? 

Gov,  Our  expectation  hath  this  day  an  end. 
The  Dauphin,  whom  of  succour  we  entreated, 
Returns  us  that  his  powers  are  yet  not  ready 
To  raise  so  great  a  sffge.     Therefore,  greatling. 
We  yield  our  town  and  lives  to  thy  soft  mercy. 
Enter  our  gates ;  dispose  of  us,  and  our's. 
For  we  no  longer  are  defensible. 

K,  Hen,  Open  your  gates ! — Come,  imcle  Exeter, 
Go  you  and  enter  Harfleur ;  there  remain,        [^OaUa  opened*. 
And  fortify  it  strongly  'gainst  the  French : 
Use  mercy  to  them  aU.     For  us,  dear  uncle. 
The  winter  coming  on,  and  sickness  growing 
Upon  our  soldiers,  we  will  retire  to  Calais. 


'  Of  DEADLY  murder,]  The  folio,  1623,  reads  ''  headly  murder,"  which  must 
be  wrong,  and  the  folio,  1032,  alters  it  to  '*  heady  murder,"  which  maj  be  rigbt; 
but  still  it  seems  much  more  probable  that  **  deadly,"  as  applied  to  muider,  should 
have  been  misprinted  headly t  than  that  the  poet  shotild  here  have  used  the  epithet 
heady,.  After  all,  is  it  not  possible,  that  the  original  word  was  heediete,  in  reference 
to  the  reckless  character  of  the  threatened  slaughter  ? 

*  Defile  the  locks]  The  folio,  1623,  and  all  the  subsequent  impressions  in 
that  form,  read  "  Desire  the  locks,"  an  obvious  misprint,  which  Pope  corrected, 
and  which  is  set  right  in  the  same  way  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  Gates  opened.]  Such  is  the  stage-direction  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  showing  that 
the  gates  of  the  town  were  thrown  open  before  the  eyes  of  the  audience. 
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To-night  in  Harfleur  will  we  be  your  guest ; 
To-morrow  for  the  march  are  we  addr^. 

IFhumh.     The  Kifig,  8fc.  enter  the  Town. 


SCENE  IV. 

Kouen.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Katharine  and  Alice. 

Kath.  Alice,  tu  as  esU  en  Angkterre,  et  tu  parka  bien  le 
langage  *. 

Alice.   Unpeu,  madnme. 

Kath.  Je  te  prie,  m'emeigniez  ;  ilfaut  quefapprenne  d  parler. 
Comment  appellez  voua  la  main,  en  Angloia  ? 

Alice.  La  main  ?  elle  est  appellee,  de  hand. 

Kath.  De  hand.     Et  lea  doigta  ? 

Alice.  Lea  doigta?  mayfoy^je  oublie  lea  doigta;  maia  je  me 
aouvietidray.  Lea  doigta  ?  je  penae,  qu'ila  aont  appell^de  fingres  ; 
ouy,  de  fingres. 

Kath.  La  main,  de  hand ;  lea  doigta,  de  fingres.  Je  penae, 
que  je  auia  le  hon  eacolier :  j^ay  gagnS  deux  mota  d'Anghia 
viatement.     Comment  appellez  voua  lea  onglea  ? 

Alice.  Lea  onglea  ?  lea  appellona,  de  nails. 

Kath.  De  nails.  Eacoutez;  ditea  moy,  at  je  park  bien:  de 
hand,  de  fingres,  de  nails. 

Alice.  C'cat  bien  dit,  niadame;  il  eat  fort  bon  Anghia. 

Kath.  Ditea  moy  VAngloia  pour  le  braa. 

Alice.  De  arm,  madame. 

Kath.  Et  le  coude. 


^  —  ei  tu  paries  bien  le  langage."]  Gildon  yery  reMonablj  aaked  why  the 
Princess  and  Alice  should  be  made  to  speak  French,  when  other  French  cha- 
racters talk  English ?  and  Fanner  supposed  that  these  French  scenes  cameftQin 
*<  a  different  hand."  Of  this  we  have  not  the  slightest  evidence ;  but  it  was  cer- ' 
tainly  opposed  to  the  ordinary  practice  of  the  stage  to  make  foreign  characters 
speak  a  foreign  language,  though  not  unusual  to  represent  them  using  broken 
English.  Such  is  the  case  in  the  old  "  Famous  Victories  of  Henry  V."  where, 
towards  the  close,  the  French  soldiers  throw  dice  for  the  English  and  their  "  brave 
apparel.''  We  have  printed  the  old  French  nearly  as  it  stands  in  the  folio,  1623, 
with  a  few  changes  made  by  Theobald  in  the  persons  of  the  speakers,  as  the  pre- 
fixes in  the  original  copies  arc  confused.  The  whole  interview  is  struck  out  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1032,  and  most  likely  it  was  not  acted  in  the  time  of  the  old  annotator. 
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Alice.  De  elbow. 

Kath,  De  elbow.  Je  nCenfaiiz  la  repetition  de  tous  lea  mots, 
que  tons  m*avez  appris  d^s  <J  present. 

Alice,  II  est  trap  difficile,  madanie,  comme  je  pense, 

Kath.  Excusez  moy^  Alice ;  escoutez :  de  band,  de  fingre,  de 
nails,  de  arm,  de  bilbow. 

Alice.  De  elbow,  madanie. 

Kath.  O  Seigneur  Dieiil  je  ir!en  oublie;  de  elbow.  Com- 
ment  appellez  vous  le  col  ? 

Alice.  De  nick,  madatne. 

Kath.  De  nick :  £t  le  menton  ? 

Alice.  De  chin. 

Kath.  De  sin.     Le  col,  de  nick :  fe  tnenton,  de  sin. 

Alice.  Ouy.  Sauf  vostre  honneur ;  en  verity,  vous  prononeez 
les  mots  aussi  droict  que  les  natifs  d'Angleterre. 

Kath.  Je  ne  doute  point  d'apprendre  par  la  grace  de  Dieu,  et 
enpeu  de  temps. 

Alice.  ITavez  vous  pas  deja  ouhlii  ce  queje  rous  ay  enseign^e  ? 

Kath.  Nony  je  recitcray  Si  vous  promptement.  De  band,  de 
fingre,  de  mails, — 

Alice.  De  nails,  madame. 

Kath.  De  nails,  de  arme,  de  ilbow. 

Alice.  Sauf  vostre  honneur,  de  elbow. 

Kath.  Ainsi  disje;  dc  elbow,  de  nick,  et  de  sin  :  Comment 
appellez  vous  le  pied  et  la  robe  ? 

Alice.  De  foot,  niadamc ;  et  de  con. 

Kath.  De  foot,  et  de  con  ?  0  Seigneur  Dieu  !  ces  sont  mots 
de  son  mauvais,  corruptible,  grosse,  et  impudique,  et  non  pour  lea 
dames  d^honneur  denser.  Je  ne  voudrois  prononcer  ces  mots 
devant  les  Seigneurs  de  France  pour  tout  le  monde.  II  faut  de 
foot,  et  de  con,  neant-moins.  Je  reciterai  une  autre  fois  ma 
lefon  ensemble :  de  hand,  de  fingre,  de  nails,  de  arm,  de  elbow, 
de  nick,  do  sin,  de  foot,  de  con. 

Alice.  Excellent,  madatne  ! 

Kath.  (Test  assez  pour  unefois :  allons  nous  a  disner^. 

[^Exeunt. 


'  —  allons  nous  a  ditner,}  Several  passages  in  French  are  introduced  into  the 
Chester  Series  of  Miracle  plays,  but  they  do  not  appear  to  have  been  spoken  hj 
any  of  the  characters.  The  earUest  instance  we  can  call  to  mind  of  the  use  of 
broken  English  on  our  stage  is  in  the  Miracle-play  of  "  The  blessed  Sacrament,*' 
which  exists  in  a  manuscript,  of  not  later  date  than  the  reign  of  Edward  IV., 
belonging  to  Trinity  College,  Dublin. 
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SCENE  V. 

The  Same.    Another  Room  in  the  Same. 

Enter  the  French  King,  the  Dauphin,  Duke  of  Bottbbon,  the 

Constable  of  France,  and  others. 

Fr.  King,  'Tis  certain,  he  hath  pass'd  the  river  Somme. 

Con.  And  if  he  be  not  fought  withal,  my  lord. 
Let  us  not  live  in  France  :  let  us  quit  all, 
And  give  our  vineyards  to  a  barbarous  people. 

Dau.  O  t)ieu  vivant !  shall  a  few  sprays  of  us, 
The  emptying  of  our  fathers'  luxury, 
Our  scions  put  in  wild  and  savage  stock. 
Spirt  up  so  suddenly  into  the  clouds. 
And  overlook  their  grafters  P 

Bour.  Normans,  but  bastard  Normans,  Norman  bastards. 
Mort  de  nia  vie  I  if  they  march  along 
TJnfought  withal,  but  I  will  sell  my  dukedom. 
To  buy  a  slobbery  and  a  dirty  farm 
In  that  nook-shotten  isle  of  Albion. 

Con,  Dieu  de  hattailes  !  where  have  they  this  mettle  P 
Is  not  their  climate  foggy,  raw,  and  dull, 
On  whom,  as  in  despite,  the  sun  looks  pale. 
Killing  their  fruit  with  frowns  P     Can  sodden  water, 
A  drench  for  sur-rein'd  jades,  their  barley  broth. 
Decoct  their  cold  blood  to  such  valiant  heat  P 
And  shall  our  quick  blood,  spirited  with  wine. 
Seem  frosty  ?     O !  for  honour  of  our  land, 
Let  us  not  hang  like  roping  icicles 
Upon  our  houses*  thatch,  whiles  a  more  frosty  people 
Sweat  drops  of  gallant  youth  in  our  rich  fields, 
Poor,  we  may  call  them  ■,  in  their  native  lords. 

Dau,  By  faith  and  honour. 
Our  madams  mock  at  us,  and  plainly  say, 
Our  mettle  is  bred  out ;  and  they  will  give 
Their  bodies  to  the  lust  of  English  youth. 
To  new-store  France  with  bastard  warriors. 

Bour.  They  bid  us  to  the  English  dancing-schools, 

*  —  we  MAY  call  them,]     **  May  "  was  added  by  the  editor  of  the  teoond  folio. 
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And  teach  layoltas  Ingb,  and  swift  corantos ' ; 
Saying,  our  grace  is  only  in  our  heels, 
And  th^t  we  are  most  lofty  runaways. 

Fr,  King,  Where  is  Montjoy,  the  herald  P  speed  hiTn  hencje : 
Let  him  greet  England  with  our  sharp  defiance. — 
Up,  princes !  and,  with  spirit  of  honour,  edg'd 
More  sharper  than  your  swords,  hie  to  the  field. 
Charles  De-la-bret,  high  constable  of  France ; 
You  dukes  of  Orleans,  Bourbon,  and  of  Berry, 
AlenQon,  Brabant,  Bar,  and  Burgimdy ; 
Jaques  Chatillon,  Rambures,  Vaudemont, 
Beaumont,  Grandprd,  Roussi,  and  Fauconberg, 
Foix,  Lestrale,  Bouciqualt,  and  Charolois, 
High  dukes,  great  princes,  barons,  lords,  and  knights '% 
For  your  great  seats,  now  quit  you  of  great  shames. 
Bar  Harry  England,  that  sweeps  through  our  land 
With  pennons  painted  "  in  the  blood  of  Harfleur : 
Rush  on  his  host,  as  doth  the  melted  snow 
Upon  the  valleys,  whose  low  vassal  seat 
The  Alps  doth  spit  and  void  his  rhexmi  upon. 
Go,  down  upon  him  ! — you  have  power  enough, — 
And  in  a  captive  chariot  into  Rouen  ' 
Bring  him  our  prisoner. 

Con,  This  becomes  the  great. 

Sorry  am  I  his  numbers  are  so  few. 
His  soldiers  sick,  and  famish'd  in  their  march, 
For,  I  am  sure,  when  he  shall  see  our  army. 
He'll  drop  his  heart  into  the  sink  of  fear. 
And  for  achievement  offer  us  his  ransom. 

*  And  teach  la  volt  as  high,  and  swift  corantos  ;]  We  have  spoken  of  the  **  oo* 
ranto."  in  a  note  upon  "  Twelfth-Night,"  A.  i.  sc.  .3,  Vol.  ii.  p.  649.  A  "  lavolU" 
was  a  dance  in  which  the  gentleman  assisted  his  partner  to  spring  upwards,  and 
hence  the  name. 

'<*  — and  KNIGHTS,]  The  old  copy  reads  kings:  the  emendation  (first  made 
in  print  by  Theobald)  is  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  In  the  next  line  it  calls  upon  ua  to 
read  states^  t.  e.  estates,  for  "  seats ;"  but  although  the  proposed  change  is  plaa- 
sible,  it  is  not  necessary,  since  "  seats  "  may  readily  be  understood  in  much  the 
same  sense. 

11  With  pennons  painted]  Steevens  cites  Harl.  MS.  No.  2413  respecting  the 
difference  between  pennons  and  bannerets.  A  pennon  was  allowed  to  a  knight, 
and  was  two  and  a  half  yards  long,  round  at  the  end,  and  painted  with  the  arms  of 
the  owner.  A  knight,  when  made  a  knight-banneret,  had  his  pennon  slit  at  the 
end  by  the  king  or  his  lieutenant. 

1  —  into  Rouen]  Meant  to  be  pronounced  as  one  syllable  (though  not 
necessarily  so,  at  the  end  of  a  line),  and  spelt  Rhone  in  the  4to,  and  Roan  in  the 
fblio,  1623,  both  here  and  afterwards. 
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Fr.  King.  Therefore,  lord  constable,  haste  on  Montjoy. 
And  let  him  say  to  England,  that  we  send 
To  know  what  willing  ransom  he  will  give. — 
Prince  Dauphin,  you  shall  stay  with  us  in  Bouen. 

Dau,  Not  so,  I  do  beseech  your  majesty. 

Fr.  King.  Be  patient,  for  you  shall  remain  with  us. — 
Now,  forth,  lord  constable,  and  princes  all. 
And  quickly  bring  us  word  of  England's  falL  {Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 

The  English  Camp  in  Picardy. 

Enter  Gower  and  Fluellen. 

Oow.  How  now,  captain  Fluellen  P  come  you  from  the 
bridge? 

Flu.  I  assure  you,  there  is  very  excellent  services  committed 
at  the  pridge. 

Oow,  Is  the  duke  of  Exeter  safe  P 

Flu.  The  duke  of  Exeter  is  as  magnanimous  as  Agamemnon ; 
and  a  man  that  I  love  and  honour  with  my  soul,  and  my 
heart,  and  my  duty,  and  my  life,  and  my  living,  and  my 
uttermost  power :  he  is  not  (God  be  praised,  and  plessed !) 
any  hurt  in  the  world  ;  but  keeps  the  pridge  most  valiantly, 
with  excellent  discipline.  There  is  an  ancient,  lieutenant, 
there  at  the  pridge  *, — ^I  think,  in  my  very  conscience,  he  is 
as  valiant  a  man  as  Mark  Antony,  and  he  is  a  man  of  no 
estimation  in  the  world;  but  I  did  see  him  do  as  gallant 
service. 

Gow.  What  do  you  call  him  P 

Flu.  He  is  called  ancient  Pistol. 

Gow.  I  know  him  not. 


*  There  is  an  ancient,  lieatenant,  there  at  the  pridge,]  Fluellen  does  not  seem 
to  be  sure  whether  the  person  at  the  bridge  was  an  "  ancient "  or  a  lieutenant. 
The  4to.  has  eruigne.  and  the  folio  *'  aunshient  lieutenant.''  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce 
("  Remarks,"  p.  117)  seems  about  as  much  puzzled  as  Fluellen,  and  fancies  that 
**  lieutenant "  must  apply  to  Gower,  who,  by  the  way,  was  a  captain,  as  we  after- 
wards learn.  After  all,  as  Mr.  Dyce  says,  it  is  very  likely  to  be  an  error  of  the 
printer,  who  might  mistake,  and  mean  to  correct  "  ancient  '*  by  **  lieutenant,"  or 
vice  versA ;  but  it  cannot  be  a  question  of  much  importance,  especially  as  Pistol, 
in  his  own  proper  person,  comes  in  instimtly  afterwards. 
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Enter  Pistol. 

Flu.  Here  is  the  man  *. 

Pist.  Captain,  I  thee  beseech  to  do  me  favours : 
The  duke  of  Exeter  doth  love  thee  well. 

Flu,  Ay,  I  praise  Got ;  and  I  have  merited  some  love  at 
his  hands. 

Pist.  Bardolph,  a  soldier,  firm  and  sound  of  heart, 
And  of  buxom  valour,  hath,  by  cruel  fate 
And  giddy  fortune's  furious  fickle  wheel, 
That  goddess  blind. 
That  stands  upon  the  rolling  restless  stone, — 

Flu.  By  your  patience,  ancient  Pistol.  Fortune  is  painted 
plind,  with  a  muffler  afore  her  eyes,  to  signify  to  you  that 
fortune  is  plind;  and  she  is  painted  also  with  a  wheel,  to 
signify  to  you,  which  is  the  moral  of  it,  that  she  is  turning, 
and  inconstant,  and  mutability,  and  variation :  and  her  foot, 
look  you,  is  fixed  upon  a  spherical  stone^  which  rolk,  and 
rolls,  and  rolls.  In  good  truth,  the  poet  makes  a  most 
excellent  description  of  it :  fortime  is  an  excellent  moral  *.  . 

Pist.  Fortune  is  Bardolph's  foe,  and  frowns  on  him ; 
For  he  hath  stol'n  a  pax  *,  and  hanged  must  'a  be. 
A  damned  death ! 

Let  gallows  gape  for  dog,  let  man  go  free. 
And  let  not  hemp  his  wine-pipe  suffocate. 
But  Exeter  hath  given  the  doom  of  death 
For  pax  of  little  price  : 

Therefore,  go  speak,  the  duke  will  hear  thy  voice. 
And  let  not  Bardolph's  vital  thread  be  cut 
With  edge  of  penny  cord,  and  vile  reproach  : 
Speak,  captain,  for  his  life,  and  1  will  thee  requite. 

Flu.  Ancient  Pistol,  I  do  partly  understand  your  meaning. 

Pist.  Why  then,  rejoice  therefore. 

Flu.  Certainly,  ancient,  it  is  not  a  thing  to  rejoice  at ;  for 

'  Here  is  the  man.]  The  4to,  ICOO,  reads,  "  Do  you  not  know  him?  here 
comes  the  man."  Malone  injudiciously  made  up  his  text  from  the  two  editiona, 
4to.  and  folio,  often  without  giving  notice  of  the  variations  from  the  one  or 
the  other.  Of  this  play,  as  before  stated,  the  foUo,  1623,  is  the  only  authentic 
copy,  though  it  may  be  right  to  mark  the  differences. 

*  —  fortune  is  an  excellent  moral.]  In  our  former  edition  the  printer  aod- 
dentally  put  a  comma  after  **  fortune,"  upon  which  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe  observes 
("  Remarks,"  p.  119):  he  is  quite  right,  and  we  have  erased  it. 

'  —  a  FAX,]     The  **  pax  "  was  a  small  image  of  the  Saviour,  on  which  the 
of  peace  was  bestowed  by  the  congregation. 
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if,  look  you,  he  were  my  brother,  I  would  desire  the  duke  to 
use  his  goot  pleasure,  and  put  him  to  execution,  for  discipline 
ought  to  be  used. 

PisL  Die  and  be  damn'd ;  and,/!co  for  thy  friendship  ! 

Flu.  It  is  well. 

Pist  The  fig  of  Spain !  ^Exit  Pktol  *. 

Flu,  Very  good. 

Oow,  Why,  this  is  an  arrant  coimterfeit  rascal :  I  remem- 
ber him  now ;  a  bawd ;  a  cutpurse. 

Flu.  I'll  assure  you,  'a  utter'd  as  prave  words  at  the  pridge, 
as  you  shall  see  in  a  summer's  day.  But  it  is  very  well,  what 
he  has  spoke  to  me ;  that  is  well,  I  warrant  you,  when  time 
is  serve. 

Oow,  Why,  'tis  a  gull,  a  fool,  a  rogue ;  that  now  and  then 
goes  to  the  wars,  to  grace  himself  at  his  return  into  London 
under  the  form  of  a  soldier.  And  such  fellows  are  perfect  in 
the  great  commanders'  names,  and  they  will  learn  you  by 
rote  where  services  were  done  ; — at  such  and  such  a  sconce, 
at  such  a  breach,  at  such  a  convoy ;  who  came  off  bravely, 
who  was  shot,  who  disgraced,  what  terms  the  enemy  stood 
on :  and  this  they  con  perfectly  in  the  phrase  of  war,  which 
they  trick  up  with  new-coined  oaths ' :  and  what  a  beard  of 
the  general's  cut,  and  a  horrid  suit  of  the  camp,  will  do, 
among  foaming  bottles  and  ale- washed  wits,  is  wonderfid  to 
be  thought  on.  But  you  must  learn  to  know  such  slanders 
of  the  age,  or  else  you  may  be  marvellously  mistook. 

Flu.  I  tell  you  what,  captain  Gower ;  I  do  perceive,  he 
is  not  the  man  that  he  would  gladly  make  show  to  the  world, 
he  is  :  if  I  find  a  hole  in  his  coat,  I  will  tell  him  my  mind. 
l^Drum  heard.']  Hark  you,  the  king  is  coming,  and  I  must 
speak  with  him,  from  the  pridge  ■. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloster,  and  Soldiers  *. 
Flu.  Got  pless  your  majesty ! 

*  Exit  Pistol.]  "Making  the  sign"  adds  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  viz.4>utting  the 
thumb  between  the  first  and  second  fingers.     See  this  Vol.  p.  624. 

7  —  with  neff-coiNED  oaths:]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632 ;  the  ordinary  reading  is 
new-/Mner/,  an  ea»y  and,  we  may  almost  say,  an  nndoabted  misprint. 

*  —  and  I  mu.-t  speak  with  him  from  the  pridge.]  i.  e.  As  I  have  come  from 
the  bridge,  regarding  which  the  King  would  be  glad  to  have  intelligence.  Ac- 
cordingly, the  King's  first  speech  applies  to  the  bridge,  and  what  had  been 
achieved  there. 

*  —  and  Soldiers.]  The  stage-direction  in  the  folio,  1623,  deserves  to  be 
quoted,  as  proving  the  appearance  that  the  sick  and  enfeebled  eoldiers  of  Henry  V. 
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K.  Hen.  How  now,  Fluellen?  cam'st  thou  from  the 
bridge  ? 

Flu,  Ay,  so  please  your  majesty.  The  duke  of  Exeter  has 
very  gallantly  maintained  the  pridge :  the  French  is  gone 
off,  look  you,  and  there  is  gallant  and  most  praye  passages. 
Marry,  th'  athversary  was  have  possession  of  the  pridge, 
but  he  is  enforced  to  retire,  and  the  duke  of  Exeter  is  master 
of  the  pridge.  I  can  tell  your  majesty,  the  duke  is  a  praye 
man. 

JT.  Sen,  What  men  have  you  lost,  Fluellen  P 

Flu,  The  perdition  of  th'  athversary  hath  been  very  great, 
reasonable  great :  marry,  for  my  part,  I  think  the  duke  hath 
lost  never  a  man,  but  one  that  is  like  to  be  executed  for 
robbing  a  church ;  oije  Bardolph,  if  your  majesty  know  the 
man :  his  face  is  all  bubukles,  and  whelks,  and  knobs,  and 
flames  of  fire  ;  and  his  lips  plows  at  his  nose,  and  it  is  like  a 
coal  of  fire,  sometimes  plue,  and  sometimes  red ;  but  his  nose 
is  executed,  and  his  fire's  out. 

K,  Sen,  We  would  have  all  such  offenders  so  cut  off:  and 
we  give  express  charge,  that  in  our  marches  through  the 
country,  there  be  nothing  compeUed  from  the  viUages,  nothing 
taken  but  paid  for ;  none  of  the  French  upbraided,  or  abused 
in  disdainful  language,  for  when  lenity  and  cruelty  play  for 
a  kingdom  ^  the  gentler  gamester  is  the  soonest  winner. 

Tucket,     Enter  Montjoy. 

Mont,  You  know  me  by  my  habit. 

K,  Sen,  Well  then,  I  know  thee :  what  shall  I  know  of 
thee  P 

Mont,  My  master's  mind. 

K,  Sen,  Unfold  it. 

Mont,  Thus  says  my  king : — Say  thou  to  Harry  of  England, 
Though  we  seemed  dead,  we  did  but  sleep ;  advantage  is  a 
better  soldier  than  rashness.  Tell  hito,  we' could  have  rebuked 
him  at  Harfleur ;  but  that  we  thought  not  good  to  bruise  an 
injury,  till  it  were  full  ripe  :  now  we  speak  upon  our  cue,  and 

were  intended  to  bear  upon  the  stage,  "  Drum  and  colours.  Enter  the  King  and 
his  poor  soldiers."  The  4to,  1600,  has  *<  Enter  King,  Clarence,  Gloster,  and 
others;''  but  Clarence  was  not  present.  In  the  corr.  fo.  ^632  we  are  told  that  the 
appearance  of  Henry's  soldiers  was  "  sick  and  tattered." 

'  —  when  LENITY  and  cruelty  play  for  a  kingdom,]  The  folio,  1623,  by  the 
turning  of  the  letter  ft,  has  Ituity  instead  of  "  lenity."  The  later  folios  r^>eat  the 
obvious  error,  but  it  may  be  worth  noting  that  it  is  amended  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632. 
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our  voice  is  imperial.  England  shall  repent  his  folly,  see  his 
weakness,  and  admire  our  sufferance.  Bid  him,  therefore, 
consider  of  his  ransom ;  which  must  proportion  the  losses  we 
have  borne,  the  subjects  we  have  lost,  the  disgrace  we  have 
digested :  which,  in  weight  to  re-answer,  his  pettiness  would 
bow  under.  For  our  losses,  his  exchequer  is  too  poor ;  for  the 
effusion  of  our  blood,  the  muster  of  his  kingdom  too  faint  a 
number ;  and  for  our  disgrace,  his  own  person,  kneeling  at 
our  feet,  but  a  weak  and  worthless  satisfaction.  To  this  add 
defiance ;  and  tell  him,  for  conclusion,  he  hath  betrayed  his 
followers,  whose  condemnation  is  pronounced. — So  far  my 
king  and  master :  so  much  my  office. 

K,  Hen,  What  is  thy  name  ?    I  know  thy  quality. 

Mmit.  Montjoy. 

K.  Hen.  Thou  dost  thy  office  fairly.     Turn  thee  back, 
And  tell  thy  king, — ^I  do  not  seek  him  now. 
But  could  be  willing  to  march  on  to  Calais 
Without  impeachment ;  for,  to  say  the  sooth. 
Though  'tis  no  wisdom  to  confess  so  much 
Unto  an  enemy  of  craft  and  vantage. 
My  people  are  with  sickness  much  enfeebled ; 
My  numbers  lessened,  and  those  few  I  have, 
Almost  no  better  than  so  many  French : 
Who,  when  they  were  in  health,  I  tell  thee,  herald, 
I  thought  upon  one  pair  of  English  legs 
Did  march  three  Frenchmen. — ^Yet,  forgive  me,  God, 
That  I  do  brag  thus ! — ^this  your  air  of  France 
Hath  blown  that  vice  in  me :  I  must  repent. 
Go,  therefore,  tell  thy  master,  here  I  am : 
My  ransom  is  this  Arail  and  worthless  trunk, 
My  army  but  a  weak  and  sickly  guard ; 
Yet,  God  before,  tell  him  we  will  come  on. 
Though  France  himself,  and  such  another  neighbour, 
Stand  in  our  way.     There's  for  thy  labour,  Montjoy. 

[Oimng  a  chain  *. 
Go,  bid  thy  master  well  advise  himself : 
If  we  may  pass,  we  will ;  if  we  be  hinder'd, 
We  shall  your  tawny  ground  with  your  red  blood 
Discolour :  and  so,  Montjoy,  fare  you  well. 
The  sum  of  all  our.  answer  is  but  this  : 

s  Giving  a  chain.]  From  the  corr.  to,  1632.  The  folio,  1623,  and  the  4toe. 
afford  us  no  information  as  to  the  nature  of  the  King's  gift  Holinshed  merely 
calls  it  *'  a  great  reward." 
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We  would  not  seek  a  battle,  as  we  are. 
Nor,  as  we  are,  we  say,  we  will  not  shun  it : 
So  tell  your  master. 

Mont.  I  shall  deliver  so.     Thanks  to  your  highness. 

[Exit  MONTJOY. 

Olo.  I  hope  they  will  not  come  upon  us  now. 

K.  Hen.  We  arc  in  God's  hand,  brother,  not  in  their's. 
March  to  the  bridge  ;  it  now  draws  toward  night : 
Beyond  the  river  we'll  encamp  ourselves. 
And  on  to-morrow  bid  them  march  away.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  vn. 

The  French  Camp,  near  Agincourt. 

Enter  the  Constable  of  France,  the  Lord  Rambures,  the  Duke 

of  Orleans,  the  Dauphin,  and  others. 

Can,  Tut !  I  have  the  best  armour  of  the  world.  Would 
it  were  day ! 

.  OrL  You  have  an  excellent  armour ;  but  let  my  horse  have 
his  due. 

Cofi,  It  is  the  best  horse  of  Europe. 

OrL  Will  it  never  be  morning  P 

Dau.  My  lord  of  Orleans,  and  my  lord  high  constable,  you 
talk  of  horse  and  armour — 

OrL  You  are  as  well  provided  of  both  as  any  prince  in  the 
world. 

Dau.  What  a  long  night  is  this  ! — I  will  not  change  my 
horse  with  any  that  treads  but  on  four  pasterns  *.  fa,  ha  I 
He  bounds  from  the  earth,  as  if  his  entrails  were  hairs  * ;  k 
cheval  volant,  the  Pegasus,  qui  a  les  narines  de  feu  !  When  I 
bestride  him,  I  soar,  I  am  a  hawk :  he  trots  the  air ;  the 
earth  sings  when  he  touches  it :  the  basest  horn  of  his  hoof  is 
more  musical  than  the  pipe  of  Hermes. 

OrL  He's  of  the  colour  of  the  nutmeg. 

Dau.  And  of  the  heat  of  the  ginger.     It  is  a  beast  for 

'  —  that  treads  but  on  four  pasterns.]  For  "  pasterns,"  the  fofio,  lOSS* 
has  postvret :  it  was  amended  afterwards. 

*  as  if  his  entrails  were  hairs  ;]  It  is  "  were  air  **  in  the  corr.  fo.  1(S32,  but  we 
do  not  alter  the  text,  inasmuch  as  the  word  "  bounds  **  may  show  that  the  elhiaon 
was  to  tennis-balls,  which  were  stuffed  with  hair. 
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Perseus :  he  is  pure  air  and  fire,  and  the  dull  elements  of 
earth  and  water  never  appear  in  him,  but  only  in  patient 
stillness,  while  his  rider  mounts  him  \  he  is,  indeed,  a  horse ; 
and  all  other  jades  you  may  call  beasts. 

Con.  Indeed,  my  lord,  it  is  a  most  absolute  and  excellent 
horse. 

Dau.  It  is  the  prince  of  palfreys :  his  neigh  is  like  the 
bidding  of  a  monarch,  and  his  countenance  enforces  homage. 

Orl,  No  more,  cousin. 

Dau.  Nay,  the  man  hath  no  wit,  that  cannot,  from  the 
rising  of  the  lark  to  the  lodging  of  the  lamb,  vary  deserved 
praise  on  my  palfrey :  it  is  a  theme  as  fluent  as  the  sea ;  turn 
the  sands  into  eloquent  tongues,  and  my  horse  is  argument 
for  them  all.  'Tis  a  subject  for  a  sovereign  to  reason  on,  and 
for  a  sovereign's  sovereign  to  ride  on ;  and  for  the  world 
(familiar  to  us,  and  unknown)  to  lay  apart  their  particular 
functions,  and  wonder  at  him.  I  once  writ  a  sonnet  in  his 
praise,  and  began  thus  :  "  Wonder  of  nature  ! " — 

Orl.  I  have  heard  a  sonnet  begin  so  to  one's  mistress. 

Dau.  Then  did  they  imitate  that  which  I  composed  to  my 
courser ;  for  my  horse  is  my  mistress. 

Orl.  Your  mistress  bears  well. 

Dau.  Me  well ;  which  is  the  prescript  praise,  and  perfection 
of  a  good  and  particular  mistress. 

Con.  Nay;  for  methought  yesterday ,  your  mistress  shrewdly 
shook  your  back. 

Dau.  So,  perhaps,  did  your's. 

Con.  Mine  was  not  bridled. 

Dau.  0 !  then,  belike,  she  was  old  and  gentle ;  and  you 
rode,  like  a  kern  of  Ireland,  your  French  hose  ofi*,  and  in 
your  strait  trossers  *. 

Cofi.  You  have  good  judgment  in  horsemanship. 

Dau.  Be  warned  by  me,  then :  they  that  ride  so,  and  ride 
not  warily,  fall  into  foid  bogs.  I  had  rather  have  my  horse 
to  my  mistress. 

Con.  I  had  as  lief  have  my  mistress  a  jade. 

^  —  and  in  your  strait  trossers.]  It  is  sirotsers  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  the 
Rot.  Mr.  Dyce  ("  Remarks/'  p.  119)  seems  astonished  that  we  do  not  reprint  the 
old  form  of  the  word.  Why  are  we  to  reprint  what  is  in  itself  merely  a  corruption .' 
"  Trossers  "  was  a  more  common  mode  of  spelling  the  word  than  ttrottertf  and  it  is 
the  original  of  our  trowsers,  though  "  trossers''  were  the  reverse  of  what  we  now 
understand  by  trowsers.  By  the  **  strait  trossers  "  of  the  kerns  of  Ireland  the 
Dauphin  means,  that  they  rode  without  any  covering  of  the  kind.  DraytoOi  in  his 
**  Polyolbion/'  speaks  of  '*  the  poor  trows*d  Irish." 

VOL.  III.  Q  q 
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Dau.  I  tell  thee,  constable,  my  mistress  wears  his  own 
hair  *. 

Con.  I  could  make  as  true  a  boast  as  that,  if  I  had  a  sow  to 
my  mistress. 

Dau.  Le  chlen  est  refomm^  ct  son  propre  vomissement^  et  la 
truie  lavee  au  hourhier :  thou  makest  use  of  any  thing. 

Con.  Yet  do  I  not  use  my  horse  for  my  mistress ;  or  any 
such  proverb,  so  Kttle  kin  to  the  purpose. 

Ram.  My  lord  constable,  the  armour,  that  I  saw  in  your 
tent  to-night,  are  those  stars,  or  suns,  upon  it  ? 

Con.  Stars,  my  lord. 

Dau.  Some  of  them  will  fall  to-morrow,  I  hope. 

Con.  And  yet  my  sky  shall  not  want. 

Dau.  That  may  be ;  for  you  bear  a  many  superfluously,  and 
*twere  more  honour  some  were  away. 

Con.  Even  as  your  horse  bears  your  praises:  who  would 
trot  as  well,  were  some  of  your  brags  dismounted. 

Dau.  Would,  I  were  able  to  load  him  with  his  desert! 
Will  it  never  be  day  ?  I  will  trot  to-morrow  a  mile,  and  my 
way  shall  be  paved  with  English  faces. 

Con.  I  will  not  say  so,  for  fear  I  should  be  faced  out  of  my 
way ;  but  I  would  it  were  morning,  for  I  woidd  fain  be  about 
the  ears  of  the  English. 

Ram.  Who  will  go  to  hazard  with  me  for  twenty  prisoners  P 

Con.  You  must  first  go  yourself  to  hazard,  ere  you  have 
them.  ^ 

Dau.  'Tis  midnight :  I'll  go  arm  myself.  \JExiL 

Orl.  The  Dauphin  longs  for  morning. 

Ram.  He  longs  to  eat  the  English. 

Con.  I  think  he  will  eat  all  he  kills. 

Orl.  By  the  white  hand  of  my  lady,  he's  a  gallant  prince. 

Con.  Swear  by  her  foot,  that  she  may  tread  out  the  oath. 

Orl.  He  is  simply  the  most  active  gentleman  of  France. 

Con.  Doing  is  activity,  and  he  will  still  be  doing. 

Orl.  He  never  did  harm,  that  I  heard  of. 

Con.  Nor  will  do  none  to-morrow :  he  will  keep  that  good 
name  still. 

Orl.  I  know  him  to  be  valiant. 

•  —  my  mistress  wears  his  own  hair.]  The  mistress  of  the  Daaphin  is  his 
horse,  and  therefore  he  properly  says,  "  my  mistress  wears  hit  own  hair ;"  hot 
most  modem  editors,  (including  Malone)  not  understanding  how  "his"  could 
apply  to  a  ••  mistress/'  altered  it  to  her,  without  stating  (as  they  were  bound  to 
have  done)  that  they  varied  from  the  old  copies. 
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Can.  I  was  told  that  by  one  that  knows  him  better  than 
you. 

Orl  What's  he  ? 

Con.  Marry,  he  told  me  so  himself;  and  he  said,  he  cared 
not  who  knew  it. 

Orl.  He  needs  not ;  it  is  no  hidden  virtue  in  him. 

Con.  By  my  faith,  sir,  but  it  is ;  never  any  body  saw  it, 
but  his  lackey :  'tis  a  hooded  valour,  and  when  it  appears  it 
will  bate'. 

Orl.  Ill  will  never  said  well. 

Con.  I  will  cap  that  proverb  with — ^there  is  flattery  in 
friendship. 

Orl.  And  I  will  take  up  that  with^ — give  the  devil  his  due. 

Con.  Well  placed :  there  stands  your  friend  for  the  devil. 
Have  at  the  very  eye  of  that  proverb,  with — a  pox  of  the 
devil. 

Orl.  You  are  the  better  at  proverbs,  by  how  much — a  fool's 
bolt  is  soon  shot. 

Con.  You  have  shot  over. 

Orl.  'Tis  not  the  first  time  you  were  overshot. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord  high  constable,  the  English  lie  within  fifteen 
hundred  paces  of  your  tents. 

Con.  Who  hath  measured  the  ground  P 

Mess.  The  lord  Qrandpr^. 

Con.  A  valiant  and  most  expert  gentleman. — ^Would  it 
were  day ! — ^Alas,  poor  Harry  of  England ! — ^he  longs  not  for 
the  dawning,  as  we  do. 

Orl  What  a  wretched  and  peevish  fellow  is  this  king  of 
England,  to  mope  with  his  fat-brained  followers  so  far  out  of 
his  knowledge  *. 

7  —  and  when  it  appears  it  will  bats.]  Respecting  the  word  "  bate/'  aee  thii 
Vol.  p.  303.  The  allusion  in  the  words  **  hooded  valoiir  "  is  to  fiUoons  and  their 
hoods :  the  **  poor  pun/*  as  Steevens  calls  it,  is  sufficiently  obvioos. 

*  —  so  far  out  of  his  knowledge.]  On  a  previous  page  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe 
complains  gravely  of  the  erroneous  insertion  of  a  comma,  and  here  (*'  Remarks,'' 
p.  119)  he  objects  to  the  absence  of  a  note  of  exclamation.  Surely  it  is  a  mere 
observation  upon  Henry  and  his  followers ;  and  is  it  worth  while  to  convert  such 
mole-hills  into  mountains  ?  Mr.  Dyce  (we  say  it  with  sincere  respect)  is  too  fond 
of  points  of  exclamation,  especially  at  the  ends  of  his  own  notes,  sometimes  by 
twos  and  threes  together.  "  Peevish  fellow,"  in  our  text,  of  coarse  means  aiUy  or 
foolish  fellow,  as  before  repeatedly. 

Qq2 
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Con,  If  the  English  had  any  apprehension,  they  would  run 
away. 

Orl.  That  they  lack ;  for  if  their  heads  had  any  intellectual 
armour,  they  could  never  wear  such  heavy  head-pieces. 

Ram.  That  island  of  England  breeds  very  valiant  creatures : 
their  mastifEs  are  of  unmatchable  courage. 

Orl.  Foolish  c\irs !  that  run  winking  into  the  mouth  of  a 
Russian  bear,  and  have  their  heads  crushed  like  rotten  apples. 
You  may  as  well  say,  that's  a  valiant  flea  that  dare  eat  his 
breakfast  on  the  lip  of  a  lion. 

Con.  Just,  just;  and  the  men  do  sympathize  with  the 
mastifis  in  robustious  and  rough  coming  on,  leaving  their 
wits  with  their  wives :  and,  then,  give  them  great  meals  of 
beef,  and  iron  and  steel,  they  will  eat  like  wolves,  and  fight 
like  devils. 

Orl.  Ay,  but  these  English  are  shrewdly  out  of  beef.  . 

Con.  Then  shall  we  find  to-morrow  they  have  only  stomachs 
to  eat,  and  none  to  fight.  Now  is  it  time  to  arm :  come,  shall 
we  about  it  ? 

Orl.  It  is  now  two  o'clock :  but,  let  me  see,  by  ten. 
We  shall  have  each  a  hundred  Englishmen.  [Exeunt. 


ACT  TV. 

JSnter  Chorus. 

Chor.  Now  entertain  conjecture  of  a  time, 
When  creeping  murmur,  and  the  poring  dark, 
Fills  the  wide  vessel  of  the  imiverse. 
From  camp  to  camp,  through  the  foul  womb  of  night. 
The  hum  of  either  army  stilly  sounds. 
That  the  fix'd  sentinels  almost  receive 
The  secret  whispers  of  each  other's  watch : 
Fire  answers  fire,  and  through  their  paly  flames 
Each  battle  sees  the  other's  umbcr'd  face : 
Steed  threatens  steed,  in  high  and  boastful  neighs 
Piercing  the  night's  dull  ear ;  and  from  the  tents, 
The  armourers,  accomplishing  the  knights. 
With  busy  hammers  closing  rivets  up. 
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Give  dreadful  note  of  preparation. 

The  country  cocks  do  crow,  the  clocks  do  toll, 

And  the  third  hour  of  drowsy  morning  name '. 

Proud  of  their  nimibers,  and  secure  in  soid. 

The  confident  and  over-lusty  French 

Do  the  low-rated  English  play  at  dice  * ; 

And  chide  the  cripple,  tardy-gaited  night. 

Who,  like  a  foul  and  ugly  witch,  doth  limp 

So  tediously  away.     The  poor  condemned  English, 

Like  sacrifices,  by  their  watchful  fires 

Sit  patiently,  and  inly  ruminate 

The  morning's  danger ;  and  their  gesture  sad, 

Investing  lank-lean  cheeks,  and  war-worn  coats, 

Presenteth  them  *  unto  the  gazing  moon 

So  many  horrid  ghosts.     0  !  now,  who  will  behold 

The  royal  captain  of  this  ruin'd  band. 

Walking  from  watch  to  watch,  from  tent  to  tent. 

Let  him  cry — Praise  and  glory  on  his  head  ! 

For  forth  he  goes,  and  visits  all  his  host. 

Bids  them  good-morrow  with  a  modest  smile. 

And  calls  them  brothers,  friends,  and  countrymen. 

Upon  his  royal  face  there  is  no  note. 

How  dread  an  army  hath  enrounded  him. 

Nor  doth  he  dedicate  one  jot  of  colour 

Unto  the  weary  and  all- watched  night ; 

But  freshly  looks,  and  over-bears  attaint. 

With  cheerful  semblance,  and  sweet  majesty ; 

That  every  wretch,  pining  and  pale  before. 

Beholding  him,  plucks  comfort  from  his  looks. 

A  largess  universal,  like  the  sun. 

His  liberal  eye  doth  give  to  every  one. 

Thawing  cold  fear,  that  mean  and  gentle,  all, 

Behold,  as  may  unworthiness  define, 

A  little  touch  of  Harry  in  the  night. 

And  so  our  scene  must  to  the  battle  fly ; 

Where,  0  for  pity !  we  shall  much  disgrace — 

9  —  of  drowsy  morning  name.]  The  folio  reada  nam'd :  the  error  was  oor- 
roctod  by  Tyrwhitt.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has  "  morning' t  named,"  but  the  change 
seems  hardly  worth  notice. 

1  _  play  at  dice ;]  i.  e.  Pbiy  at  dice  for  the  low-rated  English.  This  is  his- 
torical, from  Holinshed. 

2  Presenteth  them]  The  folio,  presented.  It  is  amended  to  **  presenteth  " 
in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 ;  and  such  has  been  the  ordinary  reading,  for  the  blunder 
corrects  itself. 
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With  four  or  five  most  vile  and  ragged  foils, 

Right  ill  disposed,  in  brawl  ridiculous, — 

The  name  of  Agincourt.     Yet,  sit  and  see ; 

Minding  true  things  by  what  their  mockeries  be.  [^Exit. 


SCENE  I. 

The  English  Camp  at  Agincourt. 

JEnter  King  Henry,  Bedford,  and  Glosteb, 

-ff".  Hen.  Gloster,  ^tis  true  that  we  are  in  great  danger ; 
The  greater,  therefore,  should  our  courage  be. — 
Good  morrow,  brother  Bedford. — God  Almighty ! 
There  is  some  soid  of  goodness  in  things  evil. 
Would  men  observingly  distil  it  out. 
For  our  bad  neighbour  makes  us  early  stirrers. 
Which  is  both  healthful,  and  good  husbandry : 
Besides,  they  are  our  outward  consciences, 
And  preachers  to  us  all ;  admonishing. 
That  we  should  'dress  us  fairly  for  our  end. 
Thus  may  we  gather  honey  from  the  weed. 
And  make  a  moral  of  the  devil  himself. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

Good  morrow,  old  sir  Thomas  Erpingham : 
A  good  soft  pillow  for  that  good  white  head 
Were  better  than  a  churlish  turf  of  France. 

Erp,  Not  so,  my  liege :  this  lodging  likes  me  better. 
Since  I  may  say,  now  lie  I  like  a  king. 

-ff".  Sen.  *Tis  good  for  men  to  love  their  present  pains. 
Upon  example ;  so  the  spirit  is  eased : 
And  when  the  mind  is  quicken'd,  out  of  doubt. 
The  organs,  though  defunct  and  dead  before, 
Break  up  their  drowsy  grave,  and  newly  move 
With  casted  slough  and  fresh  legerity. 
Lend  me  thy  cloak,  sir  Thomajs. — ^Brothers  both. 
Commend  me  to  the  princes  in  our  camp ; 
Do  my  good  morrow  to  them ;  and,  anon, 
Desire  them  all  to  my  pavilion. 

Olo.  We  shall,  my  liege.     [^Exetmt  Gloster  and  Bedford, 
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JErp,  Shall  I  attend  your  grace  P 

K.  Hen.  No,  my  good  knight ; 

Go  with  my  brothers  to  my  lords  of  England : 
I  and  my  bosom  must  debate  a  while, 
And,  then,  I  would  no  other  company. 

Erp,  The  Lord  in  heaven  bless  thee,  noble  Harry ! 

[Exit  Erpinoham. 

K.  Hen,  God-a-mercy,  old  heart !  thou  speak'st  cheerfully. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Pist.  Qui  va  lit  f 

K.  Hen,  A  friend. 

Tist.  Discuss  unto  me ;  art  thou  officer  P 
Or  art  thou  base,  common,  and  popular  P 

jr.  Hen,  I  am  a  gentleman  of  a  company. 

Ti»t,  Trail'st  thou  the  puissant  pike  ? 

K,  Hen,  Even  so.     What  are  you  ? 

Ti%t,  As  good  a  gentleman  as  the  emperor. 

K,  Hen,  Then  you  are  a  better  than  the  king. 

Fi^t,  The  king's  a  bawcock,  and  a  heart  of  gold, 
A  lad  of  life,  an  imp  of  fame ; 
Of  parents  good,  of  fist  most  valiant : 
I  kiss  his  dirty  shoe,  and  fix)m  heart-string 
I  love  the  lovely  bully.     What's  thy  name  P 

K,  Hen,  Harry  le  Roy. 

Pi^t,  Le  Roy  !  a  Cornish  name :  art  thou  of  Cornish  crew  P 

K.  Hen,  No,  I  am  a  Welshman. 

Pist,  Know'st  thou  Fluellen  ? 

K,  Hen,  Yes. 

Pist,  Tell  him,  I'll  knock  his  leek  about  his  pate, 
Upon  Saint  David's  day. 

K,  Hen,  Do  not  you  wear  your  dagger  in  your  cap  that 
day,  lest  he  knock  that  about  your's. 

Pist,  Art  thou  his  friend  P 

K,  Hen,  And  his  kinsman  too. 

Pist,  The  fico  for  thee  then  ! 

K,  Hen,  I  thank  you.     God  be  with  you ! 

Pint,  My  name  is  Pistol  called.  [Exit, 

K,  Hen,  It  sorts  well  with  your  fierceness. 

Enter  Fluellen  and  Gower,  severally, 
Oow.  Captain  Fluellen ! 
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Flu,  So,  in  the  name  of  Cheshu  Clirist,  speak  lower  *.  It 
is  the  greatest  admiration  in  the  universal  world,  when  the 
true  and  auncicnt  prerogatifcs  and  laws  of  the  wars  is  not 
kept.  K  you  would  take  the  pains  but  to  examine  the  wars 
of  Pompey  the  Great,  you  shall  find,  I  warrant  you,  that 
there  is  no  tiddle  taddle,  or  pibble  pabble,  in  Pompey's  camp : 
I  warrant  you,  you  shall  find  the  ceremonies  of  the  wars,  and 
the  cares  of  it,  and  the  forms  of  it,  and  the  sobriety  of  it,  and 
the  modesty  of  it,  to  be  otherwise. 

Gow.  Why,  the  enemy  is  loud ;  you  hear  him  all  night. 

Flu,  If  the  enemy  is  an  ass  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating 
coxcomb,  is  it  meet,  think  you,  that  we  should  also,  look  you, 
bo  an  ass,  and  a  fool,  and  a  prating  coxcomb  ?  in  your  own 
conscience  now  P 

Oow,  I  will  speak  lower. 

Flu,  I  pray  you,  and  beseech  you,  that  you  will. 

[^Exeunt  Gower  and  Fluellen. 

K,  Hm,  Though  it  appear  a  little  out  of  fashion. 
There  is  much  care  and  valour  in  this  Welshman. 

Enter  Bates,  Court,  and  Williams  *. 

Court,  Brother  John  Bates,  is  not  that  the  morning  which 
breaks  yonder  P 

Bates,  I  think  it  be ;  but  we  have  no  great  cause  to  desire 
the  approach  of  day. 

Will,  We  see  yonder  the  beginning  of  the  day,  but  I  think 
we  shall  never  see  the  end  of  it. — ^Who  goes  there  ? 

K,  Hen.  A  friend. 

Will,  Under  what  captain  serve  you  ? 

K,  Hen,  Under  sir  Thomas  Erpingham  *. 

'  —  speak  LOWER.]  This  is  doubtless  the  true  reading,  and  not  **  speak  y«p«r," 
as  it  stands  in  the  folio.  The  origin  of  the  error  seems  to  have  been  this :  in  the 
two  earliest  4t08,  those  of  1600  and  1602,  the  word  is  by  accident  printed  ltw9r 
instead  of  '*  lower  :''  the  printer  of  the  folio,  who  may  have  seen  the  4to6,  IGOO  or 
1602,  thought  that  the  mistake  was  levoer  iot  fewer ^  and  therefore  changed  the 
wrong  letter.  The  4to,  1608,  however,  has  it  "lower,"  as  in  the  text:  it  is  only 
in  cases  of  this  kind  that  the  4to.  editions  can  be  of  much  use.  In  acoordanoe 
with  this  emendation  Gower  very  soon  afterwards  says,  "  I  will  speak  lower  "  and 
in  the  corr.  fo.  \Q>Z2  fewer  is  altered  to  "  lower." 

*  Enter  Bates,  Court,  and  Williams.]  In  the  4to8.  they  are  only  called  "  three 
soldiers ;"  but  in  the  stage-direction  of  the  folio  even  their  Christian  names  mre 
inserted— "Enter  three  soldiers;  John  Bates,  Alexander  Court,  and  Mirh^ 
Williams."     Did  Shakespeare  refer  to  some  now  unknown  narrative  } 

*  Under  sir  Thomas  Erpingham.]  It  is  **  sb  John  Erpingham  "  in  the  folios 
(the  4tos.  do  not  contain  the  name),  but  amended  in  MS.  to  "  sir  Thomas  Erping- 
ham "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 
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Will.  A  good  old  commander,  and  a  most  kind  gentleman : 
I  pray  you,  what  thinks  he  of  our  estate  ? 

-ST.  ffen.  Even  as  men  wrecked  upon  a  sand^  that  look  to 
be  washed  off  the  next  tide. 

Bates.  He  hath  not  told  his  thought  to  the  king  ? 

K.  Hen.  No ;  nor  it  is  not  meet  he  should ;  for,  though  I 
speak  it  to  you,  I  think  the  king  is  but  a  man,  as  I  am :  the 
violet  smells  to  him,  as  it  doth  to  me ;  the  element  shows  to 
him,  as  it  doth  to  me ;  all  his  senses  have  but  human  con- 
ditions :  his  ceremonies  laid  by,  in  his  nakedness  he  appears 
but  a  man,  and  though  his  affections  are  higher  mounted 
than  our's,  yet,  when  they  stoop,  they  stoop  with  the  like 
wing.  Therefore,  when  he  sees  reason  of  fears,  as  we  do, 
his  fears,  out  of  doubt,  be  of  the  same  relish  as  our^s  are :  yet 
in  reason  no  man  should  possess  him  with  any  appearance 
of  fear,  lest  he,  by  showing  it,  should  dishearten  his  army. 

Bates.  He  may  show  what  outward  courage  he  will ;  but,  I 
believe,  as  cold  a  night  as  'tis,  he  could  wish  himself  in  Thames 
up  to  the  neck :  and  so  I  would  he  were,  and  I  by  him,  at  all 
Xenture8,  so  we  were  quit  here. 

K.  Hen.  By  my  troth,  I  will  speak  my  conscience  of  the  king : 
I  think,  he  would  not  wish  himself  any  where  but  where  he  is. 

Bates.  Then  I  would  he  were  here  alone ;  so  should  he  be 
sure  to  be  ransomed,  and  a  many  poor  men's  lives  saved. 

if.  Hen.  I  dare  say,  you  love  him  not  so  ill,  to  wish  him  here 
alone,  howsoever  you  speak  this,  to  feel  other  men's  minds. 
Methinks,  I  could  not  die  any  where  so  contented  as  in  the  king's 
company,  his  cause  being  just,  and  his  quarrel  honourable. 

Will.  That's  more  than  we  know. 

Bates.  Ay,  or  more  than  we  should  seek  after;  for  we 
know  enough,  if  we  know  we  are  the  king's  subjects.  If  his 
cause  be  wrong,  our  obedience  to  the  king  wipes  the  crime  of 
it  out  of  us. 

Will.  But,  if  the  cause  be  not  good,  the  king  himself  hath 
a  heavy  reckoning  to  make :  when  all  those  legs,  and  arms, 
and  heads,  chopped  off  in  a  battle,  shall  join  together  at  the 
latter  day,  and  cry  all — "  We  died  at  such  a  place :"  some 
swearing,  some  crying  for  a  surgeon,  some  upon  their  wives 
left  poor  behind  them,  some  upon  the  debts  they  owe,  some 
upon  their  children  rawly  left.  I  am  afeard  there  are  few 
die  well,  that  die  in  a  battle ;  for  how  can  they  charitably 
dispose  of  any  thing,  when  blood  is  their  argument  ?  Now, 
if  these  men  do  not  die  well,  it  will  be  a  black  matter  for  the 
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king  that  led  them  to  it,  whom  to  disobey  were  against  all 
proportion  of  subjection. 

K.  Hen,  So,  if  a  son,  that  is  by  his  father  sent  about  mer- 
chandise, do  sinfully  miscarry  upon  the  sea,  the  imputation  of 
his  wickedness,  by  your  rule,  should  be  imposed  upon  his 
father  that  sent  him :  or  if  a  servant,  under  his  master's  com- 
mand, transporting  a  simi  of  money,  be  assailed  by  robbers, 
and  die  in  many  irreconciled  iniquities,  you  may  call  the 
business  of  the  master  the  author  of  the  servant's  damnation. 
But  this  is  not  so :  the  king  is  not  bound  to  answer  the  par- 
ticular endings  of  his  soldiers,  the  father  of  his  son,  nor  the 
master  of  his  servant ;  for  they  purpose  not  their  death,  when 
they  purpose  their  services.  Besides,  there  is  no  king,  be  his 
cause  never  so  spotless,  if  it  come  to  the  arbitrement  of  swords, 
can  try  it  out  with  all  unspotted  soldiers.  Some,  peradventure, 
have  on  them  the  guilt  of  premeditated  and  contrived  murder ; 
some,  of  beguiling  virgins  with  the  broken  seals  of  perjury ; 
some,  making  the  wars  their  bulwark,  that  have  before  gored 
the  gentle  bosom  of  peace  with  pillage  and  robbery.  Now,  if 
these  men  have  defeated  the  law,  and  outrun  native  punish- 
ment, though  they  can  outstrip  men,  they  have  no  wings  to 
fly  from  God :  war  is  his  beadle :  war  is  his  vengeance ;  so 
that  here  men  are  pimished,  for  before-breach  of  the  king's 
laws,  in  now  the  king's  quarrel :  where  they  feared  the  death, 
they  have  borne  life  away,  aud  where  they  would  be  safe, 
they  perish:  then,  if  they  die  unprovided,  no  more  is  the 
king  guilty  of  their  damnation,  than  he  was  before  guilty  of 
those  impieties  for  the  which  they  are  now  visited.  Every 
subject's  duty  is  the  king's;  but  every  subject's  soul  is  his 
own.  Therefore,  should  every  soldier  in  the  wars  do  as  every 
sick  man  in  his  bed,  wash  every  mote  out  of  his  conscience ; 
and  dying  so,  death  is  to  him  advantage ;  or  not  dying,  the  time 
was  blessedly  lost,  wherein  such  preparation  was  gained :  and, 
in  him  that  escapes,  it  were  not  sin  to  think,  that  making 
God  so  free  an  offer,  he  let  him  outlive  that  day  to  see  his 
greatness,  and  to  teach  others  how  they  should  prepare. 

Will,  'Tis  certain,  every  man  that  dies  ill,  the  ill  is  upon 
his  own  head  * :  the  king  is  not  to  answer  it. 

Bates.  I  do  not  desire  he  should  answer  for  me ;  and  yet  I 
determine  to  fight  lustily  for  him. 


'  —  the  ill  IS  upon  his  own  head :]     The  folios  are  withoat  "  is/'  which  is  de- 
rived finom  the  4to8 :  modem  editors  make  no  note  upon  the  insertion. 
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K,  Hen.  I  myself  heard  the  king  say,  he  would  not  be 
ransomed. 

Will.  Ay,  he  said  so  to  make  us  fight  cheerfully ;  but  when 
our  throats  are  cut,  he  may  be  ransomed,  and  we  ne*er'  the 
wiser. 

K.  Hen.  If  I  Kve  to  see  it,  I  will  never  trust  his  word  after. 

Will.  You  pay  him  then !  That's  a  perilous  shot  out  of  an 
elder  gun,  that  a  poor  and  a  private  displeasure  can  do  against 
a  monarch.  You  may  as  well  go  about  to  turn  the  sun  to  ice 
with  fanning  in  his  face  with  a  peacock's  feather.  You'll 
never  trust  his  word  after !  come,  'tis  a  foolish  saying. 

K.  Hen.  Your  reproof  is  something  too  roxmd ' :  I  should 
be  angry  with  you,  if  the  time  were  convenient. 

Will.  Let  it  be  a  quarrel  between  us,  if  you  live. 

K'  Hen.  I  embrace  it. 

Will.  How  shall  I  know  thee  again  P 

K.  Hen.  GKve  me  any  gage  of  thine,  and  I  will  wear  it  in 
my  bonnet :  then,  if  ever  thou  darest  acknowledge  it,  I  will 
make  it  my  quarrel. 

Will.  Here's  my  glove :  give  me  another  of  thine. 

K.  Hen.  There. 

Will.  This  will  I  also  wear  in  my  cap :  if  ever  thou  come 
to  me  and  say,  after  to-morrow,  "  This  is  my  glove,"  by  this 
hand,  I  will  take  thee  a  box  on  the  ear. 

K.  Hen.  If  ever  I  live  to  see  it,  I  will  challenge  it. 

Will.  Thou  darest  as  well  be  hanged. 

K.  Hen.  Well,  I  will  do  it,  though  I  take  thee  in  the  king's 
company. 

Will.  Keep  thy  word :  fare  thee  weD. 

Bates.  Be  friends,  you  English  fools,  be  friends :  we  have 
French  quarrels  enow,  if  you  could  tell  how  to  reckon. 

K.  Hen.  Indeed,  the  French  may  lay  twenty  French  crowns 
to  one  they  will  beat  us,  for  they  bear  them  on  their  shoulders ; 
but  it  is  no  English  treason  to  cut  French  crowns,  and  to- 
morrow the  king  himself  will  be  a  clipper.     \^Exeunt  Soldiers. 
Upon  the  king !  let  us  our  lives,  our  soids. 
Our  debts,  our  careful  wives,  our  children,  and 
Our  sins,  lay  on  the  king ! — ^we  must  bear  all. 
0  hard  condition !  twin-bom  with  greatness, 
Subject  to  the  breath  of  every  fool, 

'  Your  reproof  is  something  too  round  :]  t.  e.  Too  plain  or  unceremonious. 
See  VoL  ii.  p.  668.    The  4toB.  hate  it,  '*  Your  reproof  is  somewhat  too  bittfr. 
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Whose  sense  no  more  can  feel  but  liis  own  wringing. 
What  infinite  heart's  ease  must  kings  neglect, 
That  private  men  enjoy  ? 

And  what  have  kings,  that  privates  have  not  too, 
Save  ceremony,  save  general  ceremony  ? 
And  what  art  thou,  thou  idol  ceremony  P 
What  kind  of  god  art  thou,  that  suffer'st  more 
Of  mortal  griefe,  than  do  thy  worshippers  ? 
What  are  thy  rents  ?  what  are  thy  comings-in  ? 

0  ceremony,  show  me  but  thy  worth ! 
What  is  thy  soid  but  adulation  *  P 

Art  thou  aught  else  but  place,  degree,  and  form  ? 

Creating  awe  and  fear  in  other  men, 

Wherein  thou  art  less  happy,  being  fear'd. 

Than  they  in  fearing. 

What  drmk'st  thou  oft,  instead  of  homage  sweet, 

But  poison'd  flattery  ?     0  !  be  sick,  great  greatness. 

And  bid  thy  ceremony  give  thee  cure. 

Think'st  thou,  the  fiery  fever  will  go  out 

With  titles  blown  from  adulation  ? 

Will  it  give  place  to  flexure  and  low  bending  ? 

Canst  thou,  when  thou  command'st  the  beggar's  knee, 

Command  the  health  of  it  P     No,  thou  proud  dream, 

That  play'st  so  subtly  with  a  king's  repose : 

1  am  a  lang,  that  find  thee ;  and  I  know, 
'Tis  not  the  balm,  the  sceptre,  and  the  ball, 
The  sword,  the  mace,  the  crown  imperial, 
The  inter-tissued  robe  of  gold  and  pearl, 
The  farced  title  running  'fore  the  king  *, 
The  throne  he  sits  on,  nor  the  tide  of  pomp 
That  beats  upon  the  high  shore  of  this  world ; 
No,  not  all  these,  thrice-gorgeous  ceremony. 
Not  all  these  laid  in  bed  majestical, 

Can  sleep  so  soundly  as  the  wretched  slave, 


*  What  is  thy  soul  but  adulation  ?]  This  is  the  emendatioii  of  the  oorr.  fo. 
1632,  and  it  seems  on  every  account  required.  The  usual  text  haa  been  '*  What 
is  thy  soul  of  adoration  ;**  and  there  is  an  unquestionable  misprint  in  the  folio, 
1623»  "  of  odoratiotif**  which  has  been  taken  for  adoration,  but  the  true  word  teems 
to  be  **  adulation  **  which  clears  the  whole  sense  of  the  passage.  Mr.  Singer  tells 
us  that  **  adulation  **  has  been  the  proposed  amendment,  but  he  omits  to  add  that 
he  derived  his  knowledge  of  it  from  the  corr.  fo.  1 GH2 :  it  is,  and  has  been, 
mentioned  no  where  else,  and  the  repetition  of  the  word,  a  few  lines  lower,  shows 
that  it  cannot  be  a  mistake. 

>  The  FARCKD  title  running  'fore  the  king.]  The  stuffed,  tumid,  or  in/laied  title. 
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Who,  with  a  body  fill'd,  and  vacant  mind^ 

Gets  him  to  rest,  eramm'd  with  distressfid  bread  **, 

Never  sees  horrid  night,  the  child  of  hell, 

But,  like  a  lackey,  from  the  rise  to  set. 

Sweats  in  the  eye  of  Phoebus,  and  all  night 

Sleeps  in  Elysium ;  next  day,  after  dawn, 

Doth  rise  and  help  Hyperion  to  his  horse. 

And  follows  so  the  ever  running  year 

With  profitable  labour  to  his  grave. 

And,  but  for  ceremony,  such  a  wretch, 

Winding  up  days  with  toil,  and  nights  with  sleep. 

Had  the  fore-hand  *  and  vantage  of  a  king. 

The  slave,  a  member  of  the  country^s  peace, 

Enjoys  it,  but  in  gross  brain  little  wots, 

What  watch  the  king  keeps  to  maintain  the  peace, 

Whose  hours  the  peasant  best  advantages. 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Erpingham. 

Erp,  My  lord,  your  nobles,  jealous  of  your  absence. 
Seek  through  your  camp  to  find  you. 

K,  Sen.  Good  old  knight, 

Collect  them  all  together  at  my  tent : 
I'll  be  before  thee. 

JErp.  I  shall  do't,  my  lord.  \_JExit. 

K.  Hen.  0,  God  of  battles !  steel  my  soldiers'  hearts  : 
Possess  them  not  with  fear :  take  from  them  now 
The  sense  of  reckoning,  if  th'  opi)osed  numbers 
Pluck  their  hearts  from  them* ! — ^Not  to-day,  0  Lord! 


^^  —  crammed  with  distressful  bread,]  Here  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  suhstitates 
dUtaatrful  for  "  distressful ;''  but  as  the  latter,  though  an  unusual  epithet,  may 
have  been  that  of  the  poet,  we  make  no  change,  rather  leaving  the  matter  to  the 
taste  and  discretion  of  the  reader,  than  taking  upon  ourselves  authoritatively  to 
say  which  is  right.  Mr.  Singer  is  again  unwilling  or  forgetful ;  and  though  he 
says  that  "  diMtattrful  has  been  proposed,''  he  does  not  state  where,  though  he 
well  knew  that  he  could  only  find  dittatteful  in  the  corr.  fb.  1632.  He  would 
have  done  himself  more  credit,  and  his  edition  more  justice,  if  he  could  have  pre- 
vailed upon  himself  to  be  more  candid  and  explicit.  Compounded  as  his  notes 
are,  his  own  knowledge  will  hardly  pass  even  for  what  it  is  worth. 

>  Had  the  fore.hand]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  reads  Hath  for  "  had,"  unnecessarily. 

*  IF  th*  opposed  numbers 

Pluck  their  hearts  from  them  !]  The  folio  has  qf  for  "  if,"  an  easy  misprint, 
the  correction  of  which  seems  necessary  to  the  intelligibility  of  the  passage,  and 
which  correction  we  at  once  admit  on  the  warrant  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  it 
removes  the  whole  difficulty,  with  the  smallest  possible  alteration.    There  is  • 
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0  !  not  to-day,  think  not  upon  the  fault 
My  father  made  in  compassing  the  crown. 

1  Richard's  body  have  interred  new, 

And  on  it  have  bestow'd  more  contrite  tears, 
Than  from  it  issued  forced  drops  of  blood. 
Five  hundred  poor  I  have  in  yearly  pay. 
Who  twice  a  day  their  withered  hands  hold  up 
Toward  heaven,  to  pardon  blood ;  and  I  have  built 
Two  chantries,  where  the  sad  and  solemn  priests 
Sing  still  for  Richard's  soul.     More  will  I  do ; 
Though  all  that  I  can  do,  is  nothing  worth. 
Since  that  my  penitence  comes  after  all. 
Imploring  pardon. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo,  My  liege ! 

K.  Hen.  My  brother  Gloster's  voice  P — ^Ay ; 

I  know  thy  errand,  I  wiU  go  with  thee. — 
The  day,  my  Mends  *,  and  all  things  stay  for  me.       [Ea^unt. 


SCENE  II. 

The  French  Camp. 

Enter  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Rambures,  and  others. 

OrL  The  sun  doth  gild  our  armour  !  up,  my  lords  ! 

Dau,  Montez  a  eheral : — ^My  horse  !  mlet  !  lacquat/  !  ha  ! 

OrL  0  brave  spirit ! 

Dau.   Via  ! — Us  eaux  et  la  terre  *  / 

Or  I.  Mien  puts  1  I*  air  et  kfeu! 

Dau.  del!  cousin  Orleans. 


passage  which  may  remind  us  of  this  in  *'  Bonduca/'  by  Beaumont  and  Fletdier, 
A.  It.  sc.  4,  where  Saetonius  says, 

"  No  man  discover, 

Upon  his  life,  the  enemy's  full  strength, 

But  make  it  of  no  valae." 

*  The  day,  my  friends,]  The  folios  all  read  **  mjfriendt*  as  if  the  King  had 
called  his  brother  his  friend.  The  4tos.  have  *'  friends,"  referring  of  coarse  to  hia 
companions  in  arms  who  were  expecting  him.  The  emendation  in  the  con.  fo. 
1G32  is  consistent  with  the  text  of  the  4tos. 

*  Via  ! — let  eaux  et  la  terre  /]  **  Via ! "  is  an  exclamation,  signifying  owtfy  / 
often  met  with.  We  have  had  it  twice  in  *'  Lore's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  ▼.  ac.  1  and  8. 
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Unter  Constable. 

Now,  my  lord  Constable ! 

Con.  Hark,  how  our  steeds  for  present  service  neigh. 

Dau.  Mount  them,  and  make  incision  in  their  hides, 
That  their  hot  blood  may  spin  in  English  eyes, 
And  doubt  them  with  superfluous  courage  * :  Ha ! 

Ham.  What,  will  you  have  them  weep  our  horses'  blood  P 
How  shall  we  then  behold  their  natural  tears  P 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  English  are  embattled,  you  French  peers. 

Con.  To  horse,  you  gallant  princes  !  straight  to  horse ! 
Do  but  behold  yon  poor  and  starved  band, 
And  your  fair  show  shall  suck  away  their  souls. 
Leaving  them  but  the  shales  and  husks  of  men  *. 
There  is  not  work  enough  for  all  our  hands ; 
Scarce  blood  enough  in  all  their  sickly  veins» 
To  give  each  naked  curtle-ax  a  stain, 
That  our  French  gallants  shall  to-day  draw  out, 
And  sheath  for  lack  of  sport :  let  us  but  blow  on  them, 
The  vapour  of  our  valour  will  o'ertum  them. 
'Tis  positive  against  all  exceptions,  lords. 
That  our  superfluous  lackeys,  and  our  peasants. 
Who  in  unnecessary  action  swarm 
About  our  squares  of  battle,  were  enow 
To  purge  this  field  of  such  a  hilding  foe ', 
Though  we,  upon  this  mountain's  basis  by 
Took  stand  for  idle  speculation : 
But  that  our  honours  must  not.     What's  to  say  P 
A  very  little  little  let  us  do. 
And  all  is  done.     Then,  let  the  trumpets  soimd 
The  tucket-sonnance ',  and  the  note  to  mount : 

*  And  DOUBT  them  with  sapcrfluoiis  courage :]  This  is  the  old  reading,  and 
taking  "  doubt  them ''  in  the  sense  of  making  them  doubt,  or  alarming  them  for 
the  issue,  is  quite  as  intelligible  as  dout  or  do  outt  extinguithf  which  some  modem 
editors  substitute.     Pope  read  daunit  and  perhaps  rightly. 

*  —  the  SHALES  and  husks  of  men.]  "  Shale"  was  the  old  word  for  shell ; 
from  the  Sax.  schalet  and  hence  teale. 

f  —  such  a  HiLDiNO  foe,]  W^e  have  already  had  "  hilding"  used  both  as  a 
substantive  and  adjective,  in  "  All's  Well  that  Ends  Vi^ell,"  A.  iiL  sc.  6,  and  in 
"  Henry  IV.,  Part  II.,"  A.  i.  sc.  I.  As  a  substantive  it  means  a  base  unworthy 
fellow,  and  as  an  adjective  what  is  low  and  contemptible. 

*  The  TUCKET- soNNANCB,]  f .  €.  The  sounding  of  the  tudcet.    A  tuekett  m  ^b 
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For  our  approach  shall  so  much  dare  the  field, 
That  England  shall  couch  down  in  fear,  and  yield. 

Enter  Grandpr£. 

Grand.  Why  do  you  stay  so  long,  my  lords  of  France  P 
Yond'  island  carrions,  desperate  of  their  bones, 
ni-favour'dly  become  the  morning  field  : 
Their  ragged  curtains  poorly  are  let  loose, 
And  our  air  shakes  them  passing  scomfiilly. 
Big  Mars  seems  bankrupt  in  their  beggar'd  host. 
And  faintly  through  a  rusty  beaver  peeps. 
The  horsemen  sit  like  fixed  candlesticks, 
With  torch-staves  in  their  hand  ;  and  their  poor  jades 
Lob  down  their  heads,  dropping  the  hides  and  hips, 
The  gimi  down-roping  from  their  pale-dead  eyes. 
And  in  their  pale  dull  mouths  the  gimmal  bit  * 
Lies  foul  with  cheVd  grass,  still  and  motionless ; 
And  their  executors,  the  knavish  crows. 
Fly  o'er  them,  all  impatient  for  their  hour. 
Description  cannot  suit  itself  in  words. 
To  demonstrate  the  life  of  such  a  battle, 
Li  life  so  lifeless  as  it  shows  itself. 

Con.  They  have  said  their  prayers,   and  they  stay  for 
death. 

Dan.  Shall  we  go  send  them  dinners,  and  ifresh  suits, 
And  give  their  fasting  horses  provender. 
And  after  fight  with  them  ? 

Con.  I  stay  but  for  my  guidon  *.     To  the  field  ! 
I  will  the  banner  firom  a  trumpet  take. 
And  use  it  for  my  haste.     Come,  come,  away  ! 
The  sun  is  high,  and  we  outwear  the  day.  \_Exeuni. 

explained  in  a  note  to  "  The  Merchant  of  Venice/'  Vol.  ii.  p.  341,  waa  properlj 
not  a  trumpet,  but  the  sound  produced  by  a  trumpet :  this  is  what  the  Constabto 
of  France  calls  '^  the  tuckct-sonnance  :*'  Peele  terms  it  ionixanee  in  his  *'  Eclogue 
Gratulatory,"  1689,  Edit.  Dyce,  ui.  p.  148. 

>  —  the  GIMMAL  bit]  I.e.  The  double  bit,  from  the  Latin  gemellui:  it  teems 
to  have  meant  a  bit  composed  of  two  pieces  united  in  the  middle. 

>  I  stay  but  for  my  guidon.  To  the  field  !]  We  adopt  this  emendation  from 
Mr.  Knight's  "  Shakespere,"  v.  381.  "  Guidon  "  means  the  standard  appropriate 
to  a  leader,  the  absence  of  which  the  Constable  supplied,  according  to  history,  by 
taking  the  banner  from  a  trumpet.  The  old  text  has  been  **  I  stay  but  for  my 
guard.  On  to  the  field ! "  The  corr.  fo.  1G32  here  makes  no  emendation;  but  it 
is  not  likely  that,  at  such  a  moment,  the  Ck)nitable  would  wait  for  his  *'  guanl " 
before  he  rushed  upon  the  enemy. 
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SCENE  m. 

The  English  Camp. 

Enter  the  English  Host;  Gloster,  Bedford,  Exeter,  Salis- 
bury, and  Westmoreland. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  king  P 

Bed,  The  king  himself  is  rode  to  view  their  battle. 

West,  Of  fighting  men  they  have  ftdl  threescore  thousand. 

Exe,  There's  five  to  one ;  besides,  they  all  are  fresh. 

Sal,  God's  arm  strike  with  us !  'tis  a  fearful  odds. 
God  be  wi'  you,  princes  all ;  I'll  to  my  charge  : 
If  we  no  more  meet,  till  we  meet  in  heaven, 
Then,  joyfully, — ^my  noble  lord  of  Bedford, — 
My  dear  lord  Gloster, — and  my  good  lord  Exeter, — 
And  my  kind  kinsman, — warriors  all,  adieu  !    * 

Bed.  Farewell,  good  Salisbury ;    and  good  luck  go  with 
thee ! 

Eax,  Farewell,  kind  lord.     Fight  valiantly  to-day : 
And  yet  I  do  thee  wrong,  to  mind  thee  of  it. 
For  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour  *. 

\Eodt  Salisbury. 

Bed,  He  is  as  &11  of  valour,  as  of  kindness ; 
Princely  in  both. 

West,  O !  that  we  now  had  here 

Enter  King  Henry. 

But  one  ten  thousand  of  those  men  in  England, 
That  do  no  work  to-day. 

K,  Hen.  What's  he,  that  wishes  so  P 

My  cousin  Westmoreland ! — ^No,  my  fair  cousin : 
If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow 
To  do  our  country  loss  ;  and  if  to  live, 

t  —  thou  art  fram'd  of  the  firm  truth  of  valour.]  This  part  of  the  dialogue  is 
given  according  to  Theobald's  dis^bntion  of  it,  supported  in  part  by  the  4to. 
editions.  In  the  folio,  1623,  the  line  "  Farewell,  kind  lord.  Fight  valiantly  to. 
day,"  is  assigned  to  Bedford,  and  follows  the  two  next  lines,  which  it  evidently 
ought  to  precede.  The  later  folios  adopt  the  error  of  the  first,  but  a  MS.  cor- 
rection in  the  folio,  1632,  (and  the  figures  1,  2,  3,  in  the  margin,  according  to  the 
order  in  which  the  lines  should  come)  sets  the  whole  right. 

VOL.  III.  B  r 
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The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of  honour. 

God's  will !  I  pray  thee,  wish  not  one  man  more. 

By  Jove,  I  am  not  covetous  for  gold ; 

Nor  care  I  who  doth  feed  upon  my  cost ; 

It  yearns  me  not '  if  men  my  garments  wear ; 

Such  outward  things  dwell  not  in  my  desires : 

But,  if  it  be  a  sin  to  covet  honour, 

I  am  the  most  offending  soul  alive. 

No,  'faith,  my  coz,  wish  not  a  man  from  England  : 

God's  peace !  I  would  not  lose  so  great  an  honour, 

Afl  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  share  from  me. 

For  the  best  hope  I  have.     O !  do  not  wish  one  more : 

Rather  proclaim  it,  Westmoreland,  through  my  host, 

That  he,  which  hath  no  stomach  to  this  fight, 

Let  him  depart ;  his  passport  shall  be  made. 

And  crowns  for  convoy  put  into  his  purse : 

We  would  not  die  in  that  man's  company, 

That  fears  his  fellowship  to  die  with  us. 

This  day  is  call'd — ^the  feast  of  Crispian  * : 

He,  that  outlives  this  day,  and  comes  safe  home, 

Will  stand  a  tip-toe  when  this  day  is  nam'd. 

And  rouse  him  at  the  name  of  Crispian. 

He,  that  shall  live  this  day,  and  see  old  age  *, 

Will  yearly  on  the  vigil  feast  his  friends, 

And  say — ^to-morrow  is  Saint  Crispian  : 

Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his  scars  *. 

Old  men  forget ;  yet  all  shall  be  forgot, 

But  he'll  remember  with  advantages 

What  feats  he  did  that  day.     Then  shall  our  names, 

'  It  YEARNS  me  not]  i.  e.  It  grievet  me  not  We  ha?e  had  **  yearn  "  in  this 
sense  earlier  in  the  play,  A.  ii.  sc.  3,  p.  568,  where  Pistol  "  yearns  "  for  the  death 
of  Falstaff.  So  in  Robert  Greene's  "  Maiden's  Dreame/'  on  the  death  of  Sir  C. 
Hatton,  4to,  1591,  **  yeamfiil ''  is  used  for  griefful: 

"  She  wet  her  visage  with  a  year^fuU  streame." 

^  —  of  Crispian  :]  The  battle  of  Aginconrt  was  fought  upon  the  25th  of 
October  [1415],  St.  Crispin's  day. 

*  He,  that  shall  live  this  day,  and  sbb  old  age,]     The  folio  reads, 

"  He  that  shaU  tee  this  day,  and  live  old  age.'' 
The  obvious  transposition  was  made  by  Pope. 

*  Then  will  he  strip  his  sleeve,  and  show  his  scars.]  To  this  line  lialone  added 
another,  found  in  the  4tos, 

'*  And  say,  these  wounds  I  had  on  Crispin's  day." 
It  is  quite  unnecessary  to  the  completeness  of  the  sense,  the  defectiveneaa  of  which 
pould  form  the  only  excuse  for  such  an  insertion.    If  we  adopted  this  fine,  w« 
must,  in  consistency,  add  and  alter  many  others. 
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Familiar  in  their  mouths  as  household  words, — 

Harry  the  king,  Bedford  and  Exeter, 

Warwick  and  Talbot,  Salisbury  and  Gloster, — 

Be  in  their  flowing  cups  freshly  remembered. 

This  story  shall  the  good  man  teach  his  son, 

And  Crispin  Crispian  shall  ne*er  go  by. 

From  this  day  to  the  ending  of  the  world. 

But  we  in  it  shall  be  remembered ; 

We  few,  we  happy  few,  we  band  of  brothers  : 

For  he,  to-day  that  sheds  his  blood  with  me, 

Shall  be  my  brother :  be  he  ne'er  so  vile, 

This  day  shall  gentle  his  condition ' : 

And  gentlemen  in  England,  now  a-bed. 

Shall  think  themselves  accurs'd  they  were  not  here. 

And  hold  their  manhoods  cheap,  whiles  any  speaks 

That  fought  with  us  upon  Saint  Crispin's  day. 

Enter  Salisbury. 

8aL  My  sovereign  lord,  bestow  yourself  with  speed : 
The  French  are  bravely  in  their  battles  set. 
And  wUl  with  all  expedience  charge  on  us. 

K.  Hen,  All  things  are  ready,  if  our  minds  be  so. 

West  Perish  the  man  whose  mind  is  backward  now ! 

K.  Hen,  Thou  dost  not  wish  more  help  from  England, 
cousin? 

West,  God's  will !  my  liege,  would  you  and  I  alone. 
Without  more  help,  might  fight  this  royal  battle. 

K,  Hen,  Why,   now   thou   hast    imwish'd  five  thousand 
men. 
Which  likes  me  better  than  to  wish  us  one. — 
You  know  your  places  :  God  be  with  you  all  I 

Tucket.    Enter  Montjoy. 

Mont,  Once  more  I  come  to  know  of  thee,  king  Harry, 
If  for  thy  ransom  thou  wilt  now  compound. 
Before  thy  most  assured  overthrow  P 
For,  certainly,  thou  art  so  near  the  gulf, 
Thou  needs  must  be  englutted.     Besides,  in  mercy, 

r  —  gentle  his  condition:]  This  day  shall  adrance  him  to  the  rank  of  a 
gentleman.  ToUet  informs  as,  that  King  Henry  V.  inhibited  any  person,  but  such 
as  had  a  right  by  inheritance  or  grant,  to  assume  coats  of  arms,  except  those  who 
fought  with  him  at  the  battle  of  Aginoourt. 

Rr2 
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• 
The  Constable  desires  thee,  thou  wilt  mind 
Thy  followers  of  repentance ;  that  their  soxds 
May  make  a  peaceful  and  a  sweet  retire 
From  off  these  fields,  where,  wretches,  their  poor  bodies 
Must  lie  and  fester. 

K,  Hen,  Who  hath  sent  thee  now  P 

Mont  The  Constable  of  France. 

K.  Hen.  I  pray  thee,  bear  my  former  answer  back : 
Bid  them  achieve  me,  and  then  sell  my  bones. 
Good  God !  why  should  they  mock  poor  fellows  thus  P 
The  man,  that  once  did  sell  the  lion's  skin 
While  the  beast  liv'd,  was  kill'd  with  himting  him. 
A  many  of  our  bodies  shall,  no  doubt, 
Find  native  graves,  upon  the  which,  I  trust, 
Shall  witness  live  in  brass  of  this  day's  work ; 
And  those  that  leave  their  valiant  bones  in  France, 
Dying  like  men,  though  buried  in  your  dimghills, 
They  shall  be  fam'd :  for  there  the  sun  shall  greet  them. 
And  draw  their  honours  reeking  up  to  heaven, 
Leaving  their  earthly  parts  to  choke  your  clime, 
The  smell  whereof  shall  breed  a  plague  in  France. 
Mark,  then,  aboimding  valour  in  our  English ;  * 

That,  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing, 
Break  out  into  a  second  course  of  mischief, 
Killing  in  relapse  of  mortality  •. 
Let  me  speak  proudly : — ^Tell  the  Constable, 
We  are  but  warriors  for  the  working-day  ; 
Our  gayness  and  our  gilt  are  all  besmirch'd  * 
With  rainy  marching  in  the  painftd  field ; 
There's  not  a  piece  of  feather  in  our  host, 
(Good  argument,  I  hope,  we  will  not  fly) 
And  time  hath  worn  us  into  slovenry : 
But,  by  the  mass  *,  our  hearts  are  in  the  trim ; 

*  Killing  in  relapse  of  mortality.]  We  do  not  here  disturb  the  text  as  it  has 
been  usually  receiyed,  but  we  subjoin,  for  the  reader's  information,  the  mode  in 
which  the  old  annotator  of  the  folio,  1632,  leads  us  to  beliere  the  passage  was 
recited  in  his  day : — 

**  Mark  then,  rebounding  valour  in  our  English ; 
That,  being  dead,  like  to  the  bullet's  grazing, 
Break  out  into  a  second  course  of  mischief, 
Killing  in  reflex  of  mortality." 

*  Our  gayness  and  our  gilt  are  all  besmirch'd]  "  Gilt "  is  gilding  s  and  we 
find  it  used  in  the  same  sense  in  '^  Timon  of  Athens,"  A.  It.  so.  3,  as  well  as  in 
•*  Twelfth-Night,"  A.  iii.  sc.  2.     *'  Besmirch'd  "  is  tullied,  dirtied. 

>  But,  by  the  mass,]     Here,  and  elsewhere  in  this  play,  this  aaseTeration 


SCENE  IV.]  KING  HENRY  V.  618 

And  my  poor  soldiers  tell  me,  yet  ere  night 
They'll  be  in  fresher  robes,  or  they  will  pluck 
The  gay  new  coats  o'er  the  French  soldiers'  heads. 
And  turn  them  out  of  service.     If  they  do  this, 
As,  if  God  please,  they  shall,  my  ransom  then 
WiU  soon  be  levied.     Herald,  save  thou  thy  labour  ; 
Come  thou  no  more  for  ransom,  gentle  herald : 
They  shall  have  none,  I  swear,  but  these  my  jointSi 
Which,  if  they  have  as  I  will  leave  'em  them, 
Shall  yield  them  little,  tell  the  Constable. 

Mant.  I  shall,  king  Harry :  and  so  fare  thee  welL 
Thou  never  shalt  hear  herald  any  more.  \_Sxit. 

K.  Hen.    I  fear,  thou  wilt  once   more   come   here  for 


ransom*. 


Enter  the  Duhe  of  York. 

York.  My  lord,  most  himibly  on  my  knee  I  beg 
The  leading  of  the  vaward  *. 

K.  Sen.   Take  it,  brave  York. — ^Now,    soldiers,    maich 
away: 
And  how  thou  pleasest,  God,  dispose  the  day  I      '      [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

The  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarums:  Excuraicm.    Enter  French  Soldier^  Pistol,  and 

Boy. 

Fist.  Yield,  cur. 

Fr.  Sol.  Je  pense,  que  vom  estes  le  gentilhomme  de  bonne 
quality. 

not  objected  to,  though  we  hare  sometimes  seen  it  carefully  erased,  probably  at 
the  instance  of  the  Master  of  the  ReTcls,  who  purged  yery  unsparingly  the  oqiies 
of  some  preceding  dramas. 

*  I  fear,  thou  wilt  once  more  come  hkrk  for  ransom.]  It  is  '*  come  again  for 
a  ransom/'  to  the  ruin  of  the  measure :  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  has  substituted  "  here  " 
for  agaiHt  and  struck  out  a,  which  seems  all  that  is  required. 

*  The  leading  of  the  vaward.]  t.  e.  The  vanward,  or  advanced  body  of  the 
army.  We  have  had  **  the  vaward  of  the  day  "  in  "  Midsummer-Night's  Dream," 
A.  iv.  sc.  1,  and  *' the  vaward  of  our  youth  "  in  **  Henry  IV.,  Ftot  II.,"  A.  i. 
sc.  2.    The  Duke  of  York  was  Aumerle  in  "  Richard  II." 
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Pist  Quality P  CallinOj  castare  me* !  art  thou  a  geatle- 
man  ?    What  is  thy  name  ?  discuss. 

Fr,  Sol.  0  seigneur  Dieu  ! 

Pist.  0  !  signieur  Dew  should  be  a  gentleman. 
Perpend  my  words,  0  signieur  Dew,  and  mark : — 
0  signieur  Dew,  thou  diest  on  point  of  fox  *, 
Except,  0  signieur,  thou  do  give  to  me 
Egregious  ransom. 

Fr.  Sol.  0,  prenez  misericorde  !  ayez  pitie  de  map  f 

Pist  Moy  shall  not  serve,  I  wiU  have  forty  moys ; 
For  I  will  fetch  thy  rim  out  at  thy  throat  *, 
In  drops  of  crimson  blood. 

Hr.  Sol.  E%t  il  impossible  d^eschapper  Uiforoe  de  ton  bras  ! 

Pist.  Brass,  cur  P 
Thou  damned  and  luxurious  mountain  goat, 
Offer'st  me  brass  P 

Fr.  Sol.  0  pardonnez  moy  ! 

Pist.  Say'st  thou  me  so  P  is  that  a  ton  of  moys  P — 
Come  hither,  boy  :  ask  me  this  slave  in  French, 
What  is  his  name. 

Boy.  Escgutez :  comment  estes  vous  appelle  ? 

Pr.  Sol.  Monsieur  le  Fer. 

Boy.  He  says  his  name  is  master  Fer. 

Pist.  Master  Fer !  I'll  fer  him,  and  firk  him,  and.  ferret 
him. — ^Discuss  the  same  in  French  imto  him. 

Boy.  I  do  not  know  the  French  for  fer,  and  ferret,  and 
firk. 

Pist.  Bid  him  prepare,  for  I  will  cut  his  throat. 

*  Quality  ?  CallmOf  eoiiore  me  /]  This  is  an  old  tune,  to  which  a  son^  wsas  sang 
that  is  printed  in  Clement  Robinson's  "  Handful  of  Pleasant  Delights/'  1584.  The 
notes  are  preserved  in  Playford's  **  Musical  Ck)mpanion/'  1673.  There  can  be  no 
doubt  that  this  is  what  is  meant,  though  the  words  put  into  Pistol's  month  in  the 
old  copy  are  "  Calmie  custure  me."  Boswell  pointed  out  the  air,  and  the  tme 
reading,  and  thus  put  an  end  to4he  doubt  as  to  an  expression  which  had  pmzled 
the  commentators. 

»  —  thou  diest  on  point  of  fox,]  "  Fox  "  was  a  yery  common  word  for  a 
tword  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare,  and  long  afterwards.  Weboter,  in  his  **  Whifee 
Devil,"  1612  (edit.  Dyce,  i.  62),  makes  one  of  his  characters  ask,  "  O I  what  bkde 
is  it — a  Toledo,  or  an  English  fox  ?" 

*  For  I  will  fetdi  thy  rim  out  at  thy  throat,]  Malone  has  shown*  from  the 
authority  of  Coles's  Dictionary,  1677>  that  *'rim"  is  "the  caul  in  which  the 
bowels  are  wrapped."  Pistol  means  merely  that  he  will  drag  the  Frendima&'s 
▼itals  out  through  his  throat.  We  find  *'  rim  "  used  in  this  sense  by  Chapman, 
Philemon  Holland,  and  others,  and  we  need  not  therefore  conjecture,  with  War- 
burton,  that  we  ought  to  read  roMom,  or  with  Moock  Mason,  that  the  tive  word 
is  lyno.    Perhaps  *'  For"  ought  to  be  Or. 
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jy*.  SoL  Que  diUily  monsieur  ? 

Boy,  H  me  commande  i  vans  dire  que  vausfaiies  wus  prest ; 
car  ce  soldat  icy  est  dispose  tout  a  cette  heure  de  couper  vottre 
gorge. 

Pist,  Ouyy  couper  le  gorge,  par  mafoy,  peasant, 
Unless  thou  give  me  crowns,  braye  crowns ; 
Or  mangled  shalt  thou  be  by  this  my  sword. 

Fr.  Sol,  0  !  je  vouh  aupplie  pour  F amour  de  Dieu,  me  par- 
donner.  Je  suis  le  gentilhomme  de  bonne  maison :  gardez  ma 
vie,  etje  vous  donneray  deux  cents  escus. 

Pist.  What  are  his  words  P 

Boy.  He  prays  you  to  save  his  life :  he  is  a  gentleman  of 
a  good  house ;  and,  for  his  ransom,  he  will  give  you  two  hun- 
dred crowns. 

Pist.  Tell  him, — ^my  fiiry  shall  abate,  and  I 
The  crowns  will  take. 

Fr.  Sol.  Petit  monsieur,  que  dit-il  ? 

Boy.  Encore  quHl  est  centre  son  jurement,  de  pardonner 
aucun  prisonnier ;  neantmoins,  pour  les  escus  que  vous  Favez 
promis,  il  est  content  cl  vous  donner  la  liberty,  le  franchisement. 

Fr.  Sol.  Sur  mes  genoux,  je  vous  donne  mille  remerciemens  ; 
et  je  m'estime  heureux  que  je  euis  tombi  entre  les  mains  d'un 
cJievaliefTy  je  pense,  leplus  brave,  valiant,  et  tree  distingui  seigneur 
d^  Angleterre. 

Pist.  Expound  unto  me,  boy. 

Boy.  He  gives  you,  upon  his  knees,  a  thousand  thanks ; 
and  he  esteems  himself  happy  that  he  hath  fallen  into  the 
hands  of  one  (as  he  thinks)  the  most  brave,  valorous,  and 
thrice- worthy  seigneur  of  England. 

Pist.  As  I  suck  blood,  I  will  some  mercy  show. — ^Follow 
me !  [Exit  Pistol. 

Boy.  Suivez  vous  le  grand  capitaine.    I  did  never  know  so 

[Exit  French  Soldier. 
full  a  voice  issue  from  so  empty  a  heart :  but  the  saying  is 
true, — ^the  empty  vessel  makes  the  greatest  soimd.  Bardolph, 
and  Nym,  had  ten  times  more  valour  than  this  roaring  devil 
i'  the  old  play  \  that  every  one  may  pare  his  nails  with  a 
wooden  dagger,  and  they  are  both  hanged  ;  and  so  woidd  this 
be,  if  he  durst  steal  any  thing  adventurously.     I  must  stay 

'  —  this  romring  deril  i'  the  old  play,]  An  allusioii  to  the  introduction  of  the 
deril  in  the  old  Moralities,  who  was  often  made  to  roar  for  the  amusement  of  the 
spectators,  sometimes  bj  the  Vice,  who  beat  him  with  his  "  wooden  dagger/'  also 
mentioned  bj  the  boy. 
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with  the  lackeys,  with  the  luggage  of  our  camp :  the  French 
might  have  a  good  prey  of  us,  if  he  knew  of  it  *,  for  there  is 
none  to  guard  it,  but  boys.  [^Exit. 


SCENE  V. 

Another  Part  of  the  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarums.    Enter  Dauphin,  Orleans,  Bourbon,  Canstable, 

Bambures,  and  otiwrs. 

Con.  0  diabk  ! 

Or  I.  0,  seigneur  ! — lejour  est  perdu  !  tout  est  perdu! 

Dau,  Mort  de  ma  vie  !  all  is  confoimded,  all ! 
Reproach  and  everlasting  shame 
Sit  mocking  in  our  plumes. — 0  tnesckante  fortune  ! — 
Do  not  run  away.  \^A  short  Alarum, 

Con,  Why,  all  our  ranks  are  broke. 

Dau,  0  perdurable  shame  ! — ^let's  stab  ourselves. 
Be  these  the  wretches  that  we  play'd  at  dice  for  P 

Orl,  Is  this  the  king  we  sent  to  for  his  ransom  P 

Bour,  Shame,  and  eternal  shame,  nothing  but  shame ! 
Let  us  not  fly  : — ^in  ! — once  more  back  again  * ; 
And  he  that  will  not  follow  Bourbon  now. 
Let  him  go  hence,  and,  with  his  cap  in  hand, 
Like  a  base  pander,  hold  the  chamber-door, 
Whilst  by  a  slave,  no  gentler  than  my  dog, 
Hia  fairest  daughter  is  contaminate  ^ 

*  —  if  HE  knew  of  it,]  This  has  been  the  ordinaiy  text,  which  we  do  not  alter, 
because  alteration  is  not  necessary  for  intelligibility,  although  the  oorr.  fo.  1632 
tells  us  to  read  they  for  "  he." 

9  Let  us  NOT  FLY  : — in !— once  more  back  again ;]  So  the  oorr.  fo.  1632 :  the 
negative  having  been  omitted  by  accident  in  the  MS.,  the  compositor  seems  to 
have  printed  die  for  *'  fly.''  Bourbon  encourages  the  French  nobles  not  to  fly, 
but  to  return  once  more  to  the  battle.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  (Remarks,  p.  119} 
advocates  the  insertion  of  '*  honour,''  not  from  Bourbon's  speech  in  the  4to8,  but 
from  the  speech  of  the  Constable  of  France  :  according  to  this  method,  it  would 
be  easy  to  import  any  word  that  was  wanted  from  any  other  part  of  the  4to8.  The 
change  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  is  natural  and  consistent. 

1  His  fairest  daughter  b  contaminate.]  The  folio  has  eonianunaied :  the 
4to,  1600,  has  eontamuracke,  which  nonsense  is  repeated  in  the  4tos.  of  1602  and 
1608.  In  Shakespeare,  and  other  writers  of  the  time,  we  often  meet  with  **  create  " 
for  created,  **  consecrate  "  for  consecrated,  &c.  In  *'  The  Comedy  of  Bnan, 
A.  IL  sc  2,  thu  apposite  passage  occurs ; — 

And  that  this  body,  consecrate  to  thee, 
By  ruflSan  lust  should  be  contamiuate," 
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Con,  Disorder,  that  hath  spoil'd  us,  friend  us  now ! 
Let  us,  in  heaps,  go  offer  up  our  lives  *. 

OrL  We  are  enough,  yet  living  in  the  Held, 
To  smother  up  the  English  in  our  throngs, 
If  any  order  might  be  thought  upon. 

Bour.  The  devil  take  order  now.     I'll  to  the  throng : 
Let  life  be  short,  else  shame  will  be  too  long.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. 
Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Alarums.    Enter  King  Henry  and  Forces;  Exeter,  and 

others. 

K.  Hen.  Well  have  we  done,  thrice- valiant  countrymen : 
But  all's  not  done ;  yet  keep  the  French  the  field. 

Eoce.  The  duke  of  York  commends  him  to  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  Lives  he,  good  uncle  P  thrice  within  this  hour 
I  saw  him  down,  thrice  up  again,  and  fighting ; 
From  helmet  to  the  spur  all  blood  he  was. 

Exe.  In  which  array,  brave  soldier,  doth  he  lie, 
Larding  the  plain ' ;  and  by  his  bloody  side, 
(Yoke-fellow  to  his  honour-owing  wounds) 
The  noble  earl  of  Suffolk  also  lies. 
Suffolk  first  died ;  and  York,  all  haggled  over. 
Comes  to  him,  where  in  gore  he  lay  insteep'd, 
And  takes  him  by  the  beard,  kisses  the  gashes, 
That  bloodily  did  yawn  upon  his  face ; 
He  cries  aloud, — "  Tarry,  dear  cousin  Suffolk  I 
My  soul  shall  thine  keep  company  to  heaven : 
Tarry,  sweet  soul,  for  mine ;  then  fly  a-breast, 
As  in  this  glorious  and  well-foughten  field. 
We  kept  together  in  our  chivalry  I" 

'  Let  us,  in  heaps,  go  offer  up  onr  lives.]  The  4to8.  hero  add  another  line, 
which  maj  be  worth  presenring,  thoogh  it  ought  not  to  be  inserted  in  the  text, 
where  Malone  placed  it,  viz., 

*'  Unto  these  English,  or  else  die  with  fame." 

*  Lardino  the  plain ;]  We  shoold  be  disposed  strongly  to  insert  loading  for 
'*  larding,"  as  the  text  is  amended  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  if  we  did  not  find  tiiat 
**  larding  "  was  the  word  in  the  4to8.  Thero  seems  no  reason  whj  the  Duke  of 
York  should  be  said  to  <'  lard  the  plain,"  although  Tery  proper  to  say  that  Falstaff 
« larded  the  lean  earth,"  in  "  Henry  IV.,  Ftot  I./'  A.  iL  k.  2. 
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Upon  these  words  I  came  and  cheer'd  him  np : 

He  smil'd  me  in  the  face,  raught  me  his  hand  S 

And,  with  a  feeble  gripe,  says,  "  Dear  my  lord, 

Commend  my  service  to  my  sovereign." 

So  did  he  turn,  and  over  Suffolk's  neck 

He  threw  his  wounded  arm,  and  kiss'd  his  lips ; 

And  so,  espous'd  to  death,  with  blood  he  seal'd 

A  testament  of  noble-ending  love. 

The  pretty  and  sweet  manner  of  it  forc'd 

Those  waters  from  me,  which  I  would  have  stopp'd ; 

But  I  had  not  so  much  of  man  in  me. 

But  all  my  mother  came  into  mine  eyes, 

And  gave  me  up  to  tears. 

K.  Hen.  I  blame  you  not ; 

For,  hearing  this,  I  must  perforce  compound 
With  mistful  eyes  *,  or  they  will  issue  too. —  [Alarum. 

But,  hark !  what  new  alarum  is  this  same  ? — 
The  French  have  reinforc'd  their  scatter'd  men : — 
Then,  every  soldier  kill  his  prisoners ! 
Give  the  word  through.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  vn.« 

Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Alarums.    Enter  Fluellen  and  GFower. 

Flu.  Soil  the  poys  and  the  luggage !  'tis  expressly  against 
the  law  of  arms :  'tis  as  arrant  a  piece  of  knavery,  mark  you 
now,  as  can  be  offered.     In  your  conscience  now,  is  it  not  P 

Ooto.  'Tis  certain,  there's  not  a  boy  left  alive;  and  the 
cowardly  rascals,  that  ran  from  the  battle,  have  done  this 
slaughter :  besides,  they  have  burned  and  carried  away  all  that 
was  in  the  king's  tent ;  wherefore  the  king  most  worthily  hath 
caused  every  soldier  to  cut  his  prisoner's  throat.  O !  'tis  a 
gallant  king. 

^  —  RAUGHT  me  bis  hand,]  t. «.  Reached  me  his  hand :  the  old  past  tense  of 
to  reach.    See  "  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  Vol.  ii.  p.  130. 

^  With  MiSTTUL  eyes,]  The  folio  reads  mixtfulf  a  misprint,  set  right  by  War- 
burton,  but  anticipated  in  the  corr.  fo.  ]632. 

*  Scene  vii.]  Here  in  the  folio  the  third  Act  ends,  but  erroneously,  as  Pope 
showed,  the  business  of  the  preceding  scene  being  continued.  It  may  be  even 
doubted  whether  a  new  scene  ought  to  be  marked,  as  the  place  is  not  by  any  meaas 
necessarily  changed. 
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Flu,  Ay,  be  was  pom  at  Monmouth,  captain  Gbwer.  Wliat 
call  you  the  town's  name,  where  Alexander  the  pig  was  bom  P 

Gow,  Alexander  the  great. 

Flu.  Why,  I  pray  you,  is  not  pig,  great  P  The  pig,  or  the 
great,  or  the  mighty,  or  the  huge,  or  the  magnanimous,  are 
all  one  reckonings,  save  the  phrase  is  a  little  yariations. 

Oow,  I  think,  Alexander  the  great  was  bom  in  Macedon : 
his  father  was  called  Philip  of  Macedon,  as  I  take  it. 

I7u,  I  think,  it  is  in  Macedon,  where  Alexander  is  pom. 
I  tell  you,  captain, — ^if  you  look  in  the  maps  of  the  world,  I 
warrant,  you  shall  find,  in  the  comparisons  between  Macedon 
and  Monmouth,  that  the  situations,  look  you,  is  both  alike. 
There  is  a  river  in  Macedon,  and  there  is  also  moreover  a  river 
at  Monmouth :  it  is  called  Wye  at  Monmouth,  but  it  is  out  of 
my  prains,  what  is  the  name  of  the  other  river ;  but  'tis  all 
one,  'tis  alike  as  my  fingers  is  to  my  fingers,  and  there  is 
salmons  in  both.  If  you  mark  Alexander's  life  well,  Harry 
of  Monmouth's  life  is  come  after  it  indifferent  well ;  for  there 
is  figures  in  all  things.  Alexander,  God  knows,  and  you 
know,  in  his  rages,  and  his  furies,  and  his  wraths,  and  his 
cholers,  and  his  moods,  and  his  displeasures,  and  his  indig- 
nations, and  also  being  a  little  intoxicates  in  his  prains,  did, 
in  his  ales  and  his  angers,  look  you,  kiU  his  pest  Mend, 
Clytus. 

Oow.  Our  king  is  not  like  him  in  that :  he  never  killed  any 
of  his  friends. 

Flu.  It  is  not  well  done,  mark  you  now,  to  take  the  tales 
out  of  my  mouth,  ere  it  is  made  and  finished.  I  speak  but  in 
the  figures  and  comparisons  of  it :  as  Alexander  killed  his 
friend  Clytus,  being  in  his  ales  and  his  cups,  so  also  Harry 
Monmouth,  being  in  his  right  wits  and  his  good  judgments, 
turned  away  the  fat  knight  with  the  great  pelly-doublet :  he 
was  fuH  of  jests,  and  gipes,  and  knaveries,  and  mocks ;  I  have 
forgot  his  name. 

Gow.  Sir  John  Falsta£ 

Hu.  That  is  he.  I'll  tell  you,  there  is  goot  men  pom  at 
Monmouth. 

Goiv.  Here  comes  his  majesty. 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Henry,  with  a  Part  of  the  English 
Forces ;  Wakwick,  Glostbr,  Exeter,  and  others. 

K.  Hen.  I  was  not  angry  since  I  came  to  France 
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Until  this  instant. — ^Take  a  trumpet,  herald ; 
Ride  thou  unto  the  horsemen  on  yond'  hill : 
If  they  will  fight  with  us,  bid  them  come  down, 
Or  void  the  field ;  they  do  offend  our  sight. 
If  they'll  do  neither,  we  will  come  to  them, 
And  make  them  skirr  away  ^,  as  swift  as  stones 
Enforced  from  the  old  Assyrian  slings. 
Besides,  we'll  cut  the  throats  of  those  we  have ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  that  we  shall  take, 
Shall  taste  our  mercy.     Go,  and  tell  them  so. 

Enter  Montjoy. 

Eoce.  Here  comes  the  herald  of  the  French,  my  liege. 

Oh,  Hia  eyes  are  humbler  than  they  us'd  to  be. 

K.  Hen,   How  now !   what   means   this,  herald  P   know'st 
thou  not. 
That  I  have  fin'd  these  bones  of  mine  for  ransom  P 
Com'st  thou  again  for  ransom  ? 

Mont.  No,  great  king : 

I  come  to  thee  for  charitable  licence, 
That  we  may  wander  o'er  this  bloody  field. 
To  look  our  dead  ■,  and  then  to  bury  them ; 
To  sort  our  nobles  fix)m  our  common  men ; 
For  many  of  our  princes,  woe  the  while ! 
Lie  drown'd  and  soak'd  in  mercenary  blood : 
So  do  our  vulgar  drench  their  peasant  limbs 
In  blood  of  princes,  and  their  wounded  steeds  * 
Fret  fetlock  deep  in  gore,  and  with  wild  rage 
Yerk  out  their  armed  heels  at  their  dead  masters. 
Killing  them  twice.     O !  give  us  leave,  great  king. 
To  view  the  field  in  safety,  and  dispose 
Of  their  dead  bodies. 

K.  Hen.  I  tell  thee  truly,  herald, 

'  And  make  them  skirr  away,]  A  word  of  not  oncommon  occonrence,  and 
Bgnifying  the  same  as  what  we  now  call  tcour :  it  was  sometimes  spelt  of  old  teur 
and  scurr.  We  meet  with  "  skirr  **  in  **  Macbeth/'  A.  t.  sc.  3,  and  it  is  found  in 
Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  Heywood,  and  other  dramatists  of  the  time  of  Shake- 
speare. 

*  To  LOOK  our  dead,]  t.  e.  To  look  for  our  dead,  a  very  common  mode  of  nmng 
the  word  **  look."  The  text  has  always  been  **  to  book  our  dead  ;**  but  Montjoy 
could  not  mean  that  the  names  of  the  dead  were  to  be  entered  in  a  book,  bat  that 
they  should  be  sought  for  over  the  field  of  battle,  and  then  buried.  This  ■tmH<m^ 
excellent  emendation  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  —  and  THBiR  wounded  steeds]    The  folio  has  **  and  with  wounded  •teeds.'' 
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I  know  not  if  the  day  be  out's,  or  no ; 
For  yet  a  many  of  your  horsemen  peer, 
And  gallop  o'er  the  field. 

Mont.  The  day  is  your's. 

K.  Hen.  Praised  be  God,  and  not  our  strength,  for  it  I — 
What  is  this  castle  call'd,  that  stands  hard  by  P 

Mont.  They  call  it  Agincourt. 

K.  Heti.  Then  call  we  this  the  field  of  Agincourt, 
Fought  on  the  day  of  Crispin  Crispianus. 

Flu.  Your  grandfather  of  famous  memory,  an't  please  your 
majesty,  and  your  great-uncle  Edward  the  plack  prince  of 
Wales,  as  I  have  read  in  the  chronicles,  fought  a  most  prave 
pattle  here  in  France. 

K.  Hen.  They  did,  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Tour  majesty  says  very  true.  If  your  majesties  is  re- 
membered of  it,  the  Welshmen  did  goot  service  in  a  garden 
where  leeks  did  grow,  wearing  leeks  in  their  Monmouth  caps  \ 
which,  your  majesty  knows,  to  this  hour  is  an  honourable 
padge  of  the  service ;  and,  I  do  believe,  your  majesty  takes 
no  scorn  to  wear  the  leek  upon  Saint  Tavy's  day. 

K.  Hen.  I  wear  it  for  a  memorable  honour ; 
For  I  am  Welsh,  you  know,  good  countryman. 

Flu.  All  the  water  in  Wye  cannot  wash  your  majesty's 
Welsh  plood  out  of  your  pody,  I  can  tell  you  that :  Got  pless 
it,  and  preserve  it,  as  long  as  it  pleases  his  grace,  and  his 
majesty  too  I 

K.  Hen.  Thanks,  good  my  countryman. 

Flu.  By  Cheshu,  I  am  your  majesty's  countryman,  I  care 
not  who  know  it ;  I  will  confess  it  to  all  the  world :  I  need 
not  to  be  ashamed  of  your  piajesty,  praised  be  God,  so  long  as 
your  majesty  is  an  honest  man. 

K.  Hen.  God  keep  me  so ! — Our  heralds  go  with  him : 
Bring  me  just  notice  of  the  numbers  dead, 
On  both  our  parts. — Call  yonder  fellow  hither. 

[Pointing  to  Williams.    Exeunt  Montjot  and  others. 

Exe.  Soldier,  you  must  come  to  the  king. 

K.  Hen.  Soldier,  why  wear'st  thou  that  glove  in  thy  cap  P 

'  —  Monmouth  caps,]  "  The  best  caps,"  says  Fuller,  in  his  "  Worthies  of 
Wales/'  p.  50,  "  were  formerlj  made  at  Monmouth,  where  the  Capptrt*  chapel 
doth  still  remain."  They  were  worn  both  by  soldiers  and  sailors,  as  various 
authorities  might  be  adduced  to  show,  even  considerably  after  the  Restoration. 
Heywood,  in  a  song  in  his  **  Challenge  for  Beauty,"  1636,  speaks  of  Monmouth 
caps  as  much  worn  by  the  Welsh. 
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Will.  An't  please  your  majesty,  'tis  the  gage  of  one  that  I 
should  fight  withal,  if  he  be  alive. 

JT.  Hen,  An  Englishman  ? 

Will.  An't  please  your  majesty,  a  rascal  that  swaggered 
with  me  last  night ;  who,  if  'a  live,  and  ever  dare  to  chal- 
lenge this  glove,  I  have  sworn  to  take  him  a  box  o'  the  ear : 
or,  if  I  can  see  my  glove  in  his  cap,  (which  he  swore,  as  he 
was  a  soldier,  he  would  wear,  if  alive)  I  will  strike  it  out 
soimdly. 

K.  Hen.  What  think  you,  captain  FlueUen  P  is  it  fit  this 
soldier  keep  his  oath  P 

Flu.  He  is  a  craven  and  a  villain  else,  an't  please  your 
majesty,  in  my  conscience. 

K.  Hen.  It  may  be,  his  enemy  is  a  gentleman  of  great  sort, 
quite  from  the  answer  of  his  degree. 

Flu.  Though  he  be  as  goot  a  gentleman  as  the  tevil  is,  as 
Lucifer  and  Belzebub  himself,  it  is  necessary,  look  your  grace, 
that  he  keep  his  vow  and  his  oath.  If  he  be  perjured,  see 
you  now,  his  reputation  is  as  arrant  a  villain,  and  a  Jack- 
sauce,  as  ever  his  plack  shoe  trod  upon  Got's  ground  and  his 
earth,  in  my  conscience,  la. 

K.  Hen.  Then  keep  thy  vow,  sirrah,  when  thou  meet'st 
the  fellow. 

Will.  So  I  will,  my  liege,  as  I  live. 

K.  Hen.  Who  servest  thou  under  P 

Will.  Under  captain  Gower,  my  liege. 

Flu.  Gower  is  a  goot  captain,  and  is  good  knowledge,  and 
literatured  in  the  wars. 

K.  Hen.  Call  him  hither  to  me,  soldier. 

Will.  I  will,  my  liege.  {ExU. 

K.  Hen.  Here,  FlueUen ;  wear  thou  this  favour  for  me, 
and  stick  it  in  thy  cap.  When  Alenc^on  and  myself  were 
down  together,  I  plucked  this  glove  from  his  helm :  if  any 
man  challenge  this,  he  is  a  friend  to  Alen9on,  and  an  enemy 
to  our  person ;  if  thou  encounter  any  such,  apprehend  him, 
an  thou  dost  me  love. 

Flu.  Your  grace  does  me  as  great  honours,  as  can  be  de- 
sired in  the  hearts  of  his  subjects  :  I  would  fain  see  the  man, 
that  has  but  two  legs,  that  shall  find  himself  aggriefed  at  this 
glove,  that  is  all ;  but  I  would  fain  see  it  once,  and  please  GK>t 
of  his  grace,  that  I  might  see. 

K.  Ben.  Knowest  thou  Gower  P 

Flu.  He  is  my  dear  friend,  and  please  you. 


SCENE  Vni.]  KING  HENRY  V.  623 

K,  Sen.  Pray  thee,  go  seek  him^  and  bring  him  to  my 
tent. 

Flu.  I  will  fetch  him.  {Exit. 

K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  and  my  brother  Gloster, 
Follow  Fluellen  closely  at  the  heels. 
The  glove,  which  I  have  given  him  for  a  favour, 
May  haply  purchase  him  a  box  o'  the  ear : 
It  is  the  soldier's ;  I,  by  bargain,  should 
Wear  it  myself.     Follow,  good  cousin  Warwick : 
If  that  the  soldier  strike  him,  (as,  I  judge 
By  his  blunt  bearing,  he  will  keep  his  word) 
Some  sudden  mischief  may  arise  of  it. 
For  I  do  know  Fluellen  valiant, 
And,  touch'd  with  choler,  hot  as  gunpowder. 
And  quickly  will  return  an  injury : 
Follow,  and  see  there  be  no  harm  between  them. — 
Gb  you  with  me,  uncle  of  Exeter.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  vm. 

Before  King  Henry's  Pavilion. 

Enter  GtowER  and  Williams. 
Will.  I  warrant  it  is  to  knight  you,  captain. 

Enter  Fluellen. 

Flu.  Got's  will  and  his  pleasure,  captain,  I  peseech  you 
now,  come  apace  to  the  king :  there  is  more  goot  toward  you, 
peradventure,  than  is  in  your  knowledge  to  dream  of. 

Will.  Sir,  know  you  this  glove  P 

Flu.  Know  the  glove  ?    I  know,  the  glove  is  a  glove. 

Will.  I  know  this,  and  thus  I  challenge  it.       \^trike9  him. 

Flu.  'Sblood !  an  arrant  traitor,  as  any's  in  the  universal 
world,  or  in  France,  or  in  England. 

Chw.  How  now,  sir !  you  villain ! 

Will.  Do  you  think  I'll  be  forsworn  P 

Flu.  Stand  away,  captain  Gower :  I  will  give  treason  his 
payment  into  plows ',  I  warrant  you. 

'  —  will  give  treason  his  payment  into  plows,]  This  is  certainly  a  strange  nse 
of  the  preposition  '<  into/'  and  Heath  snggested  that  the  tme  reading  waa  ''  j»  lipo 
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Will.  I  am  no  traitor. 

Flu,  That's  a  lie  in  thy  throat. — ^I  charge  you  in  his 
majesty's  name,  apprehend  him :  he  is  a  Mend  of  the  duke 
Alen9on's. 

Fnter  Warwick  and  Gloster. 

War.  How  now,  how  now !  what's  the  matter  P 
Flu.  My  lord  of  Warwick,  here  is,  praised  be  Gk)d  for  it !  a 
most  contagions  treason  come  to  light,  look  you,  as  you  shall 
desire  in  a  summer's  day.     Here  is  his  majesty. 

Fnter  King  Henry  and  Exeter. 

K.  Sen.  How  now !  what's  the  matter  P 

Flu.  My  liege,  here  is  a  villain,  and  a  traitor,  that,  look 
your  grace,  has  struck  the  glove  which  your  majesty  is  take 
out  of  the  helmet  of  Alen^on. 

Will.  My  liege,  this  was  my  glove ;  here  is  the  fellow  of 
it ;  and  he  that  I  gave  it  to  in  change  promised  to  wear  it  in 
his  cap :  I  promised  to  strike  him  if  he  did.  I  met  this  man 
with  my  glove  in  his  cap,  and  I  have  been  as  good  as  my 
word. 

jF7u.  Your  majesty  hear  now,  saving  your  majesty's  man- 
hood, what  an  arrant,  rascally,  beggarly,  lowsy  knave  it  is.  I 
hope  your  majesty  is  pear  me  testimony,  and  witness,  and 
avouchments,  that  this  is  the  glove  of  Alen9on,  that  your 
majesty  is  give  me,  in  your  conscience  now. 

Jr.  Hen.    Give  me  thy  glove,  soldier:    look,  here  is  the 
IfcUow  of  it. 
'Twas  I,  indeed,  thou  promisedst  to  strike ; 
And  thou  hast  given  me  most  bitter  terms. 

Flu.  An  please  your  majesty,  let  his  neck  answer  for  it,  if 
there  is  any  martial  law  in  the  world. 

K.  Sen.  How  canst  thou  make  me  satisfaction  P 

Will.  All  offences,  my  lord,  come  from  the  heart:  never 
came  any  from  mine,  that  might  offend  your  majesty. 

K.  Sen.  It  was  ourself  thou  didst  abuse. 

Will.  Your  majesty  came  not  like  yourself:  you  appeared 
to  me  but  as  a  common  man ;  witness  the  night,  your  g^- 
ments,  your  lowliness ;  and  what  your  highness  suffered  under 

plows."  However,  the  employment  of  prepositions  of  old,  as  has  already  been 
remarked,  was  licentious  in  Shakespeare's  time,  and  Fluellen,  as  a  Welahinin, 
might  not  be  very  well  skilled  in  them. 
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that  shape,  I  beseech  you,  take  it  for  your  own  fault,  and  not 
mine :  for  had  you  been  as  I  took  you  for,  I  made  no  ofiEence. 
Therefore,  I  beseech  your  highness,  pardon  me. 

JT.  Hen,  Here,  uncle  Exeter,  fill  this  glove  with  crowns, 
And  give  it  to  this  fellow. — Keep  it,  fellow, 
And  wear  it  for  an  honour  in  thy  cap. 
Till  I  do  challenge  it. — GKve  him  the  crowns. — 
And,  captain,  you  must  needs  be  Mends  with  him. 

Flu.  By  this  day  and  this  light,  the  fellow  has  mettle 
enough  in  his  pelly. — Hold,  there  is  twelve  pence  for  you,  and 
I  pray  you  to  serve  Got,  and  keep  you  out  of  prawls,  and 
prabbles,  and  quarrels,  and  dissensions ;  and,  I  warrant  you, 
it  is  the  petter  for  you. 

Will.  I  will  none  of  your  money. 

Flu.  It  is  with  a  goot  will.  I  can  tell  you,  it  will  serve 
you  to  mend  your  shoes :  come,  wherefore  should  you  be  so 
pashM  ?  your  shoes  is  not  so  goot :  'tis  a  goot  silling,  I  war- 
rant you,  or  I  will  change  it. 

Fnter  an  English  Herald. 

K.  Hen,  Now,  herald,  are  the  dead  numbered  P 

Her.  Here  is  the  number  of  the  slaughter'd  French. 

[Delivers  a  paper. 

K,  Hen.  What  prisoners  of  good  sort  are  taken,  uncle? 

Exe.  Charles  duke  of  Orleans,  nephew  to  the  king ; 
John  duke  of  Bourbon,  and  lord  Bouciqualt : 
Of  other  lords,  and  barons,  knights,  and  'squires, 
Full  fifteen  hundred,  besides  common  men. 

K.  Hen,  This  note  doth  tell  me  of  ten  thousand  French, 
That  in  the  field  lie  slain :  of  princes,  in  this  number. 
And  nobles  bearing  banners,  there  lie  dead 
One  hundred  twenty-six :  added  to  these. 
Of  knights,  esquires,  and  gallant  gentlemen. 
Eight  thousand  and  four  hundred ;  of  the  which. 
Five  himdred  were  but  yesterday  dubb'd  knights : 
So  that,  in  these  ten  thousand  they  have  lost, 
There  are  but  sixteen  hundred  mercenaries ; 
The  rest  are  princes,  barons,  lords,  knights,  'squires. 
And  gentlemen  of  blood  and  quality. 
The  names  of  those  their  nobles  that  lie  dead, — 
Charles  Dc-la-bret,  high  constable  of  France ; 
Jaques  of  Chatillon,  admiral  of  France ; 
The  master  of  the  cross-bows,  lord  Bambures ; 

VOL.  III.  8  8 
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Great  master  of  France,  the  brave  sir  Gtdscliard  Dauphin ; 
John  duke  of  Alen^on ;  Antony  duke  of  Brabant, 
The  brother  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy ; 
And  Edward  duke  of  Bar  :  of  lusty  earls, 
Grandpr^,  and  Roussi,  Fauconberg,  and  Foix, 
Beaumont,  and  Marie,  Vaudemont,  and  Lestrale. 
Here  was  a  royal  fellowship  of  death ! — 
Where  is  the  number  of  our  English  dead  P 

\ILerald  presents  another  paper. 
Edward  the  duke  of  York,  the  earl  of  Suffolk, 
Sir  Eichard  Ketly,  Davy  Gbm,  esquire ' : 
None  else  of  name,  and  of  all  other  men 
But  five  and  twenty.     0  God !  thy  arm  was  here, 
And  not  to  us,  but  to  thy  arm  alone,  [^Kneeling, 

Ascribe  we  all.  \_Bi9ing '.] — ^When,  without  stratagem. 
But  in  plain  shock,  and  even  play  of  battle. 
Was  ever  known  so  great  and  little  loss. 
On  one  part  and  on  th'  other  P — ^Take  it,  God, 
For  it  is  only  thine ! 

Uxe.  'Tis  wonderfiil ! 

K,  Hen.  Come,  go  we  in  procession  to  the  village : 
And  be  it  death,  proclaimed  through  our  host. 
To  boast  of  this,  or  take  that  praise  fix)m  God, 
Which  is  his  only. 

Flu,  Is  it  not  lawful,  an  please  your  majesty,  to  tell  how 
many  is  killed  P 

K.  Hen.  Yes,  captain ;  but  with  this  acknowledgment, 
That  God  fought  for  us. 

Flu,  Yes,  my  conscience,  he  did  us  great  goot. 

K,  Hen,  Do  we  all  holy  rites : 
Let  there  be  sung  Non  nobis,  and  Te  Deum. 
The  dead  with  charity  enclosed  in  clay. 
And  then  to  Calais ;  and  to  England  then. 
Where  ne'er  fix)m  France  arrived  more  happy  men.    [Exeunt. 

*  Davy  Gam,  esqaire :]  Malone  informs  as  tliat  *'  this  gentleman  being  sent 
by  Henry,  before  the  battle,  to  reconnoitre  the  enemy,  and  to  find  out  tiieir 
strength,  made  this  report : — *  Ifay  it  please  you,  my  Uege,  there  are  enongb  to 
be  killed,  enough  to  be  taken  prisoners,  and  enough  to  run  away.'  He  saved  the 
King's  life  in  the  field.  Had  the  poet  been  apprised  of  this  drcnmstance,  this 
braye  Welshman  would  probably  have  been  more  particularly  noticed,  and  not 
have  been  merely  registered  in  the  muster-roll  of  names." 

*  Rising.]  This  stage- direction,  and  the  one  preceding  it,  **  Kneeling,"  show 
what  was  the  custom  of  the  stage  in  the  time  of  the  old  corrector  of  the  fotio,  1632. 
They  are  in  no  printed  edition  of  the  play. 
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ACT  V. 

Enter  Chorus. 

Cho.  Youchsafe  to  those  *  that  have  not  read  the  story. 
That  I  may  prompt  them :  and  of  such  as  hayoi 
I  humbly  pray  them  to  admit  th'  excuse 
Of  time,  of  nimibers,  and  due  course  of  things, 
Which  cannot  in  their  huge  and  proper  life 
Be  here  presented.     Now,  we  bear  the  king 
Toward  Calais :  grant  him  there ;  there  seen, 
Heave  him  away  upon  your  winged  thoughts. 
Athwart  the  sea.     Behold,  the  English  beach 
Pales  in  the  flood  with  men,  with  wives  *,  and  boys. 
Whose  shouts  and  claps  out- voice  the  deep^mouth'd  sea. 
Which,  like  a  mighty  whiffler  \  'fore  the  king 
Seems  to  prepare  his  way.     So,  let  him  land, 
And  solemnly  see  him  set  on  to  London. 
So  swift  a  pace  hath  thought,  that  even  now 
You  may  imagine  him  upon  Blackheath ; 
Where,  that  his  lords  desire  him,  to  have  borne 
His  bruised  helmet,  and  his  bended  sword. 
Before  him  through  the  city,  he  forbids  it ; 
Being  free  from  vainness  and  self-glorious  pride. 
Giving  full  trophy,  signal,  and  ostent. 
Quite  from  himself,  to  God.     But  now  behold, 

*  Vouchsafe  to  those]  There  is  something  awkward  in  the  oommenoement  of 
this  Chorus,  but  we  have  nevertheless  given  it  as  it  stands  in  the  folio,  1623,  and 
in  the  other  folios,  merelj  adding  here  the  way  in  which  it  is  represented  in  the 
oorr.  fo.  1632 1— 

'*  Vouchsafe  all  those  that  have  not  read  the  story, 
That  I  may  prompt  them :  and /or  such  as  have, 
I  humbly  pray  them,"  &c. 
The  emendation  in  the  second  line  (adopted  by  Mr.  Singer)  was  proposed  long 
ago,  but  it  seems  less  required  than  the  change  of  "  to  "  to  a//  in  the  first  line. 
Still,  the  passage  is  very  intelligible  as  originally  printed,  and  the  changes  made  by 
the  old  annotator  are  therefore  no  part  of  our  text. 

<  —  with  WIVES,]  **  With,"  wanting  in  the  first  folio,  was  supplied  in  the 
second,  for  the  sake  of  the  measure. 

7  —  a  mighty  whipflbr,]  Douce  correctly  states  that  a  *<whifller"  is 
properly  Kfiftr,  **  In  process  of  time  (he  adds)  the  word  '  whifller,'  which  had 
always  been  used  in  the  sense  of  JIfer,  came  to  signify  any  person  who  went 
before  in  a  procession."    '*  Ulustntions  of  Shakespeaie/'  Vol.  L  p.  M7* 

ss2 
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In  the  quick  forge  and  workinghonse  of  thought. 

How  London  doth  pour  out  her  citizens. 

The  mayor,  and  all  his  brethren,  in  best  sort. 

Like  to  the  senators  of  th'  antique  Rome, 

With  the  plebeians  swarming  at  their  heels. 

Go  forth,  and  fetch  their  conquering  Caesar  in : 

As,  by  a  lower  but  by  loving  likelihood  *, 

Were  now  the  general  of  our  gracious  empress 

(As  in  good  time  he  may)  from  Ireland  coming, 

Bringing  rebellion  broached  on  his  sword, 

How  many  would  the  peaceful  city  quit. 

To  welcome  him !  much  more,  and  much  more  cause. 

Did  they  this  Harry.     Now,  in  London  place  him. 

As  yet  the  lamentation  of  the  French 

Invites  the  king  of  England's  stay  at  home : 

The  emperor's  coming  in  behalf  of  France, 

To  order  peace  between  them ;  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences ',  whatever  chanc'd. 

Till  Harry's  back-return  again  to  France. 

There  must  we  bring  him ;  and  myself  have  play'd 

The  interim,  by  remembering  you,  'tis  past. 

Then  brook  abridgment,  and  your  eyes  advance. 

After  your  thoughts,  straight  back  again  to  France.       [^ExiL 


SCENE  I. 

France.     An  English  Court  of  Guard. 
Unter  Fluellen  and  Gower. 

Ootc.   Nay,  that's  right;    but  why  wear  you  your  leek 
to-day  P    Saint  Davy's  day  is  past. 

*  As,  by  a  lower  but  bj  loviog  likelihood,]  This,  and  some  lines  following,  down 
to  "  Did  they  this  Harry,"  certainly  relate  to  the  expedition  of  Robert,  Earl  of 
Essex,  to  Ireland  in  1699  (see  our  Introduction,  p.  537),  and  having  only  a  tem- 
porary application,  they  are  struck  through  with  a  pen  in  the  corr.  fo.  1^2.  We 
may  conclude  that  they  were  not  recited  on  the  stage  in  the  time  of  the  old 
annotator,  and,  most  likely,  had  not  been  repeated  before  James  I.  in  1005. 

*  To  order  peace  between  them ;  and  omit 

All  the  occurrences,]  The  construction  is  not  easy,  although  the  meaning  U 
evident : — As  yet  the  lamentations  of  the  French  invite,  or  induce,  the  King  of 
England  to  remain  in  his  own  country:  omit  (understood)  the  coming  of  the 
ISmperor  Sigismond,  to  procure  peace  between  EngUnd  and  France,  and  omit 
besides  all  the  occurrences,  &c. 
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Flu.  There  is  occasions,  and  causes,  why  and  wherefore,  in 
all  things:  I  will  tcU  you,  as  my  friend,  captain  Gower. 
The  rascally,  scald,  beggarly,  lowsy,  pragging  knaye,  Pistol, 
which  you  and  yourself,  and  all  the  world,  know  to  be  no 
petter  than  a  fellow,  look  you  now,  of  no  merits,  he  is  come 
to  me,  and  prings  me  pread  and  salt  yesterday,  look  you,  and 
bid  me  eat  my  leek.  It  was  in  a  place  where  I  could  not 
breed  no  contention  with  him ;  but  I  will  be  so  pold  as  to 
wear  it  in  my  cap  till  I  see  him  once  again,  and  tiien  I  will 
teU  him  a  little  piece  of  my  desires. 

Goic.  Why,  here  he  comes,  swelling  like  a  turkey-cock. 

Enter  Pistol. 

Flu.  'Tis  no  matter  for  his  swellings,  nor  his  turkey-cocks. 
— Got  pless  you,  ancient  Pistol!  you  scurvy,  lowsy  knave. 
Got  pless  you ! 

Pi8t.  Ha  I  art  thou  Bedlam  P  dost  thou  thirst,  base  Trojan, 
To  have  me  fold  up  Parca's  fatal  web  P 
Hence  !  I  am  qualmish  at  the  smeU  of  leek. 

Flu.  I  peseech  you  heartily,  scurvy  lowsy  knave,  at  my 
desires,  and  my  requests,  and  my  petitions,  to  eat,  look  you, 
this  leek:  because,  look  you,  you  do  not  love  it,  nor  your 
affections,  and  your  appetites,  and  your  digestions,  does  not 
agree  with  it,  I  would  desire  you  to  eat  it. 

Piat.  Not  for  Gadwallader,  and  all  his  goats. 

Flu.  There  is  one  goat  for  you.  [Strikes  him.']  Will  you  be 
so  goot,  scald  knave,  as  eat  it  P 

Pist.  Base  Trojan,  thou  shalt  die. 

Flu.  You  say  very  true,  scald  knave,  when  Gbt*8  will  is.  I 
wiU  deeix^  you  to  ll^e  in  the  mean  time,  and  eat  your  victuals : 
come,  there  is  sauce  for  it.  [^Striking  him  again."]  You  called 
me  yesterday,  mountain-squire,  but  I  will  make  you  to-day  a 
squire  of  low  degree '.  I  pray  you,  fall  to :  if  you  can  mock 
a  leek,  you  can  eat  a  leek. 

Oaw.  Enough,  captain :  you  have  astonished  him. 

Flu.  I  say,  I  will  make  him  eat  some  part  of  my  leek,  or  I 
will  peat  his  pate  four  days. — ^Pite,  I  pray  you ;  it  is  goot  for 
your  green  wound,  and  your  ploody  coxcomb. 

Pist.  Must  I  bite  P 

'  —  a  squire  of  low  degree.]  An  expression,  deriTed  from  the  title  of  an  old 
popular  romance,  called  '*  The  Sqnyre  of  Lowe  Degre/'  printed  bj  W.  Copland, 
formerlj  among  Garrick's  Pbys  in  the  British  Moseum.  It  waa  reprinted  hf 
Ritson  in  VoL  tii.  of  his  Collection. 
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Flu.  Yes,  certainly,  and  out  of  doubt,  and  out  of  question 
too,  and  ambiguities. 

PisL  By  this  leek,  I  will  most  horribly  revenge.  I  eat, 
and  eat,  I  swear — 

Flu.  Eat,  I  pray  you.  Will  you  have  some  more  sauce  to 
your  leek  P  there  is  not  enough  leek  to  swear  by. 

Piat  Quiet  thy  cudgel :  thou  dost  see,  I  eat. 

Flu.  Much  goot  do  you,  scald  knave,  heartily.  Nay,  pray 
you,  throw  none  away;  the  skin  is  goot  for  your  proken 
coxcomb.  When  you  take  occasions  to  see  leeks  hereafter,  I 
pray  you,  mock  at  'em ;  that  is  all. 

PisL  Good. 

Flu.  Ay,  leeks  is  goot. — Hold  you ;  there  is  a  groat  to  heal 
your  pate. 

Pist.  Me  a  groat ! 

Flu.  Yes ;  verily,  and  in  truth,  you  shall  take  it,  or  I  have 
another  leek  in  my  pocket,  which  you  shall  eat. 

Pist.  I  take  thy  groat,  in  earnest  of  revenge. 

Flu.  If  I  owe  yoii  any  thing,  I  will  pay  you  in  cudgels : 
you  shall  be  a  woodmonger,  and  buy  nothing  of  me  but 
cudgels.     God  be  wi'  you,  and  keep  you,  and  heal  your  pate. 

[Exit. 

Pist.  All  hell  shall  stir  for  this. 

Gow.  Go,  go ;  you  are  a  counterfeit  cowardly  knave.  Will 
you  mock  at  an  ancient  tradition,  begun  upon  an  honourable 
respect,  and  worn  as  a  memorable  trophy  of  predeceased 
valour,  and  dare  not  avouch  in  your  deeds  any  of  your  words  ? 
I  have  seen  you  gleeking'  and  galling  at  this  gentleman 
twice  or  thrice.  You  thought,  because  he  could  not  speak 
English  in  the  native  garb,  he  could  not  therefore  handle  an 
English  cudgel :  you  find  it  otherwise ;  and  henceforth,  let  a 
Welsh  correction  teach  you  a  good  English  condition.  Fare 
ye  well.  [ExU. 

Pist.  Doth  fortime  play  the  huswife  with  me  now  P 
News  have  I,  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'  the  spital  * 
Of  malady  of  France ; 
And  there  my  rendezvous  is  quite  cut  oflf. 

*  I  have  seen  you  olekking]  To  •*  gleek  "  is  to  fcoff^  gird^  carjegi.  Bottom 
uses  the  word  in  "  Midsummer- Night's  Dreamj"  Vol.  ii.  p.  216. 

'  News  have  I  that  my  Nell  is  dead  i'  the  spital]  i.  e.  In  the  hospital  of  the 
'*  malady  of  France.''  It  is  Doll  in  all  the  old  copies  (for  even  the  4tos.  haTe,  poa- 
mbly  from  misredtation,  "  that  Doll  is  sick  ")»  but  we  yield  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyoe'a 
reasons  in  favour  of  the  substitution  of  *'  Nell."    See  his  **  Remarks,"  p.  120. 
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Old  I  do  wax,  and  from  my  weary  limbs 

Honour  is  eudgeUed.     Well,  bawd  I'll  tum. 

And  something  lean  to  cutpurse  of  quick  hand. 

To  England  will  I  steal,  and  there  I'll  steal : 

And  patches  will  I  get  unto  these  cudgell'd  scars, 

And  swear,  I  got  them  *  in  the  Chdlia  wars.  [^Exit. 


scEi^  n. 

Troyes  in  Champagne.    An  Apartment  in  the  French  King's 

Palace. 

Entevy  at  one  door,  King  Henry,  Bedford,  Qxoster,  Exeter, 
Warwick,  Westmoreland,  and  other  Lords;  at  another, 
the  French  King,  Queen  Isabel,  the  Princess  Katharine, 
Lords,  Ladies,  8fc.,  the  Duke  o/"  Burgundy,  and  his  Train. 

K  Hen.  Peace  to  this  meeting,  wherefore  we  are  met. 
Unto  our  brother  France,  and  to  our  sister, 
Health  and  fair  time  of  day : — joy  and  good  wishes 
To  our  most  fair  and  princely  cousin  Katharine ; — 
And,  as  a  branch  and  member  of  this  royalty, 
By  whom  this  great  assembly  is  contrived, 
We  do  salute  you,  duke  of  Burgundy ; — 
And,  princes  French,  and  peers,  health  to  you  all. 

Fr,  King,  Eight  joyous  are  we  to  behold  your  face, 
Most  worthy  brother  England ;  fairly  met : — 
So  are  you,  princes  English,  every  one. 

Q.  Isa,  So  happy  be  the  issue,  brother  England  *, 
Of  this  good  day,  and  of  this  gracious  meeting. 
As  we  are  now  glad  to  behold  your  eyes ; 
Your  eyes,  which  hitherto  have  borne  in  them 
Against  the  French,  that  met  them  in  their  bent. 
The  fatal  balls  of  murdering  basilisks : 
The  venom  of  such  looks,  we  fairly  hope. 
Have  lost  their  quality,  and  that  this  day 
Shall  change  all  griefe  and  quarrels  into  love. 

*  And  8WXAR,  I  got  them]  It  is  noore  in  the  two  eirliest  folios,  bat  altered 
to  **  swear ''  in  that  of  1664.  In  the  corr.  fo.  1632  ttoort  is  amended  to  "  swear/' 
and  it  is  "  swear  **  in  the  4tos. 

•  —  brother  England,]    The  folio,  1623,  only  has  "  brother  Irtisaul.*' 
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K,  Hen.  To  cry  amen  to  that  thus  we  appear. 

Q.  Im,  You  English  princes  all,  I  do  salute  you. 

Bur,  My  duty  to  you  both,  on  equal  love. 
Great  kings  of  France  and  England,  that  I  have  laboured 
With  all  my  wits,  my  pains,  and  strong  endeavours. 
To  bring  your  most  imperial  majesties 
Unto  this  bar  and  royal  interview, 
Your  mightiness  on  both  parts  best  caii  witness. 
Since,  then,  my  office  hath  so  fer  prevailed, 
That  face  to  face,  and  royal  eye  to  eye, 
You  have  congreeted,  let  it  not  disgrace  me, 
If  I  demand  before  this  royal  view, 
What  rub,  or  what  impediment,  there  is, 
Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peace. 
Dear  nurse  of  arts,  plenties,  and  joyful  births, 
Should  not  in  this  best  garden  of  the  world. 
Our  fertile  France,  put  up  her  lovely  visage  P 
Alas !  she  hath  from  France  too  long  been  chas'd, 
And  all  her  husbandry  doth  lie  on  heaps, 
Corrupting  in  its  own  fertility. 
Her  vine,  the  merry  cheerer  of  the  heart, 
Unpruned  dies :  her  hedges  even-pleached. 
Like  prisoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair  V 
Put  forth  disordered  twigs :  her  fallow  leas 
The  darnel,  hemlock,  and  rank  ftmiiitory. 
Doth  root  upon,  while  that  the  coulter  rusts, 
That  should  deracinate  such  savagery : 
The  even  mead,  that  erst  brought  sweetly  forth 
The  freckled  cowslip,  bumet,  and  green  clover. 
Wanting  the  scythe,  all  imcorrected,  rank  ^ 
Conceives  by  idleness,  and  nothing  teems. 
But  hateful  docks,  rough  thistles,  kecksies,  burs, 

•  her  edj^  even-pleached , 

Like  prisoners  wildly  over-grown  with  hair,  &c.]  The  meaning  seems  to  be, 
that  the  hedges,  formerly  *<  even-pleached/'  were  neglected,  so  that  the  long 
branches,  instead  of  being  cut  and  intcrwined,  shot  up  irregularly,  and  looked  like 
the  long  wildly  over-grown  hair  of  prisoners.  R.  Greene,  Shakespeare's  con- 
temporary, was  remarkable  for  his  neglected,  ragged  hair. 

'  Wanting  the  scythe,  all  uncorrected,  rank,]  The  folio  has  "  vfithaii  uncor- 
rected/' but  the  measure,  as  well  as  the  sense,  show  that  it  was  a  printer's  error, 
and  we  find  withall  reduced  to  *'  all "  by  the  erasure  of  the  first  syllable  in  the 
con*,  fo.  1632.  The  4 to.  editions  contain  no  part  of  this  speech  after  the  line  m 
our  text,  **  Why  that  the  naked,  poor,  and  mangled  peace,"  which  is  thus  giTen, 
apparently  for  the  sake  of  concluding  the  sentence,  V  To  keep  yon  from  tlM  gentle 
speech  of  peace." 
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Losing  both  beauty  and  utility ; 

And  as  our  vineyards  *,  fallows,  meads,  and  hedges. 

Defective  in  their  natures,  grow  to  wildness ; 

Even  so  our  houses,  and  ourselves,  and  children, 

Have  lost,  or  do  not  learn,  for  want  of  time, 

The  sciences  that  should  become  our  country, 

But  grow,  like  savages, — ^as  soldiers  will. 

That  nothing  do  but  meditate  on  blood, — 

To  swearing,  and  stem  looks,  diffiis'd  attire. 

And  every  thing  that  seems  unnatural. 

Which  to  reduce  into  our  former  favour. 

You  are  assembled ;  and  my  speech  entreats. 

That  I  may  know  the  let,  why  gentle  peace 

Should  not  expel  these  inconveniences. 

And  bless  us  with  her  former  qualities. 

K.  Hen,  If,  duke  of  Burgundy,  you  would  the  peace, 
Whose  want  gives  growth  to  th'  imperfections 
Which  you  have  cited,  you  must  buy  that  peace 
With  fiill  accord  to  all  our  just  demands ; 
Whose  tenours  and  particular  effects 
You  have,  enschedid'd  briefly,  in  your  hands. 

Bur.  The  king  hath  heard  them ;  to  the  which,  as  yet, 
There  is  no  answer  made. 

K.  Hen,  Well  then,  the  peace. 

Which  you  before  so  urg'd,  lies  in  his  answer. 

Fr.  King.  I  have  but  with  a  cursorary  eye  * 
O'er-glanc'd  the  articles :  pleaseth  your  grace 
To  appoint  some  of  your  council  presently 
To  sit  with  us  once  more,  with  better  heed 
To  re-survey  them,  we  will  suddenly 
Pass  or  accept  *,  and  peremptory  answer. 

'  And  AS  our  vineyards,]  It  is  "  And  all  our  vineyards  "  in  the  folio,  1623 ; 
and  a  wish  to  restore  the  old  text,  where  it  was  possible,  induced  us  formerly  to 
reprint  a//,  insteaid  of  **  as/'  We  have  to  thank  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  for  his  elabo- 
rate enforcement  of  Mr.  Roderick's  emendation,  applying,  indeed,  only  to  two 
letters,  but  occupying  a  full  page  of  *'. Remarks"  (121)  duly  emphasised  with 
Italic  type  and  capitals.     We  agree,  that  Mr.  Roderick  was  right. 

'  —  with  a  CURSORARY  eye]  Our  lexicographers  cite  no  other  instance  of  the 
use  of  this  word,  for  cursory.  The  folio,  1623,  prints  it  cunelarie^  and  the  4to. 
1600,  cursenary :  in  the  4to,  1608,  it  is  spelt  properly  *'  We  have  but  with  a 
cursorary  eye." 

>  Pass  OR  accept,]  t.  e.  We  will  suddenly  pass  such  articles  as  we  object  tOf  or 
accept  them.  This  is  the  emendation  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  for  in  the  early  copies 
(the  4tos.  have  no  such  words)  **  or  "  was  misprinted  our.  The  error  was  a  very 
common  one,  arising  oat  of  abbreviation. 


634  KING   HENRY  V.  [aCT   V, 

K,  Ken.  Brother,  we  shall. — Go,  uncle  Exeter, — 
And  brother  Clarence, — and  you,  brother  Gloster, — 
Warwick, — and  Huntingdon, — go  with  the  king ; 
And  take  with  you  free  power,  to  ratify. 
Augment,  or  alter,  as  your  wisdoms  best 
Shall  see  advantage  for  our  dignity  *, 
Any  thing  in,  or  out  of,  our  demands. 
And  we'll  consign  thereto. — Will  you,  fair  sister, 
Go  with  the  princes,  or  stay  here  with  us  P 

Q.  Im,  Our  gracious  brother,  I  will  go  with  them. 
Haply  a  woman's  voice  may  do  some  good, 
When  articles,  too  nicely  urg'd,  be  stood  on. 

JT.  Hen,  Yet  leave  our  cousin  Katharine  here  with  us : 
She  is  our  capital  demand,  comprised 
Within  the  fore-rank  of  our  articles. 

Q.  Im.  She  hath  good  leave. 

{Exeunt  all  but  King  Henry,  Eathajrinb,  and  Alice 
lier  Gentlewoman, 

K,  Ken,  Fair  Katharine,  and  most  fair ! 

Will  you  vouchsafe  to  teach  a  soldier  terms, 
Such  as  will  enter  at  a  lady's  ear, 
And  plead  his  love-suit  to  her  gentle  heart  P 

Kath,  Your  majesty  shall  mock  at  me;  I  cannot  speak 
your  England. 

K,  Ken,  0  fair  Katharine !  if  you  will  love  me  soundly 
with  your  French  heart,  I  will  be  glad  to  hear  you  confess 
it  brokenly  with  your  English  tongue.  Do  you  like  me, 
KateP 

Kath,  Pardonnez  moy,  I  cannot  tell  vat  is — ^like  me. 

K,  Ken,  An  angel  is  like  you,  Kate ;  and  you  are  like  an 
angel. 

Kath,  Que  dit-il?  queje  suis  semhlable  d  les  anges  ? 

Alice,  Ouy,  vrayment^  sauf  vostre  grace,  ainsi  dit  il, 

K,  Ken,  I  said  so,  dear  Katharine,  and  I  must  not  blush  to 
affirm  it. 

Kath,  0  hon  Dieu  !  les  hngucs  des  hommes  sont  pleines  de 
tromperies, 

*  Shall  see  advantage  for  our  dignity,]  It  is  advantagtable  io  the  Iblioe ; 
but  our  poet  no  where  else  uses  the  word,  and  Richardson  only  cites  the  above 
instance  in  his  Dictionary :  Todd  however  found  it  in  Sir  John  Heyward.  It 
certainly  spoils  the  measure,  while  it  in  no  respect  aids  the  sense.  The  oorr.  fo. 
1632  erases  the  two  last  syllables,  (which  probably  had  crept  in  by  oorroptioii) 
and  leaves  the  line  complete. 
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K.  Hen.  What  says  she,  fair  one  ?  that  the  tongues  of  men 
are  full  of  deceits  P 

Alice,  Ouy ;  dat  de  tongues  of  de  mans  is  bo  full  of  deceits : 
dat  is  de  princess. 

K,  Hen,  The  princess  is  the  better  English-woman.  I* 
faith,  Kate,  my  wooing  is  fit  for  thy  understanding:  I  am 
glad,  thou  canst  speak  no  better  English ;  for,  if  thou  couldst, 
thou  woiddst  find  me  such  a  plain  king,  that  thou  wouldst 
think,  I  had  sold  my  farm  to  buy  my  crown.  I  know  no  ways 
to  mince  it  in  love,  but  directly  to  say — I  love  you :  then,  if 
you  urge  me  farther  than  to  say — ^Do  you  in  faith  P  I  wear 
out  my  suit.  Give  me  your  answer ;  i'faith,  do,  and  so  clap 
hands  and  a  bargain.     How  say  you,  lady  P 

Kath,  Sauf  vostre  Iiofineur,  me  understand  well. 

JT.  Hen,  Marry,  if  you  woidd  put  me  into  verses,  or  to  dance 
for  your  sake,  Kate,  why  you  undid  me :  for  the  one,  I  have 
neither  words  nor  measure;  and  for  the  other,  I  have  no 
strength  in  measure ',  yet  a  reasonable  measure  in  strength. 
If  I  coidd  win  a  lady  at  leapfrog,  or  by  vaulting  into  my  saddle 
with  my  armour  on  my  back,  imder  the  correction  of  bragging 
bo  it  spoken,  I  shoidd  quickly  leap  into  a  wife  :  or  if  I  might 
bufiet  for  my  love,  or  bound  my  horse  for  her  favours,  I  could 
lay  on  like  a  butcher,  and  sit  like  a  jack-a-napes,  never  off; 
but,  before  God,  Kate,  I  cannot  look  greenly,  nor  gasp  out 
my  eloquence,  nor  I  have  no  cunning  in  protestation ;  only 
downright  oaths,  which  I  never  use  till  urged,  nor  never  break 
for  urging.  K  thou  canst  love  a  fellow  of  this  temper,  Kate, 
whose  face  is  not  worth  sun-burning,  that  never  looks  in  his 
glass  for  love  of  any  thing  he  sees  there,  let  thine  eye  be  thy 
cook.  I  speak  to  thee  plain  soldier :  if  thou  canst  love  me 
for  this,  take  me ;  if  not,  to  say  to  thee  that  I  shall  die,  is 
true ;  but  for  thy  love,  by  the  Lord,  no  ;  yet  I  love  thee  too. 
And  while  thou  livest,  dear  Kate,  take  a  fellow  of  plain  and 
uncoined  constancy,  for  he  perforce  must  do  thee  right,  be- 
cause he  hath  not  the  gift  to  woo  in  other  places ;  for  these 
fellows  of  infinite  tongue,  that  can  rhyme  themselves  into 
ladies'  favours,  they  do  always  reason  themselves  out  again. 
What !  a  speaker  is  but  a  prater ;  a  rhyme  is  but  a  ballad. 
A  good  leg  will  fall,  a  straight  back  will  stoop,  a  black  beard 

will  turn  white,  a  curled  pate  will  grow  bald,  a  fair  face  will 

« 

*  —  I  hftTe  no  strength  in  mbasurb,]  t .  e.  I  have  no  ibroe  or  skill  in  dmndng 
what  were  called  "  measures." 
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wither,  a  full  eye  will  wax  hollow  ;  but  a  good  heart,  Kate,  is 
the  sun  and  the  moon ;  or,  rather,  the  sun,  and  not  the  moon, 
for  it  shines  bright,  and  never  changes,  but  keeps  his  course 
truly.  If  thou  would  have  such  a  one,  take  me :  and  take 
me,  take  a  soldier ;  take  a  soldier,  take  a  king,  and  what  say^est 
thou  then  to  my  love  ?  speak,  my  fair,  and  fairly,  I  pray 
thee. 

Kath,  Is  it  possible  dat  I  should  love  de  enemy  of  France  P 

K.  Hen.  No  ;  it  is  not  possible  you  should  love  the  enemy 
of  France,  Kate ;  but,  in  loving  me,  you  should  love  the 
friend  of  France,  for  I  love  France  so  well,  that  I  will  not 
part  with  a  village  of  it ;  I  will  have  it  all  mine :  and,  Kate, 
when  France  is  mine  and  I  am  your's,  then  your's  is  France, 
and  you  are  mine. 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat. 

K.  Hen.  No,  Kate  ?  I  will  tell  thee  in  French,  which  I 
am  sure  will  hang  upon  my  tongue  like  a  new-married  vnSe 
about  her  husband's  neck,  hardly  to  be  shook  off. — Quund 
fay  la  possession  de  France,  et  quund  vouz  avez  le  possession 
de  may,  (let  me  see,  what  then  P  Saint  Dennis  be  my  speed  !) 
— done  vostre  est  Fratwe,  et  votis  estes  mienne.  It  is  as  easy  for 
me,  Kate,  to  conquer  the  kingdom,  as  to  speak  so  much  more 
French.  I  shall  never  move  thee  in  French,  imless  it  be  to 
laugh  at  me. 

Kath.  Sauf  vostre  honneiir,  le  Francois  que  vous  parlez,  est 
meilleur  que  I* Anglais  lequelje  park. 

K  Heti.  No,  'faith,  is't  not,  Kate  ;  but  thy  speaking  of  my 
tongue,  and  I  thine,  most  truly  falsely,  must  needs  be  granted 
to  be  much  at  one.  But,  Kate,  dost  thou  understand  thus 
much  English  ?     Canst  thou  love  me  P 

Kath.  I  cannot  tell. 

K.  Hen.  Can  any  of  your  neighbours  tell,  Kate  P  I'll  ask 
them.  Come,  I  know,  thou  lovest  me  :  and  at  night  when 
you  come  into  your  closet,  you'll  question  this  gentlewoman 
about  me ;  and  I  know,  Kate,  you  will,  to  her,  dispraise  those 
parts  in  me,  that  you  love  with  your  heart :  but,  good  Kate, 
mock  me  mercifully,  the  rather,  gentle  princess,  because  I 
love  thee  cruelly.  If  ever  thou  be'st  mine,  Kate,  (as  I  have 
a  saving  faith  within  me  tells  me  thou  shalt)  I  get  thee  with 
scambKng,  and  thou  must  therefore  needs  prove  a  good 
soldier-breeder.  *  Shalt  not  thou  and  I,  between  Saint  Dennis 
and  Saint  George,  compound  a  boy,  half  French,  half  Eng- 
lish, that  shall  go  to  Constantinople,  and  take  the  Turk  by 
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the  beard  P  shall  we  not  P  what  sayest  thon^  my  fair  flower- 
de-luce  P 

Kath.  I  do  not  know  dat. 

K.  Hen.  No ;  'tis  hereafter  to  know,  but  now  to  promise : 
do  but  now  promise,  Kate,  you  will  endeavour  for  your 
French  part  of  such  a  boy,  and  for  my  English  moiety  take 
the  word  of  a  king  and  a  bachelor.  How  answer  you,  la 
plus  belle  Katharine  du  monde,  man  trh  chh'e  et  divin  deesse  ? 

Kath.  Your  inajestS  have  fausse  French  enough  to  deceive 
de  most  sage  danwiselle  dat  is  en  France. 

K,  Ken.  Now,  fie  upon  my  false  French !  By  mine  honour, 
in  true  English,  I  love  thee,  Kate :  by  which  honour  I  dare 
not  swear,  thou  lovest  me ;  yet  my  blood  begins  to  flatter  me 
that  thou  dost,  notwithstanding  the  poor  and  untempting 
efiect  of  my  visage  *.  Now,  beshrew  my  father's  ambition  I 
he  was  thinking  of  civil  wars  when  he  got  me  :  therefore  was 
I  created  with  a  stubborn  outside,  with  an  aspect  of  iron,  that, 
when  I  come  to  woo  ladies,  I  fright  them.  But,  in  faith, 
Kate,  the  elder  I  wax,  the  better  I  shall  appear :  my  comfort 
is,  that  old  age,  that  ill  layer-up  of  beauty,  can  do  no  more 
spoil  upon  my  face :  thou  hast  me,  if  thou  hast  me,  at  the 
worst ;  and  thou  shalt  wear  me,  if  thou  wear  me,  better  and 
better.  And  therefore  tell  me,  most  fair  Katharine,  will  you 
have  me  P  Put  off  your  maiden  blushes ;  avouch  the  thoughts 
of  your  heart  with  the  looks  of  an  empress ;  take  me  by  the 
hand,  and  say — Harry  of  England,  I  am  thine  :  which  word 
thou  shalt  no  sooner  bless  mine  ear  withal,  but  I  will  tell 
thee  aloud — England  is  thine,  Ireland  is  thine,  France  is 
thine,  and  Henry  Plantagenet  is  thine ;  who,  though  I  speak 
it  before  his  face,  if  he  be  not  fellow  with  the  best  king,  thou 
shalt  find  the  best  king  of  good  fellows.  Come,  your  answer 
in  broken  music,  for  thy  voice  is  music,  and  thy  English 
broken ;  therefore,  queen  of  all,  Katharine,  break  thy  mind 
to  me  in  broken  English :  wilt  thou  have  me  P 

Kath,  Dat  is,  as  it  shall  please  de  roy  moti  pere. 

K.  Ken.  Nay,  it  will  please  him  well,  Kate :  it  shall  please 
him,  Kate. 

Kath.  Den,  it  shall  also  content  me. 

*  —  Dotwithstanding  the  poor  and  untbmptino  effect  of  my  vuage.]  "  Un- 
tempting "  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1G32,  for  untempering  of  the  folio,  1(J23,  followed 
by  the  other  editions  in  the  same  form.  There  can  now  surely  be  no  doubt  about  a 
corruption,  which  Warburton  was  the  first,  in  modem  times,  to  point  out.  Ther« 
is  no  corresponding  passage  in  the  4to0. 
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E.  Em.  Upon  that  I  kiss  your  band,  and  I  odi  3^00!  mtf 
queen.  -*    ' 

Kath.  Laissez,  man  seigneur,  lats^ez,  laUteM/  Kd  fBfg^j^m^ 
veux  point  que  fxme  ahhaissen  wmtre  gnrndeur^en  btUttmi  la  mumm 
ffune  vostreindigne  serviteure :  ^excuBe%moy,jevom  mfpli$,mok 
Me  puissant  seigneur. 

K.  Sen.  Then  I  will  kifls  your  lips,  Kate. 

Kath.  Lee  dames,  et  damaiselles,  pour  estre  boMlm 
leur  nopces,  il  n'est  pas  la  caAtume  de  France, 

K.  Hen.  Madam  my  interpreter,  what  says  aheP 

Alice.  Dat  it  is  not  be  de  fashion  pmir  les  ladies  of 
— ^I  oannot  tell  what  is,  baiser,  in  English. 

K.  Hen.  To  kiss. 

AUce.  Your  majesty  entend  bettre  que  moy. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  not  a  fashion  for  the  maids  in  France  to  Uii 
before  they  are  married,  would  she  say  P 

Alice.  Ouy,  prat^ment. 

K.  Sen.  O,  Eate !  nice  customs  curtesy  to  great 
Dear  Eate,  you  and  I  cannot  be  confined  widiin  tiie 
list  of  a  country's  feshion :  we  are  the  makers  of  Tnanmni^ 
Eate;  and  the  liberty  that  follows  our  places  stops  the 
of  all  find*faults,  as  I  will  do  your's,  for  upholdingiba 
fashion  of  your  country  in  denying  me  a  kiss:  ihflf«ftn| 
patiently,  and  yielding.  [^E^tssing  her.']  ToahaTe 
in  your  lips,  Eatet  there  is  more  eloquence  in  a 
of  them,  than  in  the  tongues  of  the  French  conndl ;  and  Hm^ 
should  sooner  persuade  Harry  of  England,  than  a  geaml 
petition  of  monarchs.    Here  comes  your  fis^ther.  ^J 


Unter  the  French  King  and  Queen,  Buxgundt, 
Gloster,  Exeter,  Westmoreland,  and  other  FrenA 
English  Lords. 
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Bur.  God  save  your  majesty.    My  royal  cousin. 
Teach  you  our  princess  Englidi  ? 

K.  Sen.   I  would  have  her  learn,  my  fiur  ooniii^ 
perfectly  I  love  her ;  and  that  is  good  English.  iniA 

Bur.  Is  she  not  apt?  A. 

K.  Hen.  Our  tongue  is  rough,  co2,  and  my  oondilKn^;  Ja 
not  smooth ;  so  that,  haying  neither  the  voice  nor  ^ir 
of  flattery  about  me,  I  cannot  so  conjure  up  the  qpicit 
in  ber,  that  be  will  appear  in  his  true  likeness. 

Bur,  Pardon  the  frankness  of  my  miitib,  if  ] 
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for  that.  If  you  would  conjure  in  her,  you  must  make  & 
circle ;  if  conjure  up  love  in  her  in  his  true  likeness,  he  must 
appear  naked,  and  blind.  Can  you  blame  h^r,  then,  being  a 
maid  yet  rosed  over  with  the  virgin  crimson  of  modesty,  if 
she  deny  the  appearance  of  a  naked  blind  boy  in  her  naked 
seeing  self  ?  It  were,  my  lord,  a  hard  condition  for  a  maid 
to  consign  to. 

K,  Hen.  Yet  they  do  wink,  and  yield,  as  love  is  blind,  and 
enforces. 

Bur.  They  are  then  excused,  my  lord,  when  they  see  not 
what  they  do. 

K.  Hen.  Then,  good  my  lord,  teach  your  cousin  to  consent 
winking. 

Bur.  I  will  wink  on  her  to  consent,  my  lord,  if  you  will 
teach  her  to  know  my  meaning :  for  maids,  well  summered 
and  warm  kept,  are  like  flies  at  Bartholomew-tide,  blind, 
though  they  hav^  their  eyes;  and  then  they  will  endure 
handling,  which  before  would  not  abide  looking  on. 

K.  Hen.  This  moral  ties  me  over  to  time,  and  a  hot  sum- 
mer ;  and  so  I  shall  catch  the  fly,  your  cousin,  in  the  latter 
end,  and  she  must  be  blind  too. 

Bur.  As  love  is,  my  lord,  before  it  loves. 

K.  Hen.  It  is  so :  and  you  may,  some  of  you,  thank  love 
for  my  blindness,  who  cannot  see  many  a  fair  French  city, 
for  one  fair  French  maid  that  stands  in  my  way. 

Fr.  King.  Yes,  my  lord,  you  see  them  perspectively :  the 
cities  turned  into  a  maid,  for  they  are  all  girdled  with  maiden 
walls  that  war  hath  never  entered  *. 

K,  Hen.  Shall  Kate  be  my  wife  ? 

Fr.  King.  So  please  you. 

K.  Hen.  I  am  content,  so  the  maiden  cities,  you  talk  of, 
may  wait  on  her  ;  so  the  maid,  that  stood  in  the  way  for  my 
wish,  shall  show  me  the  way  to  my  will. 

Pr.  King.  We  have  coilsented  to  all  terms  of  reason. 

K.  Hen.  Is't  so,  my  lords  of  England  P 

West.  The  king  hath  granted  every  article  : 
His  daughter,  first ;  and  then  in  sequel,  aU  *, 

»  —  that  war  bath  nkvbk  entered.]  The  folioi  all  omit  "  never,"  clearly 
wanting  to  the  sense,  and  some  modem  editors  hare  supplied  the  deficiency  with- 
oat  any  notice.  We  refrain  from  substituting  not  for  "  never,"  although  not  is  the 
negative  inserted  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  :  "  never  "  has  perhaps  greater  force  here. 

•  —  and  then  in  sequel,  all,]  Then^  which  is  not  in  the  folio,  16*23,  was  added 
after  "  and,"  most  likely  for  the  take  of  the  metre,  in  the  folio,  1632. 
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According  to  their  firm  proposed  natures. 

JSxe.  Only,  he  hath  not  yet  subscribed  this  : — 
Where  your  majesty  demands, — that  the  king  of  France, 
having  any  occasion  to  write  for  matter  of  grant,  shall  name 
your  highness  in  this  form,  and  with  this  addition,  in  French, 
— Notre  trh  cher  filz  Henry  roy  d'Angkterre,  heretier  de 
France ;  and  thus  in  Latin, — Preeclarissimus  /Uius  ^  nosier 
HenricuSy  rex  Angliw,  et  hwres  Francue. 

Fr.  King.  Nor  this  I  have  not,  brother,  so  denied, 
But  your  request  shall  make  me  let  it  pass. 

K.  lien.  I  pray  you,  then,  in  love  and  dear  alliance. 
Let  that  one  article  rank  with  the  rest ; 
And,  thereupon,  give  me  your  daughter. 

Fr.  King.  Take  her,  fair  son ;  and  from  her  blood  raise  up 
Issue  to  me,  that  the  contending  kingdoms 
Of  France  and  England,  whose  very  shores  look  pale, 
With  envy  of  each  other's  happiness. 
May  cease  their  hatred ;  and  this  dear  conjunction 
Plant  neighbourhood  and  christian-like  accord 
Li  their  sweet  bosoms,  that  never  war  advance 
His  bleeding  sword  'twixt  England  and  fair  France. 

All.  Amen! 

K.  Hen.  Now  welcome,  Kate : — and  bear  me  witness  all. 
That  here  I  kiss  her  as  my  sovereign  queen.  [Flourish. 

Q.  Isa.  God,  the  best  maker  of  all  marriages. 
Combine  your  hearts  in  one,  your  realms  in  one ! 
As  man  and  wife,  being  two,  are  one  in  love. 
So  be  there  'twixt  your  kingdoms  such  a  spousal, 
That  never  may  ill  oflSce,  or  fell  jealousy, 
Which  troubles  oft  the  bed  of  blessed  marriage. 
Thrust  in  between  the  paction  of  these  kingdoms  *, 

^  —  Notre  TRBS  chbr//z —  and  thus  in  Latin, — PRJSCLARXSSiMUS^/tKt]  It 
appears  here  as  if  Shakespeare  intended  to  translate  irh  cher  by  the  Latin  word 
preeclarifsimtu :  but  the  fact  is,  as  Steevens  remarked,  he  only,  as  usual,  followed 
Holinshed :  Malone  adds,  "  In  all  the  old  historians  that  I  have  seen,  as  well  as  in 
Holinshed,  I  find  this  mistake ;  but  in  the  preamble  of  the  original  treaty  of 
Troyes,  Henry  is  styled  pracarUsimiu ;  and  in  the  22nd  article  the  stipulation  is, 
that  he  shall  always  be  called,  '  in  lingua  Gallicana  notre  tres  cher  fils,  &c  in 
lingua  vero  Latina  hoc  modo,  noster  pracaristimua  filius  Henricus,'  &c.  See 
Rymer's  Foed.  ix.  893."  In  Hall's  Chronicle,  as  Mr.  Knight  states,  the  epithet 
i^precharisnmw. 

*  —  the  PACTION  of  these  kingdoms,]  The  two  earliest  folios  have  ''the 
pation  of  these  kingdoms,"  an  obvious  typographical  error,  the  letter  e  hmTing 
dropped  out  The  third  folio,  1664,  substitutes  ^aM{(m  for  pation:  "paction" 
of  course  means  compact f  or  contract t  and  is  used  in  that  sense  by  our  old  wiiten. 
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To  make  divorce  of  their  incorporate  league ; 
That  English  may  as  French,  French  Englishmen, 
Receive  each  other ! — God  speak  this  Amen ! 

All.  Amen! 

K,  Hm.  Prepare  we  for  our  marriage : — on  which  day. 
My  lord  of  Burgundy,  we'll  take  your  oath. 
And  all  the  peers',  for  surety  of  our  leagues. 
Then  shall  I  swear  to  Eate,  and  you  to  me ; 
And  may  our  oaths  well  kept  and  prosperous  be !        [Exeunt* 

Enter  Chorus,  as  Epilogue^. 

Thus  far,  with  rough  and  all  unable  pen. 

Our  bending  author  hath  pursu'd  the  story ; 
In  little  room  confining  mighty  men, 

Mangling  by  starts  the  full  course  of  their  glory. 
Small  time^  but  in  that  small  most  greatly,  liVd 

This  star  of  England.     Fortime  made  his  sword. 
By  which  the  world's  best  garden  he  achiev'd. 

And  of  it  left  his  son  imperial  lord. 
Henry  the  sixth,  in  infant  bands  crown'd  king 

Of  France  and  England,  did  this  king  succeed : 
Whose  state  so  many  had  the  managing. 

That  they  lost  France,  and  made  his  England  bleed. 
Which  oft  our  stage  hath  shown ' ;  and  for  their  sake. 
In  your  fair  minds  let  this  acceptance  take.  [Exif. 

^  Enter  Chonis,  as  Epilogue.]  t.  e.  As  speaker  of  the  Epilogue.  In  the  com- 
mencement of  the  play  iv«  have  seen  Choros  introdaced  **  as  Prologne/'  and  both 
changes  seem  to  have  been  made  by  the  old  annotator  on  the  folio,  1632»  for  greater 
perspicuity :  the  fact  may  be  said  to  speak  for  itself. 

>  Which  oft  our  stage  hath  shown  ;]  Alluding,  of  course,  to  the  three  parts  of 
Henry  VI.,  which  had  been  frequently  represented  before  Shakespeare  wrote  his 
"  Henry  V.*'     See  our  Introduction  to  the  three  parts  of  Henry  VI. 
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"  The  first  Part  of  Henry  the  Sixt  '*  was  printed  originallj  in 
the  folio  of  1623,  where  it  occupies  twentj-four  pages ;  yiz.  from 
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This  historical  drama  is  first  found  in  the  folio  of  1628 :  no  earlier 
edition  of  it  in  anj  shape,  or  in  anj  degree  of  imperfectness,  has 
been  discovered.  Of  the  second  and  third  parts  of  "  Henry  VI.," 
copies  in  4to,  under  difierent  titles,  lengthened  in  some  speeches, 
and  abbreviated  in  others,  are  extant;  but  the  first  part  of 
"  Henry  VI."  appeared  originally  in  the  collected  edition  of  "  Mr. 
"William  Shakespeare's  Comedies,  Histories,  and  Tragedies,"  put 
forth  under  the  care  of  his  fellow-actors,  Heminge  and  Condell. 

This  single  fact  is  sufficient,  in  our  mind,  to  establish  Shake- 
speare's claim  to  the  authorship  of  it,  even  were  we  to  take 
Malone's  assertion  for  granted  (which  we  are  by  no  means  in- 
clined to  do)  that  the  internal  evidence  is  opposed  to  that  claim. 
When  Heminge  and  Condell  published  the  folio  of  1623,  many  of 
Shakespeare's  contemporaries,  authors,  actors,  and  auditors,  were 
alive ;  and  the  player-editors,  if  they  would  have  been  guilty  of  the 
dishonesty,  would  hardly  have  committed  the  folly  of  inserting  a 
play  in  their  volume  which  was  not  his  production,  and  was 
well  known  to  have  been  the  work  of  some  rival  dramatist.  If  we 
imagine  the  frequenters  of  theatres  to  have  been  comparatively 
ignorant  upon  such  a  point,  living  authors  and  living  actors  must 
have  been  aware  of  the  truth,  and  in  the  face  of  these  Heminge 
and  Condell  would  not  have  ventured  to  appropriate  to  Shake- 
speare what  had  really  come  from  the  pen  of  another.  That  tricks 
of  the  kind  were  sometimes  played  by  fraudulent  booksellers,  in 
publishing  single  plays,  is  certainly  true ;  but  Heminge  and  Con* 
dell  were  actors  of  repute,  and  men  of  character :  they  were  present- 
ing to  the  world,  in  an  important  volume,  scattered  performances, 
in  order  to  '*  keep  the  n^emory  of  so  worthy  a  friend  and  fellow 
alive,  as  was  our  Shakespeare,"  and  we  cannot  believe  that  they 
would  have  included  any  drama  to  which  he  had  no  title.  In  all 
probability  they  had  acted  with  Shakespeare  in  the  first  part  of 
"  Henry  VI. :"  they  had  received  his  instructions  and  dii^ctions 
from  time  to  time  with  reference  to  the  performance  of  it,  and  they 
must  almost  necessarily  have  been  acquainted  with  the  real  state  of 
the  property  in  it. 

Our  opinion  is  therefore  directly  adverse  to  that  of  Malone,  who, 
having  been  "  long  struck  with  the  many  evident  Shakespeareanisms 
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in  these  plays,"  afterwards  came  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had 
been  entirely  mistaken,  and  that  none  of  these  peculiarities  were 
to  be  traced  in  the  first  part  of  "  Henry  VI. :"  "  I  am,  therefore 
(he  added),  decisively  of  opinion,  that  this  play  was  not  written 
by  Shakespeare."  To  support  this  notion,  he  published  a  **  Dis- 
sertation on  the  Three  Parts  of  King  Henry  VI.,"  in  which  he 
argued  that  the  first  part  was  not  only  not  the  authorship  of 
Shakespeare,  but  that  it  was  not  written  by  the  same  persons  who 
had  composed  the  second  and  third  parts  of  "  Henry  YI." 

With  reference  to  the  question,  how  far  and  at  what  time  Shake- 
speare became  connected  with  the  plays,  known  as  the  three  parts 
of  "  Henry  VI.,"  it  is  necessary  to  observe,  that  it  was  very  usual 
in  the  time  of  our  great  dramatist,  for  one  poet  to  take  up  the 
production  of  another,  and,  by  making  additions  to  and  improve- 
ments in  it,  to  appropriate  it  to  his  own  use,  or  to  the  use  of  the 
theatre  to  which  he  belonged.     This  practice  applied  to  the  works 
of  living  as  well  as  of  dead  poets,  and  it  has  been  conjectured  that 
when  Eobert  Greene,  in  his  "  Groatsworth  of  Wit,"  1592,  spoke 
of  Shakespeare,  as  "  the  only  Shake-scene  in  the  country,"  and  as 
'*  an  upstart  crow  beautified  with  our  feathers,"  he  alluded  chiefly 
to  the  manner  in  which  Shakespeare  had  employed  certain  dramas, 
by  Greene  and  others,  as  the  foundation  of  his  three  parts  of 
''Henry  VI."     These  certain  dramas  were  some  undiscovered 
original  of  the  first  part  of  "  Henry  VI. ;"  the  first  part  of  "  The  Con- 
tention betwixt  the  Two  Famous  Houses  of  York  and  Lancaster," 
1694 ;  ta\d  "  The  True  Tragedy  of  Eichard  duke  of  York,"  1595. 
It  was  by  making  additions,  alterations,  and  improvements  in  these 
three  pieces,  that  Shakespeare* s  name  became  associated  with  them 
as  their  author,  and  hence  the  player-editors  felt  themselves  justi- 
fied in  inserting  them  among  his  other  works  in  the  folio  of  1623. 

There  are  two  other  theories  respecting  the  elder  plays  we  have 
mentioned,  neither  of  them,  as  it  seems  to  us,  supported  by  suffi- 
cient testimony.  One  of  them  is,  that  the  first  part  of  "  Henry  .VI." 
as  it  is  contained  in  the  folio  of  1623,  the  first  part  of  the  *'  Con- 
tention," 1594,  and  the  "  True  Tragedy,"  1595,  were  in  fact  pro- 
ductions  by  Shakespeare  himself,  which  he  subsequently  enlarged 
and  corrected :  the  other  theory  is,  that  the  two  latter  were  early 
editions  of  the  same  dramas  that  we  find  in  the  folio,  and  that  the 
imperfections  or  variations  in  the  4to.  impressions  are  to  be  ac- 
counted for  by  the  surreptitious  manner  in  which  the  manuscript, 
from  which  they  were  printed,  was  obtained  by  the  booksellers. 
In  support  of  the  first  of  these  opinions,  little  better  than  con- 
jecture can  be  produced,  contradicted  by  the  expressions  of  Greene 
in  1592,  as  far  as  those  expressions  apply  to  these  plays ;  and  with 
regard  to  the  second  opinion,  in  some  places  the  4to.  editions  of 
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the  first  part  of  the  "  Contention  "  and  the  "  True  Tragedy  "  are 
fuller,  bj  many  lines,  than  the  copy  in  the  folio,  1623,  which  would 
hardly  have  been  the  case,  had  the  dialogue  been  taken  down  in 
short-hand,  and  corrected  by  memory :  in  the  next  place,  some  of 
the  speeches  have  such  a  degree  of  completeness  and  regularity 
as  to  render  it  improbable  that  they  were  obtained  by  so  uncertain 
and  imperfect  an  expedient.  We  think  it  most  Ukely  that  the 
first  p<u*t  of  '*  Henry  YI."  was  founded  upon  a  preyious  play, 
although  none  such-  has  been  brought  to  light ;  and  that  the  ma- 
terials for  the  second  and  third  parts  of  "  Henry  VI.**  were  mainly 
derived  from  the  older  dramas  of  the  first  part  of  "  The  Contention 
betwixt  the  Two  Famous  Houses  of  York  and  Lancaster,'*  1594, 
and  "  The  True  Tragedy  of  Richard  Duke  of  York,"  1696. 

Although  no  such  drama  has  come  down  to  us,  we  know,  on  the 
authority  of  Henslowe*s  Diary,  (p.  22.)  that  there  was  a  play  called 
''  Henry  the  VI."  acted  on  3rd  March,  1591-2,  and  so  popuUr  as  to 
have  been  repeated  twelve  times.  This  was,  perhaps,  the  piece 
which  Shakespeare  subsequently  altered  and  improved,  and  to  which 
Nash  alludes  in  his  "  Pierce  Penniless,"  1592  (sign.  H.  2.),  where 
he  speaks  of  "  brave  Talbot "  having  been  made  "  to  triumph  again 
on  the  stage,**  after  having  been  two  hundred  years  in  his  tomb. 
Malone  (Shakespeare,  by  Boswell,  vol.  iii.  p.  298.)  concludes  de- 
cisively in  the  affirmative  on  both  these  points,  forgetting,  however, 
that  the  "  Henry  the  VI."  acted  by  Henslowe's  company,  might 
possibly  be  a  play  got  up  and  represented  in  consequence  of  the 
success  of  the  drama  in  the  authorship  of  which  Shakespeare  was 
concerned. 

If  our  great  dramatist  founded  his  first  part  of  "  Henry  VI." 
upon  the  play  produced  by  Henslowe's  company,  of  course,  it 
could  not  have  been  written  until  after  March,  1692 ;  but  with 
regard  to  the  precise  date  of  its  composition  we  must  remain  in 
uncertainty.  Malone*s  later  notioii  was,  as  we  have  already  ob- 
served, that  Shakespeare's  hand  was  not  to  be  traced  in  any  part 
of  it ;  but  Steevens  called  attention  to  several  remarkable  coin- 
cidences of  expression,  and  passages  might  be  pointed  out  so  much 
in  the  spirit  abd  character  of  Shakespeare,  that  we  cannot  conceive 
them  to  have  come  from  any  other  pen.  Coleridge  has  instanced 
the  opening  of  the  play  as  unlike  Shakespeare's  metre  (Lit.  Ee- 
mains,  vol.  ii.  p.  184.)  :  he  was  unquestionably  right ;  but  he  did 
not  advert  to  the  fact,  of  which  there  is  the  strongest  presumptive 
evidence,  that  more  than  one  author  was  engaged  on  the  work. 
The  very  discordance  of  style  forms  part  of  the  proof;  and  in  his 
Lectures  in  1818,  Coleridge  adduced  many  lines  which  he  believed 
must  have  been  written  by  Shakespeare* 
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DUKE  OF  EXETER. 

HENRY  BEAUFORT,  Bishop  of  Winchester. 
JOHN  BEAUFORT,  Earl  of  Somerset. 
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EDMUND  MORTIMER,  Earl  of  March. 
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SIR   JOHN   FASTOLFE.     SIR  WILLIAM   LUCY.      SLR 
WILLIAM  GLANSDALE.    SIR  THOMAS  GARaRAVE. 
WOODVILLE,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower.     Mayor  of  London. 
VERNON,  of  the  White  Rose,  or  York  Faction. 
BASSET,  of  the  Red  Rose,  or  Lancaster  Faction. 

CHARLES,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards  King  of  France. 

REIGNIER,  Duke  of  Anjou,  and  King  of  Naples. 

DUKES  OF  BURGUNDY  and  ALEN9ON.    BASTARD  OF 

ORLEANS. 
Governor  of  Paris.     Master  Gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Son. 
General  of  the  French  Forces  in  Bourdeaux. 
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MARGARET,  Daughter  to  Reignier. 

COUNTESS  OF  AUVERGNE. 

JOAN  LA  PUCELLE,  commonly  called  Joan  of  Arc. 

_  *  ^__ 

Fiends  appearing  to  La  Puceile,  Lords,  Warders  of  the  Tower, 

Heralds,  Officers,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  several  Attendants 

both  on  the  English  and  French. 

SCENE,  partly  in  England,  and  partly  in  France. 

'  Rowe  first  made  and  prefixed  a  list  of  characters. 
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ACT  I.    SCENE  I. 

Westminster  Abbey. 

Dead  March  *.  The  corpse  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth  is  dis- 
covered,  lying  in  state ;  attended  on  by  the  Dukes  ^Bedford, 
Gloster,  and  Exeter  ;  the  Earl  of  Warwick,  the  Bishop 
q/*  Winchester,  Heralds,  8fc, 

Bed.  Hung  be  the  heavens  with  black,  yield  day  to  night ! 
Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states. 
Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sky, 
And  with  them  scourge  the  bad  revolting  stars, 
That  have  consented  unto  Henry's  death  I 
King  Henry  the  fifth ',  too  famous  to  live  long  I 
England  ne'er  lost  a  king  of  so  much  worth. 

Glo.  England  ne'er  had  a  king,  until  his  time. 
Virtue  he  had,  deserving  to  command : 
His  brandish'd  sword  did  blind  men  with  his  beams ; 
His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings ; 

'  Dead  March.]  In  our  old  stage  a  curtain  did  not  riae,  but  curtains  wow 
drawn  apart,  and  the  characters,  &c.  entered;  and  sach  was  the -case  in  this 
instance,  as  appears  by  the  old  stage-direction  in  these  words:— "Dead  march. 
Enter  the  fiineral  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth,  attended  on  by  the  Dnke  of  Bedford, 
Regent  of  France ;  the  Duke  of  Gloster,  Protector ;  the  Duke  of  Exeter ;  War- 
wick ;  the  Bishop  of  Winchester,  and  the  Dake  of  Somerset." 

*  King  Henry  the  fifth,]  In  the  corr.  fo.  1632  "  King  "  is  erased,  probably,  for 
the  sake  of  the  measure ;  bat  as  '*  King  "  may  have  been  considered  necessary  in 
order  to  denote  more  emphatically  who  was  intended,  we  leare  it  in  the  text. 
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His  sparkling  eyes,  replete  with  wrathful  fire, 
More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  enemies, 
Than  mid-day  sun  fierce  bent  against  their  faces. 
What  should  I  say  ?  his  deeds  exceed  all  speech : 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand  but  conquered. 

JSxe.  We  mourn  in  black :  why  mourn  we  not  in  blood  ? 
Henry  is  dead,  and  never  shall  revive. 
Upon  a  wooden  cofiSn  we  attend ; 
And  death's  dishonourable  victory 
We  with  our  stately  presence  glorify, 
Like  captives  bound  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What !  shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap, 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow  ? 
Or  shall  we  think  the  subtle- witted  French 
Conjurers  and  sorcerers,  that,  afraid  of  him, 
By  magic  verses  have  contrived  his  end  P 

Win.  He  was  a  king,  bless'd  of  the  King  of  kings. 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadful  judgment  day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  sight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  he  fought : 
The  church's  prayers  made  him  so  prosperous. 

Gh.    The  church!    where  is  it?     Had  not  ohurGhmen 
pray'd. 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  so  soon  decay'd : 
None  do  you  like  but  an  efieminate  prince, 
Whom,  like  a  school-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 

JFin.  Gloster,  whate'er  we  like,  thou  art  protector. 
And  lookest  to  command  the  prince,  and  realm. 
Thy  wife  is  proud ;  she  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
More  than  God,  or  religious  churchmen  may. 

Glo.  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'st  the  flesh ; 
And  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou  go'st, 
Except  it  be  to  pray  against  thy  foes. 

Bed.  Cease,  cease  these  jars,  and  rest  your  minds  in  peace ! 
Let's  to  the  altar : — Heralds,  wait  on  us. — 
Instead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  our  arms, 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead. 
Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years. 
When  at  their  mothers'  moist  eyes  babes  shall  suck  *, 

*  When  at  their  mothers'  moist  eyes  babes  shall  suck  J  This  is  the  line  ts  it 
stands  in  the  folio,  1632 :  that  of  1623  has  moisien'd  for  *<  moist/'  giving  a  n- 
dandant  syllable.  It  is  impossible  to  read  the  line  as  verse,  if  moitten'd  be 
preserved  in  it. 
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Our  isle  be  made  a  marisli  of  salt  tears  *, 
And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead. — 
Henry  the  fifth !  thy  ghost  I  invocate ; 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils ! 
Combat  with  adverse  planets  in  the  heavens ! 
A  far  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  will  make, 
Than  Julius  GaBsar,  or  bright  Cassiop^  *. 

Mnter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  honourable  lords,  health  to  you  all. 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter,  and  discomfiture : 
Guienne,  Champaigne,  Rheims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Ghiysors,  Poictiers,  are  all  quite  lost. 

Bed.  What  say'st  thou,  man,  before  dead  Henry's  corse  ? 
Speak  softly,  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burst  his  lead,  and  rise  from  death. 

Oio.  Is  Paris  lost  ?  is  Rouen  yielded  up  ? 
If  Henry  were  recall'd  to  life  again, 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield  the  ghost. 

£xe.  How  were  they  lost  ?  what  treachery  was  us'd  ? 

Mess.  No  treachery ;  but  want  of  men  and  money. 
Among  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered, — 
That  here  you  maintain  several  factions ; 
And  whilst  a  field  should  be  despatch'd  and  fought, 
You  are  disputing  of  your  generals. 
One  would  have  lingering  wars  with  little  cost ; 
Another  would  fly  swift,  but  wanteth  wings ; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  all ', 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  obtained. 

*  —  a  MARiSH  of  salt  tears,]  Pope  substituted  "  maiish/'  t.  e.  martkf  for 
nourish  t  which  is  the  word  in  the  first  and  in  the  later  folios. 

^  Than  Julius  Ciesar,  or  bright  Cassiope.]  In  all  the  old  copies  a  blank  is 
left  for  the  name  of  the  constellation.  It  is  difficult  to  account  for  the  omission, 
and  various  modes  of  supplying  the  deficiency  hare  been  proposed,  the  most 
plausible  (indeed  so  apparently  right  that  we  have  inserted  it)  being  that  of  the 
old  annotator  on  the  folio,  1632,  who  wrote  '*  Cassiop^  ''  in  the  margin.  Drayton 
in  his  '*  Endymion  and  Phoebe,"  1594,  applies  the  same  epithet  to  the  same  con- 
stellation—" bright  Cassiopey  ''  as  he  there  spells  it ;  and  we  ha?e  little  doubt  that 
Cassiope,  or  Cassiopey  was  what  the  poet  wrote.  Professor  Mommsen  adopt! 
**  Cassiop^  "  without  any  question : — 

*'  Als  Julius  Ciisar  oder  Cassiopeia.'' 

'  A  third  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  all,]  '*  Man  "  is  from  the  folio, 
1632;  and  it  is  necessary,  unless  we  suppose,  as  Malone  might  ha?e  contended, 
that  "  third  "  is  to  be  pronounced  ts  a  diasjUablA. 
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Awake,  awake,  English  nobility ! 
Let  not  sloth  dim  your  honours  new-begot : 
Cropp'd  are  the  flower-de-luces  in  your  arms ; 
Of  England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Uxe.  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral, 
These  tidings  would  call  forth  her  flowing  tides! 

JBed.  Me  they  concern ;  regent  I  am  of  France. — 
Give  me  my  steeled  coat !     I'll  fight  for  France. — 
Away  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  robes ! 
Wounds  will  I  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermissive  miseries. 

Unter  another  Messenger. 

2  Mess,  Lords,  view  these  letters,  fiill  of  bad  mischance. 
France  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite. 

Except  some  petty  towns  of  no  import : 
The  Dauphin,  Charles,  is  crowned  king  in  Rheims ; 
The  bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd ; 
Eeignier,  duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part ; 
The  duke  of  Alen5on  flieth  to  his  side. 

Hxe,  The  Dauphin  crowned  king !  all  fly  to  him  ! 

0  !  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach  ? 

Oio,  We  will  not  fly,  but  to  our  enemies*  throats. — 
Bedford,  if  thou  be  slack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 

JBed.  Gloster,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  forwardness  ? 
An  army  have  I  muster'd  in  my  thoughts. 
Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

JEnter  a  third  Messenger. 

3  Mess.  My  gracious  lords,  to  add  to  your  laments, 
Wherewith  you  now  bedew  king  Henry's  hearse, 

1  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  fight. 
Betwixt  the  stout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French. 

Win.  Whaf !  wherein  Talbot  overcame  ?  is't  so  ? 

3  Mess.  0,  no  !  wherein  lord  Talbot  was  o'erthrown : 
The  circumstance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  August  last,  this  dreadful  lord. 
Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  scarce  fuU  six  thousand  in  his  troop. 
By  three-and-twcnty  thousand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompassed  and  set  upon. 
No  leisure  had  he  to  enrank  his  men ; 
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He  wanted  pikes  to  set  before  his  archers ; 

Instead  whereof,  sharp  stakes,  pluck'd  out  of  hedges. 

They  pitched  in  the  ground  confusedly, 

To  keep  the  horsem^i  off  from  breaking  in. 

More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued ; 

Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought, 

Enacted  wonders  with  his  sword  and  lance. 

Hundreds  he  sent  to  hell,  and  none  durst  stand  him ; 

Here,  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  slew. 

The  French  exclaim'd,  the  devil  was  in  arms ; 

AU  the  whole  army  stood  agaz'd  on  him. 

His  soldiers,  spying  his  undaunted  spirit, 

A  Talbot !     A  Talbot !  cried  out  amain, 

And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 

Here  had  the  conquest  fully  been  seal'd  up,  • 

If  sir  John  Fastolfe '  had  not  play'd  the  coward : 

He,  being  in  the  vaward,  plac'd  behind  • 

With  purpose  to  relieve  and  follow  them. 

Cowardly  fled,  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 

Hence  grew  the  general  wreck  and  massacre : 

Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies. 

A  base  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace, 

Thrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  the  back ; 

Whom  all  France,  with  their  chief  assembled  strength. 

Durst  not  presimie  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

JBed.  I&  Talbot  slain  P  then,  I  will  slay  myself. 
For  living  idly  here  in  pomp  and  ease. 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foe-men  is  betray'd. 

'  If  sir  John  Fastolfb]  Mis-spelt  Falttaffe  in  the  old  copies,  bat  not  of 
course  intended  for  the  humorons  knight,  who  figures  in  **  Henry  IV./'  Parts  I. 
and  II.  and  who  died  in  "  Henry  V."  The  text  relates  to  the  historical  sir  John 
Fastolfe,  who,  as  Fuller  complains  (Worthies,  1662,  p.  263),  had  been  misrepre- 
sented on  the  stage,  as  "  a  Thrasonical  puff,"  when  in  (act  he  was  "  as  laliant  as 
any  of  his  age/'  However,  Hall  and  Holinshed  assert  that  he  was  degraded  for 
cowardice,  although  subsequently,  "upon  good  reason  alleged  in  his  defence, 
restored  to  his  honours." 

"  He  being  in  the  vaward,  plac'd  behind]  The  "  vaward  "  is  the  advanced 
body  of  the  army  (see  Vol.  ii.  p.  447)i  and  this  passage  has  been  hitherto  thought 
a  contradiction,  inasmuch  as  the  *'  vaward ''  could  not  be  "  behind.''  But  the 
meaning  of  Shakespeare  seems  to  be,  that  what  was  usually  the  "  vaward  "  of  the 
army  had  in  this  instance  purposely  been  "  plac'd  behind,"  in  order  to  **  relieve 
and  follow  "  the  re^.  This  explanation  seems  to  remove  a  difficulty  felt  and  ex- 
pressed by  most  of  the  commentators.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has  **  rearward"  for 
*' vaward,"  but  if  that  were  right,  "plac'd  behind  "  would  be  unnecessary :  we 
therefore  leave  the  text  as  in  the  old  copies. 
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3  Mess.  Oy  no !  he  lives ;  but  is  took  prisoner. 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,  and  lord  Hungerford : 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'd,  or  took,  likewise. 

Bed.  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  shall  pay. 
I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne ; 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransom  of  my  friend : 
Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of  our's. — 
Farewelli  my  masters ;  to  my  task  will  I. 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwith  I  am.  to  make. 
To  keep  our  great  Saint  Qeorge's  feast  withal : 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe  quake  *• 

3  Mess.  So  you  had  need ;  for  Orleans  is  besieg'd. 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint ; 
The  earl  of  Salisbury  craveth  supply, 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny, 
Since  they,  so  few,  watch  such  a  multitude. 

£x€.  Remember  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry  sworn. 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly. 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  I  do  remember  it ;  and  here  take  my  leave, 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  [  JSnl^. 

Gio.  I'll  to  the  Tower,  with  all  the  haste  I  can, 
To  view  th'  artillery  and  munition  ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  yoimg  Henry  king.  [^.EapU. 

Hxe.  To  Eltham.  will  I,  where  the  young  king  is. 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  governor ; 
And  for  his  safety  there  I'll  best  devise.  [JSSrt/. 

Win.  Each  hath  his  place  and  function  to  attend : 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-office : 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  steal  \ 
And  sit  at  chiefest  stem  of  public  weal.  [^Etii. 

'  —  shall  MAKB  all  Europe  quake.]  **  Make"  and  **  qoake ''  touiid awkwardlj, 
but  that  of  itself  is  no  sufficient  reason  for  substituting  cause,  which  we  find  in  the 
margin  of  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

1  —  I  intend  to  steal,]  **  I  intend  to  send  **  is  the  word  in  the  foligs,  bat 
"  steal/'  as  we  are  assured  by  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  ought  to  be  substituted :  Uie  h/ct 
was  historically  so,  the  rhyme  most  probable ;  and  the  old  printer,  who  had  just 
composed  **  intend,''  following  it  by  send,  may  have  fancied  that  it  afforded  the 
proper  jingle  at  the  conclusion  of  the  scene.  Mason  was  in  &¥our  of  "  steal,"  and 
was  the  first,  in  modem  times,  to  propose  it. 
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SCENE  II. 

France.     Before  Orleans. 

Flourish.    Enter  Charles,  tcith  his  Forces ;  ALSNfON^ 

Beionieb,  and  others. 

Char.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the  heavens^ 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known  *. 
Late  did  he  shine  upon  the  English  side, 
Now  we  are  victors ;  upon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment  but  we  have  P 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie  near  Orleans, 
The  whiles  the  famish'd  English,  like  pale  ghosts  •, 
Faintly  besiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 

Alen.  They  want  their  porridge,  and  their  fat  bull-beeves : 
Either  they  must  be  dieted  like  mules. 
And  have  their  provender  tied  to  their  mouths, 
Or  piteous  they  will  look  like  drowned  mice. 

Beig.  Let's  raise  the  siege.     Why  live  we  idly  here  P 
Talbot  is  taken  whom  we  wont  to  fear : 
Kemaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury, 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  spend  his  gall ; 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 

Char.  Sound,  soimd  alarum !  we  will  rush  on  them. 
Now,  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French  * ! 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me, 
When  he  sees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly.  [^Exeunt. 

9  —  to  this  day  is  not  known.]  So  N«8h  (says  Steerens)  in  the  address  to  the 
reader  before  his  *'  Have  with  Yon  to  Saffron  Walden/'  1596:  "You  are  as 
ignorant  in  the  trae  movings  of  my  muse,  as  the  astronomers  are  in  the  true 
movings  o/Martf  which  to  this  day  they  could  never  attain  to."  Mr.  Singer,  per- 
haps not  knowing  the  book  itself,  quotes  it,  second  hand,  by  its  second  title. 

'  Thk  whiles  the  fitmish'd  English,  like  pale  ghosts,]  It  is  misprinted  Other' 
whiles  in  all  editions,  and  amended  (most  irresistibly)  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632  as  we 
have  given  it,  improving  the  sense  and  correcting  the  measure. 

*  —  the  FORLORN  French !]  The  epithet  is  changed  to  forborne  in  the  corr. 
fo.  1632,  and  perhaps  rightly,  meaning  ironically  that  the  French  had  been  spared 
by  the  English ;  but  we  do  not  change  the  word,  because  the  original  is  well 
adapted  to  the  place.  For  a  similar  reason  we  do  not  amend  '*  fly  *'  to  /lee, 
in  the  next  line  but  one,  thinking  that  the  author  may  purposely  have  intended  to 
avoid  so  obvious  a  rhyme,  existing  perhaps  in  the  unknown  older  play,  upon  which 
we  suppoee  *'  Henry  VI.,  Part  I.,"  to  have  been  founded. 
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Alarums;  Excursions;  afterwards  a  Retreat  *. 

Be-efiter  Charles,  ALEN90N,  Reignier,  and  others. 

Char.  Who  ever  saw  the  like  ?  what  men  have  I ! — 
Dogs !  cowards !  dastards ! — I  would  ne'er  have  fled, 
But  that  they  left  me  'midst  my  enemies. 

Iteig.  Salisbury  is  a  desperate  homicide ; 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life : 
The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food, 
Do  rush  upon  us  as  their  hungry  prey. 

Alen.  Froissart,  a  countryman  of  our's,  records, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred, 
Durinjg  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign. 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified ; 
For  none  but  Samsons,  and  Goliasses, 
It  sendeth  forth  to  skirmish.     One  to  ten ! 
Lean  raw-bon'd  rascals !  who  would  e'er  suppose 
They  had  such  courage  and  audacity  ? 

Char,    Let's  leave  this  town;    for  they  are  hair-brain'd 
slaves. 
And  hunger  will  enforce  them  be  more  eager  • ; 
Of  old  I  know  them ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forsake  the  siege. 

Beig.  I  think,  by  some  odd  gimmals,  or  device ', 
Their  slth^b  are  set  like  clocks  still  to  strike  on ; 
Else  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  so,  as  they  do. 
By  my  consent,  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 

Alen,  Be  it  so. 

Enter  the  Bastard  of  Orleans, 

Bast,  Where's  the  prince  Dauphin  P  I  have  news  for  him. 
Char.  Bastard  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome  to  us. 

'  Alarums;  Excursions;  afterwards  a  Retreat]  The  stage-directioii  in  ihe 
folio  is,  "  Here  Alarum  :  they  are  beaten  back  by  the  English  with  g;reat  loss." 

6  —  enforce  them  be  more  eager :]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632 :  the  early  reading  is 
**  enforce  them  to  be  more  eager/'  but  no  ellipsis  can  be  commoner,  and  it  cor- 
rects the  versification. 

7  1  think,  by  some  odd  gimmals,  or  device,]  A  "  gimmal,"  or  gimmor^  as  it 
is  spelt  in  the  folio,  1623,  is  a  piece  of  machinery,  which  in  the  text  is  snpposed  to 
strike,  like  the  figures  in  connexion  with  clocks,  which  of  old  struck  the  boms. 
The  etymology  has  been  disputed ;  but  probably  it  is  from  the  Latin  getmtUut., 
This  is  the  derivation  given  by  Skinner,  EtymoL  Ling,  Angl,  We  have  had 
*'  gimmal  bits,"  or  double  bits,  for  horses  mentioned  in  *<  Henry  V./'  A.  it.  sc.  3. 
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Bast  Metliinks,  your  looks  are  sad,  your  cheer  appall'd  : 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  offence  ? 
Be  not  dismayed,  for  succour  is  at  hand : 
A  holy  maid  hither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which,  by  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  heaven, 
Ordained  is  to  raise  this  tedious  siege, 
And  drive  the  English  forth  the  bounds  of  France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath, 
Exceeding  the  nine  sibyls  of  old  Rome ; 
What's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  she  can  descry. 
Speak,  shall  I  call  her  in  ?    Believe  my  words, 
For  they  are  certain  and  unfallible. 

Char,  Go,  call  her  in. — [Exit  JBastard.']  But  first,  to  try 
her  skill, 
Keignier,  stand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place : 
Question  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  stem. 
By  this  means  shall  we  sound  what  skill  she  hath.      [Retires. 

Enter  La  Pucelle,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  and  others. 

JReig.  Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt  do  these  wond'rous  feats  ? 

Puc.  Reignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkest  to  beguile  me  P 
Where  is  the  Dauphin  P — Come,  come  from  behind ; 
I  know  thee  well,  though  never  seen  before. 
Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart. — 
Stand  back,  you  lords,  and  givQ  us  leave  awhile. 

Iteig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  first  dash. 

Puc.  Dauphin,  I  am  by  birth  a  shepherd's  daughter, 
My  wit  untrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art. 
Heaven  and  our  gracious  Lady  *  hath  it  pleas'd 
To  shine  on  my  contemptible  estate : 
Lo !  whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs. 
And  to  sun's  parching  heat  displayed  my  cheeks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  me ; 
And,  in  a  vision  full  of  majesty, 
Will'd  me  to  leave  my  base  vocation. 
And  free  my  country  from  calamity. 
Her  aid  she  promis'd,  and  assured  success : 
In  complete  glory  she  revcal'd  herself; 
^Vnd,  whereas  I  was  black  and  swart  before, 

*  HeaTen  and  our  gracioas  Lady]   The  words  "  gradotu  Lady  *'  are  accidentally 
transposed  in  the  folios :  corrected  in  MS.  in  the  folio,  1632. 

VOL.  III.  U  U 
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With  those  clear  rays  which  she  infiis'd  on  me. 

That  beauty  am  I  bless'd  with,  which  you  may  see. 

Ask  me  what  question  thou  canst  possible, 

And  I  will  answer  unpremeditated : 

My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dtur'st. 

And  thou  shalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  sex. 

Resolve  on  this ;  thou  shalt  be  fortunate, 

If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 

Char.  Thou  hast  astonished  me  with  thy  high  terms. 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make : 
In  single  combat  thou  shalt  buckle  with  me ', 
And,  if  thou  vanquishest,  thy  words  are  true ; 
Otherwise,  I  renounce  all  confidence. 

Puc.  I  am  prepared.     Here  is  my  keen-edg'd  sword, 
Deck'd  with  five  flower-de-luces  on  each  side ; 
The  which  at  Touraine,  in  Saint  Katharine's  churchyard. 
Out  of  a  great  deal  of  old  iron  I  chose  forth. 

Char,  Then,  come  o*  God's  name :  I  fear  no  woman. 

Puc,  And,  while  I  live,  I'll  ne'er  fly  from  a  man. 

iTheyfight\ 

Char.  Stay,  stay  thy  hands  I  thou  art  an  Amazon, 
And  fightest  with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 

Ptw,  Christ's  mother  helps  me,  else  I  were  too  weak. 

Char,  Whoe'er  helps  thee,  'tis  thou  that  must  help  me. 
Impatiently  I  bum  with  thy  desire ; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hast  at  once  subdued. 
Excellent  Pucelle,  if  thy  name  be  so. 
Let  me  thy  servant,  and  not  sovereign,  be : 
'Tis  the  French  Dauphin  sueth  thus  to  thee  *. 

Puc,  I  must  not  yield  to  any  rites  of  love, 
For  my  profession's  sacred,  from  above : 

•  —  thou  shalt  BUCKLE  with  me,]  We  have  seen  in  "  Henry  IV.,  Pm^  II.," 
A.  i.  sc.  ],  p.  431,  that  to  '*  buckle  **  means  to  bend:  here  we  are  to  take  it  as  to 
strive  with,  t.  e.  to  clasp  each  other  in  the  conflict,  as  if  buckled  together.  A 
buckle  was  originally  so  called  because  it  was  bent.  The  last  line  of  this  ipeecdi 
runs  much  better  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  <'  Or  I  renounce  all  confidence  in  yoiu" 
and  the  rhyme  may  formerly  have  existed  in  the  old  drama ;  but  the  verse  as  it 
stands  is  complete,  and  alteration  seems  inexpedient. 

*  They  fight.]  The  old  stage-direction  is,  "  Here  they  fight,  and  Joan  de  Puori 
overcomes.''     Possibly,  the  last  line  ended  with  '*  no  man." 

>  —  sueth  thus  to  thee.]     The  reviser  of  this  old  play  did  not  alter  the  rhymea 

in  the  speech  of  Pucelle  which  follows  these  words,  and  we  may  feel  assiired 

*that  the  Dauphin  closed  his  address  with  a  rhyme :  it  is  misrepresented  in  tliiiy 

respect  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  we  here  restore  the  jingle  by  altering  the  positioQ  of 

three  small  words, — '*  to  thee  thus/' — as  they  are  altered  in  the  coir.  fo.  1638. 
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When  I  have  chased  all  thy  foes  fix^m  hence^ 
Then  will  I  think  upon  a  recompense. 

CJuir,  Mean  time  look  gracioxis  on  thy  prostrate  thrall. 

Reig.  My  lord,  methinks,  is  very  long  in  talk. 

Alen,  Doubtless  he  shrives  this  woman  to  her  smock. 
Else  ne'er  could  he  so  long  protract  his  speech. 

Reig,  Shall  we  disturb  him,  since  he  keeps  no  mean  P 

Alen,  He  may  mean  more  than  we,  poor  men,  do  know : 
These  women  are  shrewd  tempters  with  their  tongues. 

Reig,  My  lord,  where  are  you  P  what  devise  you  on  P 
Shall  we  give  over  Orleans,  or  no  P 

Puc.  Why,  no,  I  say :  distrustful  recreants  ! 
Fight  till  the  last  gasp ;  I  will  be  your  guard. 

Char.  What  she  says,  I'll  confirm :  we'll  fight  it  out. 

Puc,  Assign'd  am  I  to  be  the  English  scourge. 
This  night  the  siege  assuredly  I'll  raise : 
Expect  Saint  Martin's  summer,  halcyon  days, 
Since  I  have  entered  into  these  wars. 
Glory  is  like  a  circle  in  the  water. 
Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself. 
Till  by  broad  spreading  it  disperse  to  nought. 
With  Henry's  death  the  English  circle  ends ; 
Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  included. 
Now  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship. 
Which  Ca58ar  and  his  fortune  *  bare  at  once. 

Char,  Was  Mahomet  inspired  with  a  dove  P 
Thou  with  an  eagle  art  inspired,  then. 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Constantino, 
Nor  yet  St.  Philip's  daughters  were  like  thee. 
Bright  star  of  Venus,  fall'n  down  on  the  earth, 
How  may  I  reverently  worship  thee  enough  P 

Alen,  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raise  the  siege. 

Reig,  Woman,  do  what  thou  canst  to  save  our  honours. 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 

Char.  Presently  we'll  try. — Come,  let's  away  about  it : 
No  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  prove  false.  [Exeunt. 

'  Whicb  Ctesar  and  his  fortune]  It  is  amended  to  fortunet  in  the  oorr.  fo. 
1632,  but  '*  fortune,"  in  the  singular,  may  very  well  keep  its  place.  So,  in  the 
concluding  line  of  the  next  speech,  the  last  syllable  of  "  reverently ''  is  struck  out 
by  the  old  annotator,  and  it  certainly  is  somewhat  injurious  to  the  metre ;  but  the 
adverb  is  grammatical,  and  we  reprint  it. 
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SCENE  III. 

London.     Tower  Hill. 

Unter,  at  the  Gates,  the  Duke  of  Gloster,  tvith  his  Serving-men, 

Oh.  I  am  come  to  survey  the  Tower  this  day ; 
Since  Henry^s  death,  I  fear,  there  is  conveyance  *. — 
Where  be  these  warders,  that  they  wait  not  here  ? 
Open  the  gates !     'Tis  Gloster  that  calls  *.       \8eTvanU  knock, 

1  Ward.  [Within.']  Who's  there,  that  knocks   so   impe- 
riously ? 

1  Serv.  It  is  the  noble  duke  of  Gloster. 

2  Ward.  [  Within.']  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may  not  be  let  in. 
1  Serv.  Villains,  answer  you  so  the  lord  protector  P 

1  Ward.  [  Within.]  The  Lord  protect  him  I  so  we  answer 
him: 
We  do  no  otherwise  than  we  are  will'd. 

Glo.  Who  willed  you  P  or  whose  will  stands  but  mine  P 
There's  none  protector  of  the  realm  but  I. — 
Break  up  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warrantize. 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  grooms  P 

\_Glo8ter's  Men  rush  at  the  gate^. 

Enter,  to  the  Gates,  Woodville,  the  Lieutennnt. 

Wood.  [  Within.]  What  noise  is  this  P  what  traitors  have 
we  here  P 

Glo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you  whose  voice  I  hear  P 
Open  the  gates !  here's  Gloster  that  would  enter. 

Wood.  \_Within.]  Have  patience,  noble  duke;  I  may  not 
open; 
The  cardinal  of  Winchester  forbids : 
From  him  I  have  express  commandement. 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  shall  be  let  in. 

Glo.  Faint-hearted  Woodville,  prizest  him  'fore  me  P 

♦  —  I  fear,  thcire  is  conveyance.]  i.  e.  Fraud  or  /^ecu/a/ion,— perhaps  /A^. 
See  this  Vol.  p.  291. 

»  'Tis  Gloster  that  calls.]  "  That  now  calls  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  possiblj  for 
the  parjiose  of  patching  the  defective  verse.  So  again,  lower  down,  Gloster  is 
made,  in  the  same  authority,  to  ask  '*  Who  will'd  you  to  7**  but  if  we  read 
"  willed  "  as  two  syllables,  no  addition  is  required. 
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Arrogant  Winchester,  that  haughty  prelate, 
Whom  Henry,  our  late  sovereign,  ne'er  could  brook  P 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  God,  or  to  the  king : 
Op^i  the  gates,  or  I'll  shut  thee  out  shortly. 

1  Serv,  Open  the  gates  unto  the  lord  protector. 
Or  we'll  burst  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not  quickly. 

Enter  Winchester,  attended  by  Servants  in  tatoney  coats  *. 

Win,  How  now,  ambitious  Humphrey !  what  means  this  P 

Olo,  Pill'd  priest  \  dost  thou  command  me  to  be  shut  out  P 

Win,  I  do,  thou  most  usurping  proditor, 
And  not  protector,  of  the  king  or  realm. 

Glo,  Stand  back,  thou  manifest  conspirator, 
Thou  that  contriv'dst  to  murder  our  dead  lord ; 
Thou  that  giv'st  whores  indulgences  to  sin  *. 
I'll  canvass  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat  *, 
K  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  insolence. 

Win,  Nay,  stand  thou  back ;  I  will  not  budge  a  foot : 
This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  cursed  Cain ', 
To  slay  thy  brother  Abel,  if  thou  wilt. 

Oh,  I  will  not  slay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee  back. 
Thy  scarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing-cloth 
I'll  use  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

Win,  Do  what  thou  dar'st ;  I'll  beard  thee  to  thy  face. 

'  —  Servants  in  tawnby  coats.]  The  attendants  of  a  bishop  seem  to  haire 
been  usually  so  attired.  Stow,  in  a  passage  quoted  by  Steerens,  speaks  on  one 
occasion  of  the  Bishop  of  London,  who  was  *'  attended  on  by  a  goodly  company  of 
gentlemen  in  tatoney  eoait.**  Summoners,  officers  belonging  to  the  Bishops' 
Courts,  also  wore  **  tawney  coats." 

'  Pill'd  priest,]  **  Pill'd  **  is  what  is  now  usually  s^lt  peePd,  and  in  the  folio, 
1623,  the  orthography  of  the  word  is  pield ,-  but  we  have  had  it  before,  in  exactly 
the  same  sense,  in  "  Measure  for  Measure,''  A.  i.  sc.  2.  The  allusion  is  to  the 
shaven  crown  of  the  Bishop  of  Winchester. 

*  —  indulgences  to  sin.]  The  Stews  in  Southwark  were  formerly  under  the 
jarisdiction  of  the  bishops  of  Winchester,  whose  palace  (a  relic  of  which  is  still 
left)  stood  near  those  on  the  Bankside.  See,  in  a  note  to  the  Percy  Sodety't 
reprint  of  Rowley's  *'  Search  for  Money,"  p.  46,  a  curious  and  early  account  of  Uie 
Stews  in  Southwark. 

'  I'll  CANVASS  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat,]  t.  e.  I'll  tifl  thee.  CotgraTe 
renders  eanabatter  (which  Skinner  says  means  to  beat  hemp)  by  the  words  *'  to 
canvara,  or  curiously  to  examine,  or  sift  out." 

'  This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  cursed  Cain,]  Reed  pointed  out  the  following 
illustrative  quotation  from  **  The  Travels  of  Sir  John  Mandeville :" — **  And  in  that 
place  where  Damascus  was  founded,  Kayn  sloughe  Abel  his  brother."  Ritson 
added  the  subsequent  passage  from  the  **  Polychronicon :" — **  Damascus  is  as 
much  as  to  say  shedding  of  blood ;  for  there  Chaym  slew  Abel,  and  hid  him  in  the 
sand." 
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Glo,  What !  am  I  dar*d,  and  bearded  to  my  feuse  P — 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privileged  place ; 
Blue  coats  to  tawney  coats  *.     Priest,  beware  your  beard ; 

[6iX)STER  and  his  Men  attack  the  Bi&hop. 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  soundly. 
Under  my  feet  I  stamp  thy  cardinal's  hat. 
In  spite  of  pope  or  dignities  of  church ; 
Here  by  the  cheeks  1*11  drag  thee  up  and  down. 

Win.  Gloster,  thou'lt  answer  this  before  the  pope. 

Glo.  Winchester  goose  * !  I  cry — a  rope !  a  rope  ! — 
Now  beat  them  hence,  why  do  you  let  them  stay  ? — 
Thee  I'll  chase  hence,  thou  wolf  in  sheep's  array. — 
Out,  tawney  coats !— -out,  scarlet  hypocrite ! 

[Gloster's  Men  beat  out  the  Cardinal's  Men. 

Enter,  in  the  hurly-biirli/,  the  Mayor  of  London  and  his  Officers. 

May.  Fie,  lords !  that  you,  being  supreme  magistrates. 
Thus  contiuneliously  should  break  the  peace. 

Glo,  Peace,  mayor !  thou  knowest  little  of  my  wrongs. 
Here's  Beaufort,  that  regards  nor  God  nor  king, 
Hath  here  distrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  use. 

Win.  Here's  Gloster  too  *,  a  foe  to  citizens ; 
One  that  still  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'ercharging  your  free  purses  with  large  fines ; 
That  seeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Because  he  is  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And  would  have  armour,  here,  out  of  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himself  king,  end  suppress  the  prince. 

Glo.  I  will  not  answer  thee  with  words,  but  blows. 

[^They  skirmish  again. 

*  Blue  coats  to  tawney  coats.]  The  asual  livery  of  senrants  at  the  period  when 
Shakespeare  wrote,  and  long  before,  was  bine :  snch  therefore  was  Uie  ooloor  of 
the  dress  worn  by  the  attendants  on  the  Duke  of  Gloster. 

*  Winchester  goose!]  Johnson  here  understands  an  allusion  to  the  "conse* 
quence  of  love  **  for  the  inhabitants  of  the  Stews,  under  the  control  of  the  Bishop  of 
Winchester :  that  •*  consequence  "  was  certainly  called  "  a  Winchester  goose  "  by 
many  old  writers  (see  Dyce's  Webster's  Works,  Vol.  iii.  p.  328),  but  there  seems 
no  necessary  reference  to  it  in  the  text,  though  it  may  have  been  intended. 

*  Here's  Gloster  too,]  The  word  "too"  is  from  the  folio,  1632.  In  the 
corr.  fo.  1632  the  word  "e'er"  is  erased  in  the  next  speech  of  the  Mayor,  ap- 
parently  for  the  same  reason  that  "  too  "  was  inserted  above :  "  e'er  "  b,  however, 
worse  than  needless,  and  we  omit  it.  Instead  of  this  course,  Mr.  Singer,  without 
warrant  from  any  old  copy,  and  without  notice,  omits  the  verb  "  cry."  If  Shake- 
speare's text  be  arbitrarily  altered,  at  least  the  reader  ought  to  be  i^priaed  of  the 
fact :  that  omission  may  have  been  merely  accidental. 
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May.  Nought  rests  for  me,  in  tliis  tumultuous  strife, 
But  to  make  open  proclamation. — 
Come,  officer :  as  loud  as  thou  canst  cry. 

OflF.  All  manner  of  men,  assembled  here  in  arms  this  day,  against 
God*s  peace  and  the  king's,  we  charge  and  command  you,  in 
his  highness'  name,  to  repair  to  your  several  dwelling-places ; 
and  not  to  wear,  handle,  or  use,  any  sword,  weapon,  or  dagger, 
henceforicard,  upon  pain  of  death. 

Olo.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law ; 
But  we  shall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at  large. 

Win.  Gloster,  we'll  meet,  to  thy  dear  cost  *  be  sure : 
Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have*  for  this  day's  work. 

May.  I'll  call  for  clubs  *,  if  you  will  not  away. — 
This  cardinal's  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 

Olo.  Mayor,  farewell :  thou  dost  but  what  thou  may'st. 

Win.  Abominable  Gloster !  guard  thy  head ; 
For  I  intend  to  have  it  oflF,  ere  long '.  [Exeunt. 

May.  See  the  coast  clear'd,  and  then  we  will  depart. — 
Good  God !  that  nobles  should  such  stomachs  bear  I 
I  myself  fight  not  once  in  forty  year.  [Exeunt. 
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France.    Before  Orleans. 

Enter,  on  the  Walls,  the  Master*  Gunner  and  his  Son. 

M.  Oun.  Sirrah,  thou  know'st  how  Orleans  is  besieg'd, 
And  how  the  English  have  the  suburbs  won. 

Son.  Father,  I  know ;  and  oft  have  shot  at  them, 
Howe'er  unfortimate  I  miss'd  mv  aim. 

M.  Chin.  But  now.  thou  shalt  not.     Be  thou  rul'd  by  me : 
Chief  master-gunner  am  I  of  this  town ; 

5  —  to  thy  DiAR  cost]  So  the  second  folio ;  which  Beema  to  have  been  edited, 
as  regards  this  play,  with  more  than  usoal  care.     The  first  folio  omits  "  dear/' 

*  I'll  call  for  CLUBS»]  The  usual  cry  in  the  city  in  case  of  tumult.  See  ''  As 
You  Like  It,"  A.  v.  sc.  2,  Vol.  u.  p.  422. 

'  For  I  intend  to  have  it  off,  ere  long.]  The  word  <*  off  **  is  from  the  corr. 
fo.  1632,  and  is  clearly  necessary  for  sense  and  verse.  Two  lines  lower  then  of  the 
old  copies  is  amended  to  *'  that''  on  the  same  authority,  and  with  nearly  equal 
necessity.  Kowe  took  this  course,  but  without  any  such  warrant  as  we  now 
fortunately  possess. 
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Something  I  must  do  to  procure  me  grace. 

The  prince's  espials  have  informed  me, 

How  the  English,  in  the  suburbs  close  intrench'd^ 

"Wont,  through  a  secret  grate  *  of  iron  bars 

In  yonder  tower,  to  overpeer  the  city ; 

And  thence  discover,  how,  with  most  advantage. 

They  may  vex  us  with  shot,  or  with  assault. 

To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 

A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainst  it  I  have  plac'd ; 

And  even  these  three  days  have  I  watch'd,  if  I 

Could  see  them. 

Now,  do  thou  watch,  for  I  can  stay  no  longer  *. 

If  thou  spy'st  any,  run  and  bring»me  word. 

And  thou  shalt  find  me  at  the  governor's.  [.Sri/. 

San,  Father,  I  warrant  you ;  take  you  no  care : 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  spy  them. 

Enter,  in  an  upper  Chamber  of  a  Tower,  the  Lords  Salisbury 
and  Talbot  ;  Sir  William  Glansdale,  Sir  Thomas  Gar- 
grave,  and  others, 

Sal,  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy  I  again  retum'd  P 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prisoner. 
Or  by  what  means  got'st  thou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Discourse,  I  pr'ythee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal,  The  duke  of  Bedford '  had  a  prisoner. 
Called  the  brave  lord  Ponton  de  Santrailes ; 
For  him  I  was  exchang'd  and  ransomed. 
But  with  a  baser  man  of  arms  by  far. 
Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  barter'd  me : 
Which  I  disdaining  scom'd ;  and  craved  death. 
Bather  than  I  would  be  so  vile-esteem'd  * : 

•  Wont,  through  a  secret  grate]  The  old  copies  have  Went  for  "  Wont;"  but 
the  latter,  suggested  by  Tyrwhitt,  seems  to  accord  better  with  the  rest  of  the  pas* 
sage,  and  the  misprint  was  a  very  easy  one,  •*Wont,'*  for  "are  wont,"  is  a 
frequent  elliptical  expression  in  our  old  poets. 

'  —  for  I  can  otay  no  longer.]  On  some  accounts  the  wording  and  regulation 
of  the  folio,  1633,  seems  preferable :  it  is  this : 

**  And/W/y  even  these  three  days  have  I  watch'd 
If  I  could  see  them.     Now,  boyf  do  thou  watch, 
For  I  can  stay  no  longer," 
Oft  my  post,  adds  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  in  order  to  complete  the  line.    Our  regulation 
is  not  precisely  that  of  the  folio,  1623,  because  there  we  have  two  imperfisct  linos 
instead  of  only  one. 

1  The  DUKE  of  Bedford]     In  the  folios  he  is  here  by  mbtake  called  earl, 

*  —  80  TiLS-eateem'd  :]     The  old  reading  (and  it  runs  through  all  the  folios) 
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In  fine,  redeemed  I  was  as  I  desired. 

But,  0 !  the  treacherous  Fastolfe  wounds  my  heart ; 

Whom  with  my  bare  fists  I  would  execute, 

If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

Sal.  Yet  tell'st  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  entertained. 

Tal,  With  scoffs,  and  scorns,  and  contumelious  taunts. 
In  open  market-place  produced  they  me, 
To  be  a  public  spectacle  to  all : 
Here,  said  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  ^French, 
The  scare-crow  that  affiights  our  children  so. 
Then  broke  I  (rom  the  officers  that  led  me, 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  stones  out  of  the  ground. 
To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  shame. 
My  grisly  countenance  made  others  fly ; 
None  durst  come  near  for  fear  of  sudden  death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  secure ; 
So  great  fear  of  my  name  'mongst  them  was  spread. 
That  they  suppos'd  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel, 
And  spurn  in  pieces  posts  of  adamant. 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  I  had. 
That  walk'd  about  me  every  minute- while. 
And  if  I  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed, 
Ready  they  were  to  shoot  me  to  the  heart  *. 

Sal,  I  grieve  to  hear  what  torments  you  endur'd. 
But  we  will  be  reveng'd  sufficiently. 
Now,  it  is  supper-time  in  Orleans : 


\Bf  **pil*d  esteem'd/'  an  evideDt  misprint  for  **  Tilo-esteem'd."  **  Vile  "  was  often 
of  old  spelt  vildf  and  hence,  perhaps,  the  error.  Mr.  Singer  naturally  adopts  our 
explanation  of  the  cause  of  the  corruption  here,  but  does  not  remark  upon  the 
confusion  frequently  occasioned  by  the  misspelling  of  **  vile  **  vild,  in  our  old 
dramatists  especially.  Viid  seems  to  have  been  brought  into  use  when  the 
word  was  followed  by  a  vowel,  as  in  '*  viid-wteemed  ;**  but  it  is  of  course  quite 
opposed  to  etymology,  and  what  purpose  it  can  serve  to  retain  vildf  when  all  the 
world  has  agreed  to  use  "  vile,"  we  cannot  divine.  Yet  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce, 
throughout  his  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  and  elsewhere,  confounds  the  two,  some- 
times printing  **  vile  "  (as  he  ought  to  have  done  in  all  cases)  and  sometimes 
treating  us  with  vild.  We  need  not  enter  fnto  proofs  to  show  how  injudicious  this 
irregularity  is,  and  we  may  say,  with  all  due  deference,  that  it  would  almost  be  better 
to  adhere  to  a  vulgarism  (for  it  is  nothing  else)  and  a  corruption,  than  to  introduce 
this  inconvenient  variation.  Whoever  now  spells  *'  vile  "  vild  7  We  reprint  Shake- 
speare in  the  orthography  of  our  time,  save  in  a  few  strictly  exceptional  cases. 

*  —  to  shoot  me  to  the  heart.]  Here,  according  to  the  old  stage-direction,  the 
Master-Gunner's  Son  enters  "  with  a  linstock  "  in  order  to  fire  upon  Salisbury, 
Talbot,  &c.  How  the  scene  was  contrived  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare  we  know 
not,  but  the  imaginations  of  the  spectators  must  necessarily  have  been  considerably 
stretched. 
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Here,  tlirough  this  grate,  I  count  each  one. 

And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify : 

Let  lis  look  in ;  the  sight  will  much  delight  thee. — 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  sir  William  Glansdale, 

Let  me  have  your  express  opinions, 

Where  is  best  place  to  make  our  battery  next. 

Oar.  I  think,  at  the  north  gate  ;  for  there  stand  lords. 

Olan.  And  I,  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the  bridge. 

Tal,  For  aught  I  see,  this  city  must  be  famiph'd. 
Or  with  light  skirmishes  enfeebled  *. 

[^Shotfrom  the  Toum.    Salisbury  and  Sir 
Tho.  Gargrave /«//. 

Sal,  0  Lord !  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched  sinners. 

Oar,  0  Lord  !  have  mercy  on  me,  woeful  man. 

Tal,  What  chance  is  this,  that  suddenly  hath  crossed  us  ? — 
Speak,  Salisbury ;  at  least,  if  thou  canst  speak : 
How  far'st  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men  ? 
One  of  thy  eyes  *,  and  thy  cheek's  side  struck  off! — 
Acxiursed  tower  !  accurst!  fatal  hand, 
That  hath  contrived  this  woeful  tragedy ! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame ; 
Henry  the  fifth  he  first  trained  to  the  wars : 
Whilst  any  trump  did  sound,  or  drum  struck  up, 
His  sword  did  ne'er  leave  striking  in  the  field. — 
Yet  liVst  thou,  Salisbury  P  though  thy  speech  doth  fail. 
One  eye  thou  hast  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace : 
The  sun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world. — 
Heaven,  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive, 
If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands  • ! — 
Bear  hence  his  body ;  I  will  help  to  bury  it. — 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  hast  thou  any  life  ? 
Speak  unto  Talbot ;  nay,  look  up  to  him. — 
Salisbury,  cheer  thy  spirit  with  this  comfort ; 

Thou  shalt  not  die,  whiles 

He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  smiles  on  me, 

*  Or  with  light  skirmishes  enfeebled.]  We  ueed  hardly  remark  that  nich  words 
as  "enfeebled/'  "assembled,"  &c.  were  often  used  bf  our  old  dramatists  as 
quadrisyllables.  To  read  <*  through  "  thorough,  in  the  first  line  of  this  page,  would 
not  cure  its  defective  metre,  unless  we  could  also  insert  can^  '•  I  can  count,"  ficc. 

^  One  of  THY  eyes,]  The  corr.  fo.  1G32  here  introduces  an  unusual  refinement 
of  emendation,  by  changing  *'  thy  "  to  thine  before  "  eyes." 

*  If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands !]  This  and  the  eight  preceding  lines 
are  struck  out  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  and  they  were  probably  not  repeated  whien  the 
old  annotator  saw  the  play. 
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As  who  should  say,  "  When  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Remember  to  avenge  me  on  the  French." — 
Plantagenet,  I  will ;  and  like  thee,  Nero ', 
Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  bum : 
"Wretched  shaU  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

[^An  Alarum ;  it  thunders  and  lightens. 
What  stir  is  this  ?    What  tumult's  in  the  heavens  ? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum,  and  the  noise  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  my  lord !  the  French  have  gathered  head : 
The  Dauphin,  with  one  Joan  la  Pucelle  join'd, 
A  holy  prophetess,  new  risen  up, 
Is  come  with  a  great  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

[Salisbury  lifts  himself  up,  and  groans*. 

Tal,  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth  groan ! 
It  irks  his  heart  he  cannot  be  reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen,  I'll  be  a  Salisbury  to  you, 
Pucelle  or  puzzel,  dolphin  or  dogfish ', 
Your  hearts  I'll  stamp  out  with  my  horse's  heels, 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  your  mingled  brains. — 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  tent. 
And  then  we'll  try  what  dastard  Frenchmen  dare  '*. 

\_JExeunt,  bearing  out  the  bodies. 

'  —  and  like  thee,  Nero,]  "  Nero  **  was  omitted  in  the  first  iblio ;  but  the 
sense  fills  up  the  blank,  and  possibly  the  word  had  dropped  out.  We  have  pre- 
viously had  blanks  (see  p.  651  and  666),  but  there  they  were  supplied  by  what 
printers  call  a  ruU :  here  there  is  no  such  indication  of  deficiency. 

'  Salisbury  lifts  himself  up,  and  groans.]  So  the  expressive  itage-direction  in 
the  old  copies  is  worded :  modem  editors  say  only,  **  Salisbury  groans." 

'  Pucelle  or  puzzil,  dolpbin  or  dogfish.]  **  Puzzel"  in  the  time  of  Shake- 
speare, meant  a  low  prostitute,  and  Minsheu  derives  it  from  the  Italian  puzza, 
mains  foetor;  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  it  is  not  merely  a  corruption  of 
pucelle,  apphed  in  derision  to  women  of  that  abandoned  class,  and  particularly 
to  French  prostitutes,  in  accordance  with  a  passage,  dted  by  Toilet,  where  the 
'<  puzzles  of  Paris,"  i.  e.  the  pueeilez  of  Paris,  are  mentioned.  "  Dauphin  "  is  in- 
variably printed  Dolphin  in  the  folio,  1623,  and  so  it  seems  to  have  been  pro- 
nounced on  our  stage :  hence  "  dolphin  or  dogfish." 

*®  And  then  we'U  try  what  dastard  Frenchmen  dare.]  There  are  many  lines 
in  these,  and  indeed  in  other  plays,  where  we  may  feel  assured  that  the  original 
measure  has  been  spoiled  by  the  coi-rupt  insertion  or  exclusion  of  expletives. 
The  word  '*  these  "  in  this  line,  before  "  dastard,"  is  in  point,  for  both  sense  and 
metre  are  improved  by  the  erasure  of  it  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  In  the  same  way 
small  unimportant  words  are  often  needed  to  complete  defective  measure ;  but, 
of  course,  in  both  cases,  we  feel  bound  to  adhere  to  the  usual  authorities,  when  we 
have  no  reason  to  suppose  that  those  authorities  are  in  error. 
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SCENE  V. 

The  Same.    Before  one  of  the  Gates. 

Alarum.  Skirmishings.  Taxbot  pursues  the  Dauphin^  and 
drives  him  in :  then  enter  Joan  la  Pucelle,  driving  English^ 
men  before  her.     Then  enter  Talbot. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valour,  and  my  force  P 
Our  English  troops  retire,  I  cannot  stay  them  ; 
A  woman  clad  in  armour  chaseth  them. 

£nter  La  Pucelle. 

Here,  here  she  comes. — ^I'll  have  a  bout  with  thee ; 
Devil,  or  devil's  dam,  I'll  conjure  thee. 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch  *, 
And  straightway  give  thy  soul  to  him  thou  serv*st. 

Pue.  Come,  come ;  'tis  only  I  that  must  disgrace  thee. 

{They  fight. 

Tal.  Heavens,  can  you  suffer  hell  so  to  prevail  P 
My  breast  I'll  burst  with  straining  of  my  courage, 
And  from  my  shoulders  crack  my  arms  asimder, 
But  I  will  chastise  this  high-minded  stnmipet. 

JPm.  Talbot,  farewell ;  thy  hour  is  not  yet  come : 
I  must  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 
O'ertake  me  if  thou  canst ;  I  scorn  thy  strength. 
Go,  go,  cheer  up  thy  hunger-starved  men ; 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  testament : 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  shall  be. 

[Pucelle  enters  the  Toum,  with  Soldiers. 

Tal.  My  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's  wheel ; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do. 
A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers  as  she  lists : 
So  bees  with  smoke,  and  doves  with  noisome  stench, 
Are  from  their  hives  and  houses  driven  away. 
They  call'd  us  for  our  fierceness  English  dogs ; 

*  Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,  thou  art  a  witch,]  It  waa  supposed  of  old,  and 
the  superstition  has  sunrived  even  to  our  own  day,  that  if  blood  could  be  drmwn 
from  a  witch,  the  enchantment  was  dissolved,  and  her  power  at  an  end.  • 
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Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  run  away.    [-4  short  Alarum. 

Hark,  countrymen !  either  renew  the  fight, 

Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat ; 

Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  in  lions'  stead : 

Sheep  run  not  half  so  timorous  from  the  wolf*, 

Or  horse,  or  oxen,  from,  the  leopard. 

As  you  fly  from  your  oft-subdued  slaves. 

[Alarum.    Another  skirmish. 
It  will  not  be. — ^Retire  into  your  trenches  : 
You  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death. 
For  none  would  strike  a  stroke  in  his  revenge. — 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans 
In  spite  of  us,  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
0,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury ! 
The  shame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

lAlarum.    Retreat.    Exeunt  Talbot  and  his  Forces. 


SCENE  VI. 

The  Same. 

Flmirish.  Enter,  on  the  Walls,  Pucelle,  Charles,  Beignieb, 

ALEN90N,  and  Soldiers. 

Puc,  Advance  our  waving  colours  on  the  walls ! 
Rescu'd  is  Orleans  (rom  the  English  wolves  *. 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hath  perform'd  her  word. 

Char.  Divinest  creature,  bright  Astnea's  daughter. 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  this  success  ? 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitfiil  were  the  next. — 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetess  I — 
Recover'd  is  the  town  of  Orleans : 


*  Sheq)  run  not  half  80  timorous  from  the  wolf,]  The  folio,  1623,  reads 
ireacherotu,  and  the  word  was  adopted  in  all  editions  previous  to  that  of  Pope, 
who  properly  changed  it  to  **  timorous.''  The  leaf  of  the  corr.  fo.  1(R)2,  containisg 
this  and  many  other  passages,  is  unfortunately  lost. 

*  Rescu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  English  wolves.]  The  word  "wolves"  is 
derived  from  the  second  folio,  and  seems  necessary,  though  Malone  strangely  con- 
tends that  '*  English  "  ought  to  be  pronounced  as  a  trisyllable.  In  the  next  line 
but  one,  *'  bright "  is  also  from  the  second  foUo;  but  Malone  goes  the  absurd 
length  of  insisting  that  **  Astrsa  "  ought  to  be  pronounced  Aiteraa, 
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More  blessed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  state. 

Reig.  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  aloud*  througliout  the 
town? 
Dauphin,  command  the  citizens  make  bonfires, 
And  feast  and  banquet  in  the  open  streets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen,  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth  and  joy. 
When  they  shall  hear  how  we  have  play*d  the  men. 

Char,  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day  is  won. 
For  which  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her ; 
And  all  the  priests  and  friars  in  my  realm 
Shall  in  procession  sing  her  endless  praise. 
A  statelier  pyramis  to  her  I'll  rear. 
Than  Rhodope's,  or  Memphis',  ever  was : 
In  memory  of  her,  when  she  is  dead. 
Her  ashes,  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich-jewel'd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Transported  shall  be  at  high  festivals 
Before  the  kings  and  queens  of  Franco. 
No  longer  on  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry, 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  shall  be  France's  saint. 
Come  in ;  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  day  of  victory.  [Flourish.     Exeunt. 


ACT  n.    SCENE  I. 

The  Same. 

Entery  to  the  Gates,  a  French  Sergeant,  and  two  Sentineb. 

Serg,  Sirs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant. 
If  any  noise,  or  soldier,  you  perceive. 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  some  apparent  sign 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard.   [Exit  Sergeant. 

1  Sent,  Sergeant,  you  shall. — Thus  are  poor  servitors 

*  —  ring  not  out  the  bells  aloud]  Here  "  aloud  "  seems  snrpliuage,  m  ngtadB 
metre  and  meaning ;  for,  if  the  bells  were  rung  out,  they  must  be  rung  aloud.  It 
was  probably  an  interpolation. 
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(When  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds) 
Constrained  to  watch  in  darkness,  rain,  and  cold. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  and  Forces,  with  scaling 
Ladders;  their  Drums  heating  a  dead  march. 

Tal.  Lord  regent,  and  redoubted  Burgundy, 
By  whose  approach  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  and  Picardy,  are  friends  to  tls. 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  are  secure. 
Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banqueted. 
Embrace  we,  then,  this  opportunity. 
As  fitting  best  to  quittance  their  deceit. 
Contrived  by  art,  and  baleful  sorcery. 

Bed.    Coward   of   France ! — how   much  he    wrongs    his 
fame, 
Despairing  of  his  own  arm's  fortitude, 
To  join  with  witches,  and  the  help  of  hell. 

Bur,  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  so  pure  ? 

Tal,  A  maid,  they  say. 

Bed.  A  maid,  and  be  so  martial  P 

Bur.  Pray  God,  she  prove  not  masculine  ere  long ; 
If  imdemeath  the  standard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armour,  as  she  hath  begun. 

Tal.  Well,  let  them  practise  and  converse  with  spirits ; 
God  is  our  fortress,  in  whose  conquering  name 
Let  us  resolve  to  scale  their  flinty  bulwarks. 

Bed.  Ascend,  brave  Talbot ;  we  will  follow  thee. 

Tal.  Not  all  together :  better  far,  I  guess. 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways. 
That  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail. 
The  other  yet  may  rise  against  their  force. 

Bed.  Agreed.     I'll  to  yon  comer. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make  his  grave. — 
Now,  Salisbury,  for  thee,  and  for  the  right 
Of  English  Henry,  shaU  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  boimd  to  both. 

[^The  English  scale  the  walls,  crying  "  St.  George  !^ 
a  Talbot ! "  and  all  enter  the  Town. 

Se7it.  [  Within."]  Arm,  arm !  the  enemy  doth  make  assault ! 

[The  French  kqp  over  the  walls  in  their  shirts. 
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Enter,  several  wat/s,  Bastard,  ALEN50N,  BsiGNiEBy  half  ready ^ 

and  half  unready  *. 

Alen.  How  now,  my  lords !  what,  all  unready  so  P 

Bast,  Unready  ?  ay,  and  glad  we  'scap'd  so  well. 

Reig,  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  wake  and  leaye  our  beds. 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber  doors. 

Alen.  Of  all  exploitq,  since  first  I  followed  arms. 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize 
More  venturous,  or  desperate  than  this. 

Bast.  I  think,  this  Talbot  be  a  fiend  of  hell. 

B£ig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heavens,  sure,  favour  Iiini. 

Alen.  Here  cometh  Charles :  I  marvel,  how  he  sped. 

Ent^  Charles  and  La  Pucelle. 

Bast.  Tut !  holy  Joan  was  his  defensive  guard. 

Char.  Is  this  thy  cunning,  thou  deceitful  dame  P 
Didst  thou  at  first,  to  flatter  us  withal. 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain. 
That  now  our  loss  might  be  ten  times  so  much  ? 

Puc.  Wherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with  his  friend  P 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike  P 
Sleeping  or  waking  must  I  still  prevail. 
Or  will  you  blame,  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  P — 
Improvident  soldiers !  had  your  watch  been  good. 
This  sudden  mischief  never  could  have  fallen. 

Char,  Duke  of  Alen^on,  this  was  your  default. 
That,  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night. 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  safely  kept. 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government, 
We  had  not  been  thus  shamefiJly  surpriz'd. 

Bast.  Mine  was  secure. 

Reig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lord. 

Char.  And  for  myself,  most  part  of  all  this  night, 
Within  her  quarter,  and  mine  own  precinct, 
I  was  employed  in  passing  to  and  fro. 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels : 

- '  —  half  READY,  and  half  unready.]  t.  e.  Half  drettedf  and  half  undretted.. 
"  Ready  **  and  "  nnready/'  in  the  time  of  Shakespeare,  were  the  oommonest  words 
for  drtned  and  undressed.  Examples  might,  if  necessary,  be  pointed  out  in 
nearly  erery  old  writer. 
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Then  how,  or  which  way,  should  they  first  break  in  ? 

Pu€,  Question,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the  case, 
How,  or  which  way :  'tis  sure,  they  found  some  place 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the  breach  was  made ; 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this, — 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scattered  and  dispers'd, 
And  lay  new  platforms  *  to  endamage  them. 

Alarum.     Enter  an  English  Soldier^  crying,  "a  Talbot! 
a  Talbot !  '*     They  fly ,  leaving  their  clothes  behind. 

Sold,  I'll  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have  left. 
The  cry  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword ; 
For  I  have  loaden  me  with  many  spoils, 
Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.  [Exit. 


SCENE  II. 

Orleans.     Within  the  Town. 

Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  a  Captain,  and  others. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is  fled, 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  earth. 
Here  sound  retreat,  and  cease  our  hot  pursuit. 

[Retreat  sounded. 

Tal.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury ; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town. — 
Now  have  I  paid  my  vow  imto  his  soul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him, 
There  hath  at  least  five  Frenchmen  died  to-night. 
And  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold 
What  ruin  happen'd  in  revenge  of  him. 
Within  their  chiefest  temple  I'll  erect 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  interr'd : 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read. 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  sack  of  Orleans, 

•  And  lay  new  platforms]  i.  e.  Phi*  or  plant .  The  plot  of  a  play  was 
formerly  called  a  "  platform."  See  the  "  Hiat.  of  Eng.  Dram.  Poetry  and  the 
Stage,"  Vol.  iii.  p.  393,  &c.  Plot  and  plat  are  the  same  word,  only  in  the  last 
the  a  is  pronounced  very  broadly. 

VOL.  111.  X  X 
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The  treacherous  maimer  of  his  mournful  death, 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
But,  lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre, 
I  muse  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  grace, 
His  new-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc, 
Nor  any  of  his  false  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought,  lord  Talbot,  when  the  fight  began, 
Rous'd  on  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds, 
They  did,  amongst  the  troops  of  armed  men. 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur,  Myself,  as  far  as  I  could  well  discern. 
For  smoke,  and  dusky  vapours  of  the  night, 
Am  sure  I  scar'd  the  Dauphin,  and  his  trull ; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  swiftly  running, 
Like  to  a  pair  of  loving  turtle-doves, 
That  could  not  live  asunder,  day  or  night. 
After  that  things  are  set  in  order  here, 
"We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mess,  All  hail,  my  lords !     Which  of  this  princely  train 
Call  ye  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  acts 
So  much  applauded  through  the  realm  of  France  P 

Tal,  Here  is  the  Talbot ;  who  would  speak  with  him  P 

Mess,  The  virtuous  lady,  countess  of  Auvergne, 
With  modesty  admiring  thy  renown. 
By  me  entreats,  great  lord,  thou  would'st  vouchsafe 
To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies ; 
That  she  may  boast  she  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whose  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur,  Is  it  even  so  P     Nay,  then,  I  see,  our  wars 
Will  turn  imto  a  peaceful  comic  sport. 
When  ladies  crave  to  be  encountered  with. — 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  despise  her  gentle  suit. 

Tal,  Ne'er  trust  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world  of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory. 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-rul'd. — 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks. 
And  in  submission  will  attend  on  her. — 
Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  P 

Bed.  No,  truly,  it  is  more  than  manners  will ; 
And  I  have  heard  it  said,  imbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  they  are  gone. 
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Tal.  Well  then^  alone,  since  there's  no  remedy, 
I  mean  to  prove  this  ladjr's  courtesy. 
Come  hither,  captain.  [  WhispersJ] — ^You  perceiye  my  mind. 

Capt.  I  do,  my  lord,  and  mean  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  in. 

Auvergne.     Court  of  the  Castle. 

Enter  the  Countess  and  her  Porter. 

Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in  charge ; 
And,  when  you  have  done  so,  bring  the  keys  to  me. 

Port.  Madam,  I  will.  [Exit. 

Count.  The  plot  is  laid :  if  all  things  fall  out  right, 
I  shall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit. 
As  Scythian  Thomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight. 
And  his  achievements  of  no  less  account : 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witness  with  mine  ears, 
To  give  their  censure  of  these  rare  reports. 

Enter  Messenger  and  Talbot. 

Mess.  Madam,  according  as  your  ladyship  desir'd. 
By  message  craved,  so  is  lord  Talbot  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome. — ^What  I  is  this  the  man  P 

Mess.  Madam,  it  is. 

Count.  Is  this  the  scourge  of  France  ? 

Is  this  the  Talbot,  so  much  fear'd  abroad. 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  still  their  babes  P 
I  see  report  is  fabulous  and  false : 
I  thought  I  should  have  seen  some  Hercules, 
A  second  Hector  for  his  grim  aspect. 
And  large  proportion  of  his  strong-knit  limbs. 
Alas !  this  is  a  child,  a  silly  dwarf: 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  writhled  shrimp 
Should  strike  such  terror  to  his  enemies. 

Tal.  Madam,  I  have  been  bold  to  trouble  you ; 
But,  since  your  lad}rship  is  not  at  leisure, 
I'll  sort  some  other  time  to  visit  you.  [Going. 

Count.  What  means  he  nowP — Go  ask  him,  whither  he 
goes. 

xx2 
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Mess.  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot ;  for  my  lady  craves 
To  know  the  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Marry,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her  Talbot's  here. 

He-enter  Porter,  with  Key%, 

Count  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 

Tal.  Prisoner !  to  whom  ? 

Count,  To  me,  blood-thirsty  lord  ; 

And  for  that  cause  I  train'd  thee  to  my  house. 
Long  time  thy  shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me. 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs  ; 
But  now  the  substance  shall  endure  the  like. 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thine. 
That  hast  by  tyranny  these  many  years, 
"Wasted  our  country,  slain  our  citizens, 
And  sent  our  sons  and  husbands  captivate. 

Tal  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Count.  Laughest  thou,  wretch?   thy  mirth  shall  turn  to 
moan. 

TaL  I  laugh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond. 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  shadow. 
Whereon  to  practise  your  severity. 

Count,  Why,  art  not  thou  the  man  P 

Tal,  I  am  indeed. 

Count,  Then  have  I  substance  too. 

Tal,  No,  no,  I  am  but  shadow  of  myself : 
You  are  deceived,  my  substance  is  not  here ; 
For  what  you  see,  is  but  the  smallest  part. 
And  least  proportion  of  humanity. 
I  tell  you,  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here. 
It  is  of  such  a  spacious  lofty  pitch. 
Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count,  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce ' ; 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here : 

'  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the  nonce  ;]  **  For  the  nonce  "  is  for  the 
occasion  :  see  Vol.  ii.  p.  330.  *'  Merchant  **  was  often,  of  old,  used  as  a  term  of 
contempt:  thus  in  **  Jacob  and  Esau,"  1568,  A.  v.  sc.  6, 

'*  What,  ye  saucie  merchant,  are  ye  a  prater  now  ?" 
The  Morality  of''  The  Conflict  of  Conscience,"  1581,  contains  several-  instanoes  of 
the  same  application  of  the  term.     See  also  "  Romeo  and  Juliet,"  A.  ii.  sc  4, 
where  the  nurse  calls  Mercutio  "  a  saucy  merchant."  The  terms  "  merchant "  ^^ 
**  pedlar  "  were  of  old  sometimes  nearly  synonymous. 
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How  can  these  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Tal.  That  will  I  show  you,  lady,  presently  *. 

Se  icinds  his  Horn.     Drums  strike  up ;  a  peal  of  Ordnance. 
The  Gates  being  forced,  enter  Soldiers. 

How  say  you,  madam  P  are  you  now  persuaded, 
That  Talbot  is  but  shadow  of  himself? 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,  arms,  and  strength, 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks, 
Hazeth  your  cities,  and  subverts  your  towns. 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  desolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot,  pardon  my  abuse : 
I  find,  thou  art  no  less  than  fame  hath  bruited ', 
And  more  than  may  be  gathered  by  thy  shape. 
Let  my  presimiption  not  provoke  thy  wrath ; 
For  I  am  sorry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art. 

Tal.  Be  not  dismay'd,  fair  lady ;  nor  misconstrue 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mistake 
The  outward  composition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done  hath  not  offended  me : 
No  other  satisfaction  do  I  crave. 
But  only,  with  your  patience,  that  we  may 
Taste  of  your  wine,  and  see  what  cates  you  have ; 
For  soldiers'  stomachs  always  serve  them  well. 

Count.  With  all  my  heart ;  and  think  me  honoured 
To  feast  so  great  a  warrior  in  my  house.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

London.     The  Temple  Garden. 

Enter  the  Earls  of  Somerset,   Suffolk,   and  Warwick  ; 
Richard  Plantagenet,  Vernon,  and  a  Lawyer. 

Plan.  Great  lords,  and  gentlemen,  what  means  this  silence  P 
Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  case  of  truth  P 

"  That  will  I  show  yoa,  ladt,  presently.]  The  word  '*  lady  "  is  from  the  oorr. 
fo.  1632,  and  as  the  lines  here  are  generally  regular,  we  may  presame  that  it 
escaped  under  the  hands  of  a  careless  printer. 

*  —  DO  less  than  fame  hath  bruitedJ  "  Bruited  ''  is  noised,  from  the  Fr. 
bruit.  It  is  a  word  of  constant  occurrence  in  writers  of  the  time,  both  as  a  sub- 
stantive and  at  a  rerb.  See  *'  Troilus  and  Cressida,"  A.  t.  ic.  10,  "  Hamlet," 
A.  L  8C  2,  Sec. 
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Suf.  Within  the  Temple  hall  we  were  too  loud : 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient. 

Plan,  Then  say  at  once,  if  I  maintained  the  truth. 
Or  else  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error  "  P 

Suf,  Taith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law, 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it ; 
And,  therefore,  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

8om.  Judge  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  then,  between  ua. 

War.  Between  two  hawks,  which  flies  the  higher  pitch. 
Between  two  dogs,  which  hath  the  deeper  mouth, 
Between  two  blades,  which  bears  the  better  temper. 
Between  two  horses,  which  doth  bear  him  best. 
Between  two  girls,  which  hath  the  merriest  eye, 
I  have,  perhaps,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judgment ; 
But  in  these  nice  sharp  quillets  of  the  law. 
Good  faith,  I  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Plan,  Tut,  tut !  here  is  a  mannerly  forbearance ; 
The  truth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side. 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  side  it  is  so  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  so  shining,  and  so  evident, 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan,  Since  you  are  tongue-tied,  and  so  loath  to  speak. 
In  dumb  significants  proclaim  your  thoughts. 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-bom  gentleman 
And  stands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth, 
If  he  suppose  that  I  have  pleaded  truth. 
From  oflF  this  brier  pluck  a  white  rose  with  me. 

Som,  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  flatterer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rose  from  off*  this  thorn  with  me. 

War,  I  love  no  colours ;  and,  without  all  colour 
Of  base  insinuating  flattery, 
I  pluck  this  white  rose  with  Plantagenet. 

Suf,  I  pluck  this  red  rose  with  young  Somerset ; 
And  say  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right. 

"  Or  else  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error  ?]  The  meaning  is,  "  Or,  tn 
other  ipordi,  was  not  wrangling  Somerset  in  error?"  Johnson  would  r«ad 
i*  the  right  for  *•  in  error ;"  and  Sir  T.  Hanmer,  And  was  not,  instead  of  ••  Or  else 
was."  Shakespeare  seems  to  have  intended  to  make  Richard  Plantagenet  aneit 
his  own  correctness  in  two  different  forms  of  speech.  In  the  old  copy,  in  the  pre- 
fixes, Plantagenet  is  called  York ;  although  he  was  not  then  Duke  of  York, 
though  near  the  end  of  the  scene  (p.  681)  Warwick  talks  of  the  justice  of 
him  Duke  of  York. 
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Ver.  Stay,  lords,  and  gentlemen ;  and  pluck  no  more. 
Till  you  conclude  that  he,  upon  whose  side 
The  fewest  roses  are  cropped  from  the  tree. 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  right  opinion. 

Som,  Good  master  Vernon,  it  is  well  objected : 
If  I  have  fewest,  I  subscribe  in  silence. 

Plan,  And  I. 

Ver.  Then,  for  the  truth  and  plainness  of  the  case, 
I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  blossom  here. 
Giving  my  verdict  on  the  white  rose  side. 

Sotn.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off; 
Lest,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rose  red, 
And  fall  on  my  side  so,  against  your  will. 

Ver,  If  I,  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed. 
Opinion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt. 
And  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  I  am. 

Som,  Well,  well,  come  on :  who  else  P 

Law,  Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  false. 
The  argument  you  held  was  wrong  in  you ; 
In  sign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  rose  too. 

Plan,  Now,  Somerset,  where  is  your  argument  ? 

Som,  Here,  in  my  scabbard ;  meditating  that. 
Shall  die  your  white  rose  in  a  bloody  red. 

Plan.  Mean  time,  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit  our  roses ; 
For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnessing 
The  truth  on  our  side. 

Som,  No,  Plantagenet, 

'Tis  not  for  fear,  but  anger,  that  thy  cheeks  * 
Blush  for  pure  shame  to  counterfeit  our  roses. 
And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confess  thy  error. 

Plan,  Ilath  not  thy  rose  a  canker,  Somerset  ? 

Som,  Hath  not  thy  rose  a  thorn,  Plantagenet  P 

Plan,  Ay,  sharp  and  piercing,  to  maintain  his  truth. 
Whiles  thy  consuming  canker  eats  his  falsehood. 

Som,  Well,  I'll  find  friends  to  wear  my  bleeding-roses, 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  said  is  true. 
Where  false  Plantagenet  dare  not  be  seen. 

Plan,  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  in  my  hand, 
I  scorn  thee  and  thy  faction  *,  peevish  boy. 

»  —  THAT  thy  cheeks]  "  And  thy  cheeks  ''  in  the  corr.  fo.  1832,  but  it  teems 
an  alteration  questionable,  if  not  needless. 

*  I  scorn  thee  and  thy  faction,]  The  old  copies  have  fuhion,  a  word  that 
may  possibly  be  tortured  into  a  meaning,  as  Warborton  attempted ;  bat  which  waa, 
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Suf,  Turn  not  thy  scorns  this  way,  Plantagenet. 

Plan,  Proud  Poole,  I  will ;  and  scorn  both  him  and  thee. 

Suf,  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 

8om,  Away,  away,  good  William  De-la-Poole : 
We  grace  the  yeoman,  by  conversing  with  him. 

War.  Now,  by  God's  will,  thou  wrongest  him,  Somerset : 
His  grandfather  was  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  son  to  the  third  Edward,  king  of  England. 
Spring  crestless  yeomen  from  so  deep  a  root  P 

Plan,  He  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege  *, 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  thus. 

Som,  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain  my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Christendom. 
Was  not  thy  father,  Richard  earl  of  Cambridge, 
For  treason  executed  in  our  late  king's  days  P 
And  by  his  treason  stand'st  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted,  and  exempt  from  ancient  gentry? 
His  trespass  yet  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood ; 
And,  till  thou  be  restor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 

Plan,  My  father  was  attached,  not  attainted, 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor ; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somerset, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker  Poole,  and  you  yourself, 
I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory, 
To  scourge  you  for  this  apprehension : 
Look  to  it  well,  and  say  you  are  well  wam'd. 

Som,  Ay,  thou  shalt  find  us  ready  for  thee  still, 
And  know  us  by  these  colours  for  thy  foes ; 
For  these  my  friends  in  spite  of  thee  shall  wear. 

Plan,  And,  by  my  soul,  this  pale  and  angry  rose, 
As  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate, 

in  all  probabilitf,  a  mere  misprint  for  "  fturtion/'  to  which  Theobald  changed  H. 
Warburton'a  notion  was,  that  it  referred  to  XYiefaghion  of  wearing  the  red  rose; 
but  the  same  character,  not  long  afterwards,  employs  the  word  ''  &ction  "  in  pre- 
cisely the  same  sense. 

"  Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  faction^  wear." 
A  copy  of  the  fourth  folio,  lent  to  me  by  Mr.  Holgate,  which  formerly  belonged  to 
Southern,  the  poet,  has/o^Aton  corrected  to  "  faction,''  in  his  hand-writing,  and  it 
is  also  amended  to  *'  faction  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  There  could  be  no  reasonable 
doubt  on  the  subject. 

'  He  BEARS  him  on  the  place's  privilege,]  t.  e.  He  conducts  himself  as  he  does, 
relying  on  the  privilege  of  the  Temple.  The  corr.  fo.  1632  has  *<  He  braoea  him 
on  the  place's  privilege ;"  but  the  change  is  unadvisable,  though  when  '*  bettrs  " 
was  written  bearet,  a  misprint  of  the  kind  is  easily  accounted  for. 
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Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  faction,  wear, 
Until  it  wither  with  me  to  my  grave, 
Or  flourish  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Suf.  Go  forward,  and  be  chok'd  with  thy  ambition : 
And  so  farewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  [JErtV. 

Sam.    Have     with     thee,     Poole. — ^Farewell,     ambitious 
Richard.  [^ExiL 

Plan.  How  I  am  brav'd,  and  must  perforce  endure  it ! 

War.  This  blot,  that  they  object  against  your  house, 
Shall  be  wip'd  out  *  in  the  next  parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Gloster ; 
And  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Mean  time,  in  signal  of  my  love  to  thee. 
Against  proud  Somerset,  and  William  Poole, 
Will  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rose. 
And  here  I  prophesy, — this  brawl  to-day. 
Grown  to  this  faction  in  the  Temple  garden. 
Shall  send,  between  the  red  rose  and  the  white, 
A  thousand  souls  *  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plan.  Good  master  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to  you, 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 

Ver.  In  your  behalf  stiU  will  I  wear  the  same. 

Laic.  And  so  will  I. 

Plan.  Thanks,  gentle  sir  *. 
Come,  let  us  four  to  dinner  :  I  dare  say, 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day.  [Exetmt. 


SCENE  V. 

The  Same.     A  Room  in  the  Tower. 

Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  chair  by  two  Keepers. 

Mor.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying  age. 
Let  dying  Mortimer  here  rest  himself. — 

*  Shall  be  wip'd  out]     So  the  second  folio :  the  first  has  *'  whipt  oat." 

*  A  thouHand  souls]     Altered  to  **  Ten  thousand  souls  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

"  Thanks,  gentle  sir.]  "  8ir  "  is  from  the  second  folio  :  it  is  obviously  neces- 
sary, though,  as  Malone  remarks,  it  does  not  complete  the  line  commenced  by 
'*  And  so  will  I :"  the  poet  perhaps  wrote,  '*  I  thank  you,  gentle  sir."  It  would 
be  iust  as  reasonable  here  to  leave  "  gentle  "  by  itself,  "  Thanks,  gentle,"  at  to 
print  "  Be  merry,  gentU  "  in  *'  The  Winter's  Tale,"  A.  It.  so.  3,  this  Vol.  p.  70. 
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Even  like  a  man  new  haled  firom  the  rack. 

So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprisonment ; 

And  these  grey  locks,  the  pursuivants  of  death, 

Nestor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care  ^ 

Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 

These  eyes,  like  lamps  whose  wasting  oil  is  spent. 

Wax  dun,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent " : 

Weak  shoulders,  overborne  with  burdening  grief. 

And  pithless  arms,  like  to  a  wither'd  vine 

That  droops  his  sapless  branches  to  the  ground : 

Yet  are  these  feet,  whose  strengthless  stay  is  numb, 

Unable  to  support  this  lump  of  clay, 

Swift-winged  with  desire  to  get  a  grave. 

As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have.— 

But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  P 

1  Keep.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  lord,  will  come  : 
We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber ', 
And  answer  was  retum'd  that  he  will  come. 

Mor.  Enough ;  my  soul  shall  then  be  satisfied. — 
Poor  gentleman,  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Henry  Monmouth  first  began  to  reign. 
Before  whose  glory  I  was  great  in  arms, 
This  loathsome  sequestration  have  I  had ; 
And  even  since  then  hath  Richard  been  obscur*d, 
Deprived  of  honour  and  inheritance : 
But  now,  the  arbitrator  of  despairs, 
Just  death,  kind  umpire  of  men's  miseries. 
With  sweet  enlargement  doth  dismiss  me  hence. 
I  would  his  troubles  likewise  were  expir'd. 
That  so  he  might  recover  what  was  lost. 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet. 
1  Keep,  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now  is  come. 

^  Nestor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care,]  We  do  not  venture  here  to  vary  from 
the  old  copies,  but  an  alteration  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1032  instructs  us  to  read  *'  in  a  eage 
of  care/'  referring  to  Mortimer's  long  imprisonment :  he  has  already  mentioned 
his  advanced  years  in  the  words  **  Nestor-like  aged." 

■  —  to  their  exigent  :]  t.  e.  To  their  extremity  or  end;  an  application  of  the 
word,  countenanced  by  the  following  line  from  the  comedy  of  "  The  Wisdom  of 
Doctor  DodypoU,"  1600,  quoted  by  Steevens: — 

•"  Hath  driven  her  to  some  desperate  exigents 

*  We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber.]  It  is  **  unto  his  chamber"  in 
the  folio,  1623,  but  unto  being  omitted  in  the  folio,  1632,  the  old  annotator  tap- 
plied  its  absence  by  "  to,"  which  preserves  the  measure.  Mr.  Singer  does  thenme, 
but  it  was  a  trifle  hardly  worth  acknowledgment. 
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Mor,  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  Mend,  is  he  oome  P 

Plan,  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 
Your  nephew,  late-despised  Richard,  comes. 

Mar,  Direct  mine  arms  I  may  embrace  his  neck, 
And  in  his  bosom  spend  my  latter  gasp. 
0  !  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks. 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kiss. — 
And  now  declare,  sweet  stem  from  York's  great  stock. 
Why  didst  thou  say— of  late  thou  wert  despis'd  P 

Plan,  First,  lean  thine  aged  back  against  mine  arm, 
And  in  that  ease  I'll  tell  thee  my  disease. 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  case. 
Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerset  and  me ; 
Among  which  terms  he  us'd  his  lavish  tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father's  death : 
Which  obloquy  set  bars  before  my  tongue. 
Else  with  the  like  I  had  requited  him. 
Therefore,  good  uncle,  for  my  father's  sake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  for  alliance'  sake,  declare  the  cause 
My  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,  lost  his  head. 

Mar,  That  cause,  fair  nephew,  that  imprison'd  me. 
And  hath  detain'd  me  all  my  flow'ring  youth 
Within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  there  to  pine. 
Was  curse  1  instnmient  of  his  decease. 

Plan,  Discover  more  at  large  what  cause  that  was  : 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guess. 

Mar,  I  will,  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit. 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king, 
Depos'd  his  nephew  Richard,  Edward's  son. 
The  first-begotten,  and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  descent : 
During  whose  reign  the  Percies  of  the  north. 
Finding  his  usurpation  most  unjust, 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne. 
The  reason  mov'd  these  warlike  lords  to  this, 
Was  for  that  (young  king  Richard  thus  remov'd  ', 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  body) 

>  —  KINO  Richard  thus  remov'd,]  The  first  folio  omits  <'  king/'  inserted  by 
the  editor  of  the  second  folio,  to  complete  the  line ;  and  we  may  presume  that  it 
had  dropped  out  in  the  press.  There  could  certainly  be  no  good  reason  for 
excluding  it  from  the  text. 
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I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage; 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
From  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son  ' 
To  king  Edward  the  third,  whereas  he, 
From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree. 
Being  but  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 
But  mark  :  as,  in  this  haughty  great  attempt 
They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir, 
I  lost  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  fifth, 
(Succeeding  his  father  Bolingbroke)  did  reign. 
Thy  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,  then  deriv'd 
From  famous  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York, 
Marrying  my  sister,  that  thy  mother  was. 
Again,  in  pity  of  my  hard  distress. 
Levied  an  army,  weening  to  redeem. 
And  have  installed  me  in  the  diadem  ; 
But,  as  the  rest,  so  fell  that  noble  earl. 
And  was  beheaded.     Thus  the  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  title  rested,  were  suppressed. 

Plan.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  honour  is  the  last. 

Mor,  True ;  and  thou  seest,  that  I  no  issue  have. 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death. 
Thou  art  my  heir :  the  rest,  I  wish  thee  gather  ; 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  studious  care. 

Plan,  Thy  grave  admonishments  prevail  with  me. 
But  yet,  methinks,  my  father's  execution 
Was  nothing  less  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mar.  With  silence,  nephew,  be  thou  politic : 
Strong-fixed  is  the  house  of  Lancaster, 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  remov'd. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence. 
As  princes  do  their  courts,  when  they  are  cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  settled  place. 

Plun.  0,  uncle  !  woidd  some  part  of  my  young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  passage  of  your  age. 

Mor.  Thou  dost,  then,  wrong  me  ;  as  the  slaughterer  doth. 
Which  giveth  many  woimds,  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  sorrow  for  my  good ; 
Only,  give  order  for  my  funeral  ; 
And  so  farewell ;  and  fair  be  all  thy  hopes, 

*  —  THE  third  son]     **  The  "  U  also  from  the  second  folio,  and  » 
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And  prosperous  be  thy  life,  in  peace,  and  war !  [Die*. 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befal  thy  parting  soul ! 
In  prison  hast  thou  spent  a  pilgrimage. 
And  like  a  hermit  overpass'd  thy  days. — 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  counsel  in  my  breast ; 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  rest. — 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence ;  and  I  myself 
Will  see  his  burial  better  than  his  life. — 

[Exeunt  Keepers,  bearing  out  Mortimer. 
Here  dies  the  dusky  torch  of  Mortimer, 
Chok'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  sort : 
And,  for  those  wrongs,  those  bitter  injuries, 
Which  Somerset  hath  ofFer'd  to  my  house, 
I  doubt  not  but  with  honour  to  redress  ; 
And  therefore  haste  I  to  the  parliament. 
Either  to  be  restored  to  my  blood, 
Or  make  my  ill  th'  adyantage  of  my  good*.  [Exit. 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

The  Same.     The  Parliament-House. 

Flourish,  Enter  King  Henry,  Exeter,  Gloster,  Warwick, 
Somerset,  and  Suffolk;  the  Bishop  of  Winchester, 
Richard  Plantagenet,  and  others,  Glostter  offers ,  to  put 
up  a  hill;  Winchester  snatches  it,  and  tears  it. 

Win,  Com'st  thou  with  deep  premeditated  lines  P 
With  written  pamphlets  studiously  devis'd  P 
Humphrey  of  Gloster,  if  thou  canst  accuse. 
Or  aught  intend'st  to  lay  unto  my  charge. 
Do  it  without  invention,  suddenly ; 
As  I,  with  sudden  and  extemporal  speech, 
Purpose  to  answer  what  thou  canst  object. 

Glo,    Presumptuous    priest !     this    place    commands  my 
patience, 

»  Or  make  my  ill  th'  »dvantage  of  my  good.]  The  old  editions  read,  "  Or 
make  my  triV//'  &c.  But  we  adopt  Theobald's  amendment,  which  clears  the  sense, 
and  preserves  the  antithesis.  The  corrector  of  the  folio,  1632,  preserves  will  and 
alters  "  advantage  "  to  advttneer  with  some  apparent  fitness. 
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Or  thou  should'st  find  thou  hast  dishonoured  me. 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  I  preferred 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes. 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearse  the  method  of  my  pen  : 
No,  prelate ;  such  is  thy  audacious  wickedneasy 
Thy  lewd,  pestiferous,  and  dissentious  pranks. 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer, 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace ; 
Lascivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  beseems 
A  man  of  thy  profession,  and  degree  •- 
And  for  thy  treachery,  what's  more  manifest. 
In  that  thou  laid'st  a  trap  to  take  my  life, 
As  well  at  London  bridge,  as  at  the  Tower  P  ' 
Beside,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thoughts  were  sifted. 
The  king,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  swelling  heart. 

Win.  Gloster,  I  do  defy  thee. — Lords,  vouchsafe 
To  give  me  hearing  what  I  shall  reply. 
If  I  were  covetous,  ambitious,  or  perverae  *, 
As  he  will  have  me,  how  am  I  so  poor  P 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  seek  not  to  advance 
Or  raise  myself,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling  P 
And  for  dissension,  who  preferreth  peace 
More  than  I  do,  except  I  be  provok'd  P 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  is  not  that  offends ; 
It  is  not  that  that  hath  incens'd  the  duke : 
It  is,  because  no  one  should  sway  but  he ; 
No  one  but  he  should  be  about  the  king ; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast, 
And  makes  him  roar  these  accusations  forth. 
But  he  shall  know,  I  am  as  good 

Glo,  As  good  P 

Thou  bastard  of  my  grandfather ! — 

Win.  Ay,  lordly  sir ;  for  what  are  you,  I  pray, 

*  —  or  PERVERSE  J  "  Proud  "  says  the  old  annototor  on  the  folio,  1632 ;  and 
the  word  suits  both  verse  and  sense  best,  because  Gloster  has  jast  aaserfced  of 
Winchester  that  *'  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride  :*'  on  the  other  hand  he  has 
also  accused  him  of  being  "  froward  by  nature/'  and  on  the  whole  it  seems  fit 
to  leave  the  text  as  it  has  stood.  We  say  the  same  of  the  next  proposed  emenda- 
tion, four  lines  lower,  where  preterveth  is  substituted  for  "  preferreth :"  «« pre- 
ferreth "  answers  its  purpose,  although  in  the  preceding  speech  it  has  haen  used 
with  a  different  meaning,  viz.  that  of  bringing  forward. 
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But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  ? 

Glo,  Am  I  not  the  protector,  saucy  priest  *  P 

Win,  And  am  not  I  a  prelate  of  the  church  P 

Glo,  Yes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  keeps, 
And  useth  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Win.  TJnreverent  Gloster ! 

Glo,  Thou  art  reverent 

Touching  thy  spiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 

Win,  Rome  shall  remedy  this. 

War,  Roam  thither  then. 

My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

Sam,  Ay,  see  the  bishop  be  not  overborne. 
Methinks,  my  lord  should  be  religious, 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  such  *. 

War,  Methinks,  his  lordship  should  be  humbler ; 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead. 

Sam,  Yes,  when  his  holy  state  is  touch'd  so  near. 

War,  State  holy,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  P 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king  P 

Plan,  Plantagenet,  I  see,  must  hold  his  tongue ;        [^Aaide. 
Lest  it  be  said,  "  Speak,  sirrah,  when  you  should ; 
Must  your  bold  verdict  enter  talk  with  lords  P" 
Else  would  I  have  a  fling  at  Winchester. 

K,  Hen,  Uncles  of  Gloster,  and  of  Winchester, 
The  special  watchmen  of  our  English  we&l, 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
0 !  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown, 
That  two  such  noble  peers  as  ye  should  jar. 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell, 
Civil  dissension  is  a  viperous  worm, 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. — 

\_A  noise  within :  "  Down  with  the  tawney  coats ! " 
What  timiult's  this  P 

War,  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant, 

Begim  through  malice  of  the  bishop's  men. 

\_A  noise  again :  "  Stones !  Stones ! " 

*  Am  I  not  THE  protector,  saacy  priest  ?]  Here  the  line  is  defective  without 
the  insertion  of  <'the:"  it  is  found  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  which  has  recently  r^ 
formed  several  defects  of  the  same  kind. 

*  And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  such.]  Theobald  changed  the  prefixes  to 
this  and  some  preceding  lines,  but  apparently  without  sufficient  reason  for  varying 
from  the  old  copies.  The  altered  arrangement  of  the  speeches  seems  quite  at 
liable  to  objection,  and  we  follow  the  folio,  1623* 
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Unter  the  Mayor  of  London  and  some  Citizens. 

May,  0,  my  good  lords,  and  virtuous  Henry, 
Pity  the  city  of  London,  pity  us ! 
The  bishop's  and  the  duke  of  Gloster's  men  ^, 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon, 
Have  filled  their  pockets  fidl  of  pebble-stones ; 
And  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts, 
Do  pelt  so  fast  at  one  another's  pates, 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knock'd  out. 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street, 
And  we  for  fear  compell'd  to  shut  our  shops. 

Enter,  skirmishing,  the  Retainers  of  Gloster  and  Winchestkb, 

with  bloody  pat^s. 

K.  Hen,  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to  ourself. 
To  hold  your  slaughtering  hands,  and  keep  the  peace. 
Pray,  uncle  Gloster,  mitigate  this  strife. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  if  we  be 

Forbidden  stones,  we'll  fall  to  it  with  our  teeth. 

2  Serv,  Do  what  ye  dare ;  we  are  as  resolute. 

[Skirmish  again. 

Oh,  You  of  my  household,  leave  this  peevish  broil. 
And  set  this  unaccustom'd  fight  aside. 

1  Serv,  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a  man 
Just  and  upright ;  and,  for  your  royal  birth. 
Inferior  to  none  but  to  his  majesty ; 
And  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince. 
So  kind  a  father  of  the  commonweal, 
To  be  disgraced  by  an  inkhom  mate ", 
We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight. 
And  have  our  bodies  slaughter'd  by  thy  foes. 


7  The  bishop's  and  the  duke  of  Gloster's  men,]  It  is  "  the  bithop  '*  in  the  old 
copies,  but  it  ought  unquestionably  to  be  *'  bishop's/'  and  so  it  is  foimd  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632.     Four  lines  lower  pate  is  properly  altered  to  **  pates.'' 

'  —  an  iNKHORN  mate,]  The  epithet  "  inkhom "  was  usually  applied  in 
derision  of  pedantry,  and  pretension  to  learning :  Mr.  Singer's  note  is  diiefly 
borrowed  from  Reed.     Churchyard  in  his  **  Choice,"  sign,  s  e  1,  hat  this  line:— 

**  As  ynkhome  termcs  smell  of  the  schoole  sometyme;" 
and  4n  the  comedy  "  The  Weakest  goeth  to  the  Wall,"  1600,  one  of  the 
asks, 

*'  Is  not  this  better  farre  than  retpice, 
And  precoTf  and  such  ink-home  terms?" 
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3  Sen?.  Ay,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead.  ^Skirmish  again. 

Glo.  Stay,  stay  • ! 

And,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do. 
Let  me  persuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

K,  Hen.  0,  how  this  discord  doth  afflict  my  soul ! — 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  once  relent  P 
Who  should  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not  ? 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace  ^ 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

War.  Yield,  my  lord  protector ; — ^yield,  Winchester ; 
Except  you  mean,  with  obstinate  repulse, 
To  slay  your  sovereign,  and  destroy  the  realm. 
You  see  what  mischief,  and  what  murder  too. 
Hath  been  enacted  through  your  enmity ; 
Then,  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirst  for  blood. 

Win.  He  shall  submit,  or  I  will  never  yield. 

Glo.  Compassion  on  the  king  commands  me  stoop ; 
Or  I  would  see  his  heart  out,  ere  the  priest 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

War.  Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  the  duke 
Hath  banish'd  moody  discontented  fury. 
As  by  his  smoothed  brows  it  doth  appear : 
Why  look  you  still  so  stem,  and  tragical  ? 

Olo.  Here,  Winchester ;  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

[Winchester  refuses  it. 

K.  Hen.  Fye,  uncle  Beaufort !     I  have  heard  you  preach. 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  sin ; 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach. 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same  ? 

War.  Sweet  king ! — the  bishop  hath  a  kindly  gird  *. 
For  shame,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  relent : 
What !  shall  a  child  instruct  you  what  to  do  P 

Win.  Well,  duke  of  Gloster,  I  will  yield  to  thee ; 

*  Stay,  stay  I]  These  two  words  condade  the  preceding  line,  but  /  «ay,  which 
is  on  all  accounts  mere  surplusage,  has  been  carelessly  added  to  them  in  the  early 
impressions :  the  words  /  tay  are  struck  out  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632 ;  and  they  pos* 
flibly  originated  in  some  early  performer  of  the  part. 

^  —  to  PREFER  a  peace,]  Here  again  the  corr.  fo.  1632  tdls  us  to  amend 
*'  prefer  "  (of  old  usually  spelt  preferre)  to  preterve. 

*  —  the  bishop  hath  a  kindly  gird.]  A  "  gird  **  is  a  reproof,  and  sometimes  a 
taunt,  Warwick  seems  to  refer  to  the  merited  check  the  King  has  just  given 
to  Winchester. 

VOL.  III.  V  y 
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Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

[_Gfires  his  hand. 
Glo,  Ay ;  but  I  fear  me,  with  a  hollow  heart. —       [Aside  *. 

See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen ; 

This  token  serveth  for  a  flag  of  truce, 

Betwixt  ourselves,  and  all  our  followers. 

So  help  me  God,  as  I  dissemble  not ! 

Win,  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not !  [Aside, 

K,  Hen,  0  loving  uncle,  and  kind  duke  of  G-loster  *, 

How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract ! — 

Away,  my  masters :  trouble  us  no  more ; 

But  join  in  friendship,  as  your  lords  have  done. 

1  Serv,  Content.    I'll  to  the  surgeon's. 

2  Serv,  And  so  will  I. 

3  Serv,  And  I  will  see  what  physic  the  tavern  afibrds. 

[Exeunt  Mayor^  Citizens,  Servants,  8fc. 

War,  Accept  this  scroll,  most  gracious  sovereign. 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  majesty. 

Glo,  Well  urg'd,  my  lord  of  Warwick : — ^for,  sweet  prince. 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumstance, 
You  have  great  reason  to  do  Richard  right ; 
Especially  for  those  occasions 
At  Eltham-place  I  told  your  majesty. 

K,  Hen.  And  those  occasions,  uncle,  were  of  force  : 
Therefore,  my  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is. 
That  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood ; 
So  shall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompens'd. 

Win,  As  will  the  rest,  so  willeth  Winchester. 

K,  Hen,  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone  *, 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give, 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  house  of  York, 
From  whence  you  spring  by  lineal  descent. 

Plan,  Thy  humble  servant  *  vows  obedience, 

'  Aside.]  Not  so  marked  in  the  old  copies,  but  clearly  to  be  so  read.  Some- 
times the  aaidea  speak  so  evidently  for  themselves,  that  it  is  needless  to  encamber 
the  margin. 

*  O  loving  uncle,  and  kind  duke  of  Gloster.]  The  conjunction,  which  we  mmj 
conclude  had  escaped,  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1 632. 

«  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that  alone,]  The  folio,  1623,  has  "  not  thst  ali 
alone;''  an  error  which  the  measure  detects:  the  folio,  1 632,  hn  the  line  cor- 
rectly, omitting  ali, 

*  Plan,  Thy  humble  servant]     It  is  "  Thy  honoured  servant "  in  tlie  ootr.  Ib^ 
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And  humble  service,  till  the  point  of  death. 

K,  Hen.  Stoop  then,  and  set  your  knee  againfit  mj  foot ; 
And  in  reguerdon '  of  that  duty  done, 
I  girt  thee  with  the  valiant  sword  of  York. 
Bise,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet, 
And  rise  created  prijicely  duke  of  York. 

Phn.  And  so  thrive  Richard  as  thy  foes  may  fall ! 
And  as  my  duty  springs,  so  perish  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  against  your  majesty. 

AIL  Welcome,  high  prince,  the  mighty  duke  of  York ! 

8o7n.  Perish,  base  prince,  ignoble  duke  of  York  t       [Amle, 

Glo,  Now  will  it  best  avail  your  majesty. 
To  cross  the  seas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France. 
The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  loyal  friends, 
As  it  disanimates  his  enemies. 

K.  Hen.  When  Gloster  says  the  word,  king  Henry  goes. 
For  friendly  counsel  cuts  off  many  foes. 

Olo.  Your  ships  already  are  in  readiness. 

\_Flmri8h.    Exeunt  all  but  Exeter. 

Exe.  Ay,  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in  France, 
Not  seeing  what  is  likely  to  ensue. 
This  late  dissension,  grown  betwixt  the  peers. 
Bums  under  feigned  ashes  of  forg'd  love, 
And  will  at  last  break  out  into  a  flame : 
As  fester'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees  *, 
Till  bones,  and  flesh,  and  sinews,  fall  away. 
So  will  this  base  and  envious  discord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy, 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry,  nam'd  the  fifth. 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  sucking  babe, — 
That  Henry,  bom  at  Monmouth,  should  win  all, 

1632,  and  with  some  appearance  of  reason,  seeing  that  in  the  next  line  Plantigenet 
promises  bis  "  humble  service/'  The  poet  would  hardly  have  repeated  the  same 
epithet  so  soon,  and  the  new  duke  bad  been  honoured  by  his  restoration. 

'  And  in  reguerdon]  "  Reguerdon  "  and  guerdon  are  the  same ;  via.  reward 
or  recompence.  We  have  had  **  guerdon  "  in  '*  Much  Ado  About  Nothing," 
A.  V.  sc.  3.  and  iu  *'  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  iii.  sc.  1.  **  Reguerdou'd  "  occun 
on  p.  700  of  this  play. 

■  — rot  but  by  degrees,]  So  the  corr.  fo.  1632  instead  of  degree  in  the 
lingular,  which  is  the  word  in  all  the  old  copies.  We  are  not  convinced  of  the 
necessity  of  alteration  ;  but  Mr.  Singer  has  availed  himself  of  it  (again  too  insig- 
nificant a  change  to  merit  acknowledgment),  and  the  line  certainly  reads  better. 
Malone  too  printed  '*  degrees  "  without  notice.  Ihe  whole  of  thif  speech  ia  strock 
oat  with  a  pen  by  the  old  annotator. 

Ty2 
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And  Henry,  bom  at  Windsor,  should  lose  all  * : 

Which  is  so  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wish 

His  days  may  finish  ere  that  hapless  time.  [iS^. 


SCENE  n. 

France.     Before  Rouen. 

Unter  La  Pucelle  disguised,  and  Soldiers  dressed  like 
Countrymen  *,  toith  sacks  upon  their  backs. 

Puc.  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Kouen, 
Through  which  our  policy  must  make  a  breach. 
Take  heed,  be  wary  how  you  place  your  words ; 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  sort  of  market-men. 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  com. 
If  we  have  entrance,  (as  I  hope  we  shall) 
And  that  we  find  the  slothful  watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  sign  give  notice  to  our  friends. 
That  Charles  the  Dauphin  may  encounter  them. 

1  Sold.  Our  sacks  shall  be  a  mean  to  sack  the  city. 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers  over  Rouen ; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [Knocks. 

Ghiurd,  [Within.]   Qui  est  let  ? 

Puc.  Paisans,  les  pauvre^  gens  de  France  : 
Poor  market-folks,  that  come  to  sell  their  com. 

Guard.  Enter ;  go  in :  the  market-bell  is  rung. 

[^Opens  the  gates. 

Puc.  Now,  Rouen,  I'll  shake  thy  bulwarks  to  the  ground  *. 

[Pucelle,  ^c.  enter  the  City. 

Enter  Charles,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  Alen<;on,  and  Forces. 

Char.  Saint  Dennis  bless  this  happy  stratagem, 
And  once  again  we'll  sleep  secure  in  Rouen. 

*  —  SHOULD  lose  all :]     The  first  folio  omits  the  word  **  shovild/'  whidi  if 
necessary,  and  is  found  in  the  second  folio. 

*  —  and  Soldiers  dressed  like  Countrymen,]     The  old  stage-direction  is  "  and 
four  soldiers/*  the  theatre  perhaps  being  able  to  afford  no  more  for  the  occuion. 

3  Now,  Rouen,  Til  shake  thy  bulwarks  to  the  ground.]     It  is  evident  that  in 
this  line,  and  in  most  others,  we  roust  read  '*  Rouen  **  as  one  syllable,  and  it  is  spelt 
Rftan  in  the  old  copies.     When  it  falls  at  the  end  of  a  line,  it  may  of  ooune  be 
as  a  dissyllable,  as  in  the  commencement  of  this  scene : — 
*^  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of  Rouen." 
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Bast.  Here  enter'd  Pucelle,  and  her  practisants  * ; 
Now  she  is  there,  how  will  she  specify 
Where  is  *  the  best  and  safest  passage  in  ? 

Alen.  By  thrusting  out  a  torch  jfrom  yonder  tower ; 
Which,  once  discem'd,  shows,  that  her  meaning  is, — 
No  way  to  that,  for  weakness,  which  she  enter'd  *. 

Enter  La  Pucelle  an  a  battlement,  holding  out  a  burning 

torch, 

Piw,  Behold !  this  is  the  happy  wedding  torch, 
That  joineth  Rouen  unto  her  countrymen, 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotites. 

Bast.  See,  noble  Charles,  the  beacon  of  our  Mend ; 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  stands. 

Ch^r.  Now  shine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes ! 

Alen.  Defer  no  time ;  delays  have  dangerous  ends : 
Enter,  and  cry  "  The  Dauphin  ! "  presently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch.  [_The^  enter. 

Alarums.     Enter  Talbot,  and  English  Soldiers. 

Tal.  France,  thou  shalt  rue  this  treason  with  thy  tears, 
If  Talbot  but  survive  thy  treachery. 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  sorceress. 
Hath  wrought  this  hellish  mischief  unawares. 
That  hardly  we  escap'd  the  pride  of  France  *. 

[^Exeunt  to  the  Toum. 

*  —  and  her  practisants  ;]  The  meaning  is  very  obvious ;  bat  we  have  not 
met  with  any  other  instance  of  the  use  of  the  word.  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce  is  snrprised 
(Remarks,  p.  124)  at  the  hint  in  our  first  edition  that  ** partisans"  might  by  pos- 
sibility have  been  the  word  in  the  MS.,  since  nobody  has  yet  been  able  to 
produce  an  instance  of  the  use  of  '*  practisants."  At  the  same  time  we  adhere  to 
the  text  of  the  old  copies—'*  practisants  '* — which  Mr.  Dyce  explains  "  associates 
in  treachery/'  although  it  seems  unlikely  that  the  Bastard  would  cast  this  implied 
imputation  u[)on  his  own  friends.  "  Practisants  "  is  the  right  word  to  be  reprinted, 
and  we  never  said  that  it  was  the  wrong  one,  although  Mr.  Dyce  writes  almost  as 
if  he  were  disappointed  that  we  had  not  printed  partitant. 

*  W^ERE  is]  The  old  copies  have/'  Here  is/'  an  obvious  error  corrected  by 
Rowe;  but  long  before  in- the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

*  No  way  to  that,  for  weakness,  which  she  enter'd.]  t.  e.  There  is  no  way 
compared  to  that,  or  as  good  as  that,  by  which  she  entered,  on  account  of  its 
weakness. 

'  That  hardly  we  escaped  the  pride  of  France.]  Theobald  read  ** prize  of 
France  /'  and  Warburton  and  Steevens  explain  **  pride  of  France  "  as  haughty 
power  of  France ;  but  surely  the  reference  here  is  to  La  Pucelle,  the  *'  pride  of 
France  /'  from  whom  Talbot  and  his  friends  had  <*  hardly  escap'd." 
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Alarum :  Exturmns,  Enter,  from  the  Toum,  Bedford,  brought 
in  sick  in  a  chair,  with  Talbot,  Burgukdy,  and  the  English 
Forces.  Then,  enter  on  the  Walls,  La  Pucelle,  Charles, 
Bastard,  Alen<;on,  Reignier,  and  ot/ters. 

Puc.  Good  morrow,  gallants.     Want  ye  corn  for  bread  ? 
I  think,  the  duke  of  Burgundy  will  fast, 
Before  he'll  buy  again  at  such  a  rate. 
'Twas  full  of  darnel ;  do  you  like  the  taste  ? 

Bur,  Scoff  on,  vile  fiend,  and  shameless  courtezan ! 
I  trust,  ere  long,  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  com. 

Char.  Your  grace  may  starve,  perhaps,  before  that  time. 

Bed.  0 !  let  no  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this  treason, 

Puc.  What  will  you  do,  good  grey-beard  ?  break  a  lance. 
And  nm  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ? 

Tal.  Foul  fiend  of  France,  and  hag  of  hell's  despite  ', 
Encompass'd  with  thy  lustful  paramours. 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age. 
And  twit  with  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  P 
Damsel,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  you  again, 
Or  else  let  Talbot  perish  with  this  shame. 

Pue.  Are  you  so  hot,  sir  ? — Yet,  Pucelle,  hold  thy  peace : 
If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. — 

[Talbot,  and  the  rest,  consult  togeiher, 
God  speed  the  parliament !  who  shall  be  the  speaker  P 

Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the  field  P 

Puc.  Belike,  your  lordship  takes  us  then  for  fools. 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  our's,  or  no. 

Tal.  I  speak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,  Alen9on,  and  the  rest. 
Will  ye,  like  soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 

Alen.  Signior,  n6. 

Tal.  Signior,  hang  ! — ^base  mideteers  of  France  ! 
Like  peasant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls. 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 

Puc.  Away,  captains ' !  let's  get  us  from  the  walls, 

'  —  and  hftg  of  hell's  despite,]  It  is  "  hag  of  all  despite"  in  the  Iblios,  a 
▼ery  poor  and  tame  expression  compared  with  "  hag  of  hell's  despite  "  to  which  it 
is  amended  in  the  corr.  fo.  1  (i32.  We  are  confident  that  such  must  have  been  the 
poet's  language,  and  it  fully  accords  with  Talbot's  last  speech. 

'  Away,  captains !]  Malone  and  Steevens  (as  a  supposed  improTeineiit  of 
Shakespeare's  verse,  perhaps)  inverted  these  words,  and  read,  "  Cafttains,  awaf ," 
without  any  authority. 
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For  Talbot  means  no  goodness,  by  his  looks. — 
God  be  wi'  you,  my  lord :  we  came,  but  to  tell  you 
That  we  are  here. 

[^Exeunt  La  Pucelle,  Sfc.from  the  Walk. 

Tal,  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 
Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot's  greatest  fame. — 
Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  house, 
Prick'd  on  by  public  wrongs  sustained  in  France, 
Either  to  ^t  the  town  again,  or  die : 
And  I,  as  sure  as  English  Henry  lives. 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror. 
As  sure  as  in  this  late-betrayed  town 
Great  Cour-de-lion's  heart  was  buried. 
So  sure  I  swear,  to  get  the  town,  or  die. 

Bur,  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy  vows. 

TaL  But  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  prince, 
The  valiant  duke  of  Bedford.— Come,  my  lord. 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place. 
Fitter  for  sickness,  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed,  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  dishonour  me  : 
Here  will  I  sit  before  the  walls  of  Rouen, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal,  or  woe. 

Bur,  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  persuade  you. 

Bed,  Not  to  be  gone  from  hence ;  for  once  I  read, 
That  stout  Pendragon,  iij  his  litter,  sick, 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquished  his  foes. 
Methinks,  I  should  revive  the  soldiers'  hearts, 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  myself. 

TaL  Undaunted  spirit  in  a  dying  breast ! — 
Then,  be  it  so  : — heavens  keep  old  Bedford  safe ! — 
And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand, 
And  set  upon  our  boasting  enemy. 

[Exeunt  Burgundy,  Talbot,  and  Forces,  leaving 
Bedford,  and  otJiera, 

Alarum :   Excursions.     Enter   Sir    John   Fastolfe,   and  a 

Captain, 

Cap,  Whither  away,  sir  John  Fastolfe,  in  such  haste  ? 
Fast,  Whither  away  P  to  save  myself  by  flight : 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 

Cap,  What !  will  you  fly,  and  leave  lord  Talbot  P 
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Fast  ^        Ay, 

All  the  Talbots  in  the  world,  to  save  my  life. 
Cap.  Cowardly  knight !  ill  fortune  follow  thee  I 


JExiL 
ExU. 


Retreat :    Excursions,     Enter,  from  th^  Totm,  La   Pucelle, 
ALEN50N,  Charles,  8fc.  and  exeunt,  flying. 

Bed.  Now,  quiet  soul,  depart  when  Heaven  please. 
For  I  have  seen  our  enemies*  overthrow. 
What  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolish  man  ? 
They,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scofe. 
Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  save  themselves. 

[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  chair. 

Alarum.    Enter  Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  others. 

TaL  Lost,  and  recovered  in  a  day  again ! 
This  is  a  double  honour,  Burgimdy ; 
Yet  heavens  have  glory  for  this  victory. 

Bur.  AVarlikc  and  martial  Talbot ',  Burgundy 
Enshrines  thee  in  his  heart ;  and  there  erects 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  valour's  monument. 

Tal.  Thanks,  gentle  duke.     But  where  is  Pucelle  now  P 
I  think  her  old  familiar  is  asleep : 

Now  where's  the  Bastard's  braves,  and  Charles  his  gleeks  *  ? 
What,  all  a-mort  *  ?     Rouen  hangs  her  head  for  grief, 
That  such  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  some  order  in  the  town. 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers. 
And  then  depart  to  Paris  to  the  king ; 
For  there  young  Henry  with  his  nobles  lies. 

Bur.  What  wills  lord  Talbot  pleaseth  Burgundy. 

TaL  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceased. 
But  see  his  exequies  fiilfill'd  in  Rouen  : 
A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lance, 

*  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,]  «'  Warlike  and  matchlen  Talbot "  in  the 
corr.  fo.  1632,  and  probably  rightly,  but  we  are  not  prepared  to  do  such  violfinoe 
to  the  old  text,  when  it  is  not  imperatively  required. 

^  —  and  Charles  his  gleeks  ?]  t.  e.  Scoffi  or  jeert.  Spdt  glike*  in  the  folio, 
1023;  but  the  same  word  as  the  verb  in  '*  Midsummer-Nigbt's  Dream,"  A.  liL 
8C.  1,  and  in  "  Romeo  and  Juliet,"  A.  iv.  sc.  6.  In  *'  Henry  V.,"  A.  ▼.  ac.  1, 
p.  630,  we  have  the  participle  **  gleeking  "  employed. 

>  What,  aU  a-m ort  ?]  AU  ditpinted,  dead.  See  <*  The  Taming  of  tike  Shnw/' 
A.  iv.  8C.  3,  Vol.  ii.  p.  505.  * 
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A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  court ; 

But  kings,  and  mightiest  potentates  must  die, 

For  that's  the  end  of  human  misery.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  ni. 

The  Same.     The  Plains  near  the  City. 

Enter  Charles,  the  Bastardy   ALEN90N,  La  Pucelle,  and 

Farces, 

Puc.  Dismay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident, 
Nor  grieve  that  Rouen  is  so  recovered : 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive, 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  peacock  sweep  along  his  tail, 
We'll  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  train, 
If  Dauphin  and  the  rest  will  be  but  rul'd. 

Char.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto. 
And  of  thy  cunning  had  no  diffidence : 
One  sudden  foil  shall  never  breed  distrust. 

Bast,  Search  out  thy  wit  for  secret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through  the  world. 

Alen,  We'll  set  thy  statue  in  some  holy  place. 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blessed  saint : 
Employ  thee,  then,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 

Puc.  Then  thus  it  must  be ;  this  doth  Joan  devise : 
By  fair  persuasions,  mix'd  with  sugar'd  words, 
We  will  entice  the  duke  of  Burgundy 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Char.  Ay,  marry,  sweeting,  if  we  could  do  that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors ; 
Nor  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  us, 
But  be  extirped  from  our  provinces. 

Alen.  For  ever  should  they  be  expuls'd  from  France, 
And  not  have  title  of  an  earldom  here. 

Puc.  Your  honours  shall  perceive  how  I  will  work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end. 

[Drums  Jieard  afar  off. 
Hark  !  by  the  soimd  of  drum  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  imto  Paris-ward. 
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Ati  English  March.    Enter,  and  pass  over,  Talbot,  and  his 

Forces. 

There  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  spread. 
And  all  the  troops  of  English  after  him. 

A  French  March.      Enter  the  Duke  of  Burgundy   and  his 

Forces. 

Now,  in  the  rearward  comes  the  duke,  and  his  : 
Fortune  in  favour  makes  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  parley ;  we  will  talk  with  him. 

\_Trumpets  sound  a  Parley, 

Char.  A  parley  with  the  duke  of  Burgundy.    . 

Bur.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Burgimdy  ? 

Puc.  The  princely  Charles  of  France,  thy  countryniaii. 

Bur.  What  say'st  thou,  Charles  ?  for  I  am  marching  hence. 

Char.  Speak,  Pucelle,  and  enchant  him  with  thy  words. 

Puc.  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of  France, 
Stay  :  let  thy  humble  handmaid  speak  to  thee. 

Bur.  Speak  on ;  but  be  not  over- tedious. 

Puc.  Look  on  thy  country,  look  on  fertile  France, 
And  see  the  cities  and  the  towns  defac'd 
By  wasting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe. 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lovely  babe ', 
When  death  doth  close  his  tender  dying  eyes, 
See,  see,  the  pining  malady  of  France : 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  most  imnatural  wounds. 
Which  thou  thyself  hast  given  her  woful  breast. 
0  !  turn  thy  edged  sword  another  way  ; 
Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hurt  not  those  that  help. 
One  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's  bosom. 
Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign  gore  : 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears, 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots. 

Bur.  Either  she  hath  bewitch'd  me  with  her  words, 
Or  nature  makes  me  suddenly  relent. 

*  As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lovely  bahe,]  A  question  has  arisen  whether 
the  epithet  here  were  lowiy^  as  in  the  old  impressions,  or  *'  lovely :"  if  there  oonld 
be  any  real  doubt,  the  corr.  fo.  1632  seems  to  settle  the  dispute  (carried  on  between 
Warburton  and  Johnson)  in  favour  of  •'  lovely,"  to  which  lowly  is  there  amended. 
In  the  second  line  above,  the  corr.  fo.  1632  reads  *'  her  cities  and  her  towns,"  bat 
the  change  is  in  no  way  required,  and  it  may  only  indicate  a  difference  of : 
on  the  part  of  some  peoformer  of  the  character  of  the  heroine. 
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Puc,  Besides,  all  French  and  France  exclaims  on  thee, 
Doubting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny. 
Whom  join'st  thou  with,  but  with  a  lordly  nation 
That  will  not  trust  thee  but  for  profit's  sake  ? 
When  Talbot  hath  set  footing  once  in  France, 
And  fashion'd  thee  that  instrument  of  ill, 
Who  then  but  English  Henry  will  be  lord. 
And  thou  be  thrust  out,  like  a  fugitive  ? 
Call  we  to  mind,  and  mark  but  this  for  proof, 
Was  not  the  duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe. 
And  was  he  not  in  England  prisoner  ? 
But,  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy. 
They  set  him  free,  without  his  ransom  paid, 
In  spite  of  Burgundy,  and  all  his  friends. 
See,  then,  thou  fight'st  against  thy  countrymen, 
And  join'st  with  them  will  be  thy  slaughter-men. 
Come,  come,  return  ;  return,  thou  wandering  lord : 
Charles,  and  the  rest,  will  take  thee  in  their  arms. 

Bur.  I  am  vanquished :  these  haughty  words  of  her's 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon-shot, 
And  made  me  almost  yield  upon  my  knees. — 
Forgive  me,  counti^,  and  sweet  countrymen ! 
And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace : 
My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  your's. — 
So,  farewell,  Talbot ;  I'll  no  longer  trust  thee. 

Puc.  Done  like  a  Frenchman  ;  turn,  and  turn  again  ! 

Char.  Welcome,   brave   duke !    thy  friendship  makes  us 
fresh. 

Bast.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our  breasts. 

Akn.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  played  her  part  in  this, 
And  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Char.  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  our  powers. 
And  seek  how  we  may  prejudice  the  foe.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV. 

Paris.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,   Gloster,   and  other  Lords,   Vernon, 
Basset,  8fc.     To  them  Talbot,  and  some  of  his  Officers. 

Tal,  My  gracious  prince,  and  honourable  peers, 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm. 
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I  have  a  while  given  truce  imto  my  wars, 

To  do  my  duty  to  my  sovereign : 

In  sign  whereof,  this  arm — that  hath  reclaimed 

To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses. 

Twelve  cities,  and  seven  walled  towns  of  strength, 

Beside  five  hundred  prisoners  of  esteem, — 

Lets  fall  his  sword  before  your  highness'  feet ; 

And  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart. 

Ascribes  the  glory  of  his  conquest  got, 

First  to  my  God,  and  next  imto  your  grace. 

K,  Hen,  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  imcle  Gloster, 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France  P 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  majesty,  my  liege. 

JT.  Hen,  Welcome,  brave  captain,  and  victorious  lord. 
When  I  was  yoimg,  (as  yet  I  am  not  old) 
I  do  remember  how  my  father  said, 
A  stouter  champion  never  handled  sword. 
Long  since  we  were  resolved  of  that  truth  *, 
Your  faithful  service,  and  your  toil  in  war ; 
Yet  never  have  you  tasted  our  reward. 
Or  been  reguerdon'd  with  so  much  as  thanks, 
Because  till  now  we  never  saw  your  face : 
Therefore,  stand  up ;  and,  for  these  good  deserts. 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewsbury, 
And  in  our  coronation  take  your  place. 

[Flmrkh.    Exeunt  King  Henry,  Gloster,  Taxbot, 
and  Nobles. 

Ver.  Now,  sir,  to  you,  that  were  so  hot  at  sea, 
Disgracing  of  these  colours,  that  I  wear 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York, 
Dar'st  thou  maintain  the  former  words  thou  spak'st  ? 

Bm,  Yes,  sir ;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  saucy  tongue 
Against  my  lord,  the  duke  of  Somerset. 

Ver,  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 

Bos,  Why,  what  is  he  ?  as  good  a  man  as  York. 

^  Long  since  we  were  resolved  of  that  truth,]  t.  e.  Convinced  of  the  tmth  of 
what  Henry's  father  had  said  respecting  Talbot's  stoutness  as  a  champioD,  m  wdl 
as  convinced  by  his  own  experience  of  Talbot's  faithful  service  and  toil  in  war.  For 
the  King  to  state  that  he  had  been  long  since  convinced  of  "  your  truth  and  ftithfiil 
service  "  would  be  merely  a  repetition,  for  what  is  faithful  service  but  tmth  ?  No 
doubt,  in  the  MS.  used  by  the  printer,  *'  that "  was  written  by  a  contraction  ft^ 
which  was  mistaken  for  the  contraction  of  **  your,"  viz.  y.  "Thaf  for  yoar  is 
from  the  corr.  fo.  1032,  and  we  have  no  hesitation  in  making  the  substitotiOD. 
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Ver.  Hark  ye ;  not  so  :  in  witness,  take  ye  that. 

[^Striking  him* 

Bos.  Villain,  thou  know'st,  the  law  of  arms  is  such, 
That,  whoso  draws  a  sword,  'tis  present  death  *, 
Or  else  this  blow  should  broach  thy  dearest  blood. 
But  I'll  unto  his  majesty,  and  crave 
I  may  have  liberty  to  venge  this  wrong. 
When,  thou  shalt  see,  I'll  meet  thee  to  thy  cost. 

Ver.  Well,  miscreant,  I'll  be  there  as  soon  as  you ; 
And  after  meet  you  sooner  than  you  woidd.  \Exeunt. 


ACT  IV.    SCENE  I. 

The  Same.    A  Room  of  State. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Gloster,  Exeter,  York,  Suffolk, 
Somerset,  Winchester,  Warwick,  Talbot,  the  Oovertior 
of  Paris,  and  others. 

Gh.  Lord  Bishop,  sot  the  crown  upon  his  head. 

Win.  God  save  king  Henry,  of  that  name  the  sixth  ! 

Glo.  Now,  governor  of  Paris,  take  your  oath, — 

[^Governor  kneels. 
That  you  elect  no  other  king  but  him. 
Esteem  none  friends,  but  such  as  are  his  friends. 
And  none  your  foes,  but  such  as  shall  pretend  * 
Malicious  practices  against  his  state : 
This  shall  ye  do,  so  help  you  righteous  God  ! 

iJExeunt  Governor  and  his  Train. 

Enter  Sir  John  Fastolfe. 

Fast.  My  gracious  sovereign,  as  I  rode  from  Calais, 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation, 
A  letter  was  deliver'd  to  my  hands. 
Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 

*  That,  whoso  draws  a  sword,  'tis  present  death,]  The  meaning  seems  to  be, 
that  whoever  drew  a  sword  within  the  precincts  of  the  palace  was  liable  to  be 
punished  with  instant  death. 

6  —  bat  sach  as  shall  pretend]  t.  e.  Intend ;  the  word  is  repeatedly  used  ia 
this  way  by  Shakespeare  and  his  contemporaries. 
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TaL  Shame  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy,  and  thee  ! 
I  voVd,  base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee  next. 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  craven's  leg ' ;       [Plucking  it  off. 
Which  I  have  done,  because  unworthily 
Thou  wast  installed  in  that  high  degree. — 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henry,  and  the  rest. 
This  dastard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay  *, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  six  thousand  strong. 
And  that  the  French  were  almost  ton  to  one, 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  stroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trusty  squire,  did  run  away  : 
In  which  assault  we  lost  twelve  himdred  men ; 
Myself,  and  divers  gentlemen  beside. 
Were  there  surprised,  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then,  judge,  great  lords,  if  I  have  done  amiss ; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowards  ought  to  wear 
This  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea,  or  no  ? 

Glo,  To  say  the  truth,  this  fact  was  infamous, 
And  ill-beseeming  any  common  man. 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 

TaL  When  first  this  order  was  ordain'd,  my  lords. 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth, 
Valiant  and  virtuous,  full  of  haughty  courage. 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distress,- 
But  always  resolute  in  worst  extremes '. 
He,  then,  that  is  not  fumish'd  in  this  sort. 
Doth  but  usurp  the  sacred  name  of  knight. 
Profaning  this  most  honourable  order ; 


^  —  from  thy  craven's  leg ;]  We  should  prefer,  with  Warburton,  "  craten, 
leg,'*  and  have  little  doubt  that  it  was  so  originally  written;  but  we  haTe  no 
authority,  printed  or  MS.,  for  tlie  alteration. 

•  —  at  the  battle  of  Patay,]  The  old  copy  has  Poiciiert.  The  error  w»s 
not  corrected,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  until  the  time  of  Steevens.  The  action 
of  which  Shakespeare  is  speaking  happened  (according  to  Holinshed)  *'  neere  anto 
a  village  in  Beausse  called  Pataie^"  in  1428,  whereas  the  battle  of  PmetitrM 
was  fought  in  1357-  **  From  this  battell  (of  Patay)  departed  without  anie  stroke 
stricken.  Sir  John  Faislolfe^  the  same  yeere  by  his  valiantnesse  elected  into 
the  order  of  the  garter.  But  for  doubt  of  misdealing  at  this  brunt,  the  duke  of 
Bedford  tooke  from  him  the  image  of  St.  George  and  his  garter/'  &c.  See  alao 
p.  653  and  p.  695,  where  Fastolfe  is  introduced. 

'  But  always  resolute  in  worst  extremes.]  It  stands  "  mott  extremes  "  in  tbe 
early  editions,  but  "  worst  extremes  "  is  so  much  more  expressive,  and  '*  worsi" 
was  so  liable  to  be  misprinted  moatf  that  we  have  no  difficult  in  iiisiiling  tfie 
emendation  as  the  authentic  language  of  the  poet. 
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And  should  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge) 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-bom  swain 
That  doth  presume  to  boast  of  gentle  blood. 

K.   Hen,    Stain   to  thy   countrymen!    thou    hear'st  thy 
doom: 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight. 
Henceforth  we  banish  thee  on  pain  of  death. — 

[Exit  Fastolfe. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Glo.  What  means   his  grace,  that  he  hath  chang'd  his 
style  ? 
No  more  but,  plain  and  bluntly, — "  To  the  king  ! " 
Hath  he  forgot  he  is  his  sovereign. 
Or  doth  this  churlish  superscription 
Portend  some  alteration  in  good  will  *  ? 
What's  here  ?  \_Reads.^  "  I  have  upon  especial  cause, — 
"  Mov'd  with  compassion  of  my  country's  wreck, 
"  Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 
"  Of  such  as  your  oppression  feeds  upon, 
"  Forsaken  your  pernicious  faction, 
"  And  join'd  with  Charles,  the  rightful  king  of  France." 
0,  monstrous  treachery  !    Can  this  be  so  ? 
That  in  alliance,  amity,  and  oaths. 
There  should  be  found  such  false  dissembling  guile  ? 

K,  Hen.  AVTiat !  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy  revolt  ? 

Glo.  He  doth,  my  lord  ;  and  is  become  your  foe. 

jBT.  Hen,  Is  that  tlie  worst  this  letter  doth  contain  ? 

Glo,  It  is  the  worst ;  and  all,  my  lord,  he  writes. 

K,  Hen,  Why  then,  lord  Talbot,  there,  shall  talk  with  him, 
And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse. — 
How  say  you,  my  lord  ?  are  you  not  content  ? 

Tal,  Content,  my  liege  ?    Yes  ;  but  that  I  am  prevented, 
I  should  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  employed. 

K.   Hen,    Then   gather  strength,   and  march  imto  him 
straight. 

1  Portend  some  alteration  in  good  will  ?]  The  word  has  hitherto  been  pretend^ 
which  in  the  very  opening  of  this  scene  we  have  seen  used  in  the  signification  of 
intend:  here  the  con*,  fo.  16H2  informs  us  that  pretend  is  a  misprint  for  **  por- 
tend/' and  those  who  adhere  to  the  old  lection  are  obliged  to  give  to  pretend  the 
force  of  "  portend/'  vis.  to  hold  out,  or  put  forth.  *'  Portend/'  in  the  line  before 
ns,  menns foreehow — "does  not  this  churlish  superscription /orMAoir,  or  threaten 
some  alteration  in  good  will  ? "  This  slight  change  of  pretend  to  "  portend," 
muat  ezpresB  the  meaning  of  the  speaker. 
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Let  him  perceive,  how  ill  we  brook  his  treason  ; 
And  what  oflfence  it  is  to  flout  his  friends. 

TaL  I  go,  my  lord ;  in  heart  desiring  still, 
You  may  behold  confusion  of  your  foes.  [JEnV. 

Enter  Yernon  and  Basset. 

Ver,  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sovereign  ! 

Baa,  And  me,  my  lord  ;  grant  me  the  combat  too  ! 

York,  This  is  my  servant :  hear  him,  noble  prince. 

8om,  And  this  is  mine :  sweet  Henry,  favour  him. 

K,  Hen.  Be  patient,  lords,  and  give  them  leave  to  speak. — 
Say,  gentlemen,  what  makes  you  thus  exclaim  ? 
And  wherefore  crave  you  combat  P  or  with  whom  P 

Ver.  With  him,  my  lord ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Bos,  And  I  with  him  ;  for  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 

K,  Hen,  What  is  that  wrong  whereof  you  both  complain  ? 
First  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  answer  you. 

Bm,  Crossing  the  sea  from  England  into  France, 
This  fellow,  here,  with  envious  carping  tongue  * 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rose  I  wear  ; 
Saying,  the  sanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  represent  my  master's  blushing  cheeks. 
When  stubbornly  he  did  repugn  the  truth. 
About  a  certain  question  in  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwixt  the  duke  of  York  and  him ; 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms : 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach. 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver,  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord : 
For  though  he  seem,  with  forged  quaint  conceit. 
To  set  a  gloss  upon  his  bold  intent. 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him, 
And  he  first  took  exceptions  at  this  badge. 
Pronouncing,  that  the  paleness  of  this  flower 
Bewray'd  the  faintness '  of  my  master's  heart. 

'  This  fellow,  here,  with  envious  carping  tongue]  In  the  folio,  16S2,  tlie 
epithet  "  envious  "  in  some  way  escaped  from  the  line :  the  old  corrector  reetiMres 
it.  In  Vernon's  next  speech  he  makes  him  address  the  King  most  propeiij  as 
"  royal  lord  ;"  but  as  "  noble  lord/'  of  the  old  copies  may  not  be  wrong,  and  as 
royalty  was  not  unfrequently  so  spoken  to,  we  make  no  change.  To  "  repagn  the 
truth,"  four  lines  below,  is  to  oppose  or  retist  the  truth. 

'  Bewray'd  the  fiiintness]  t.  e.  '<  Betrayed  or  ducovered  the  ftintneft  of  my 


SCENE  I.]  KING  HENRY  VI.  705 

York,  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerset,  be  left  P 

Som,  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York,  will  out, 
Though  ne'er  so  cimningly  you  smother  it. 

K.  Hen,  Good  Lord !  what  madness  rules  in  brain-sick  men ; 
When,  for  so  slight  and  frivolous  a  cause, 
Such  factious  emulations  shall  arise ! — 
Good  cousins  both,  of  York  and  Somerset, 
Quiet  yourselves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 

York.  Let  this  dissension  first  be  tried  by  fight, 
And  then  your  highness  shall  command  a  peace. 

Som.  The  quarrel  toucheth  none  but  us  alone ; 
Betwixt  ourselves  let  us  decide  it,  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,  Somerset. 

Ver.  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  at  first. 

Bos.  Confirm  it  so,  mine  honourable  lord. 

Glo.  Confirm  it  so  P     Confounded  be  your  strife ! 
And  perish  ye,  with  your  audacious  prate ! 
Presimiptuous  vassals !  are  you  not  asham'd. 
With  this  immodest  clamorous  outrage 
To  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us  ? 
And  you,  my  lords,  methinks,  you  do  not  well 
To  bear  with  their  perverse  objections ; 
Much  less,  to  take  occasion  from  their  mouths 
To  raise  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourselves. 
Let  me  persuade  you  take  a  better  course. 

Exe.  It  grieves  his  highness : — good  my  lords,  be  fiiends. 

K.  Hen.  Come  hither,  you  that  would  be  combatants. 
Henceforth,  I  charge  you,  as  you  love  our  favour. 
Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel,  and  the  cause. — 
And  you,  my  lords,  remember  where  we  are ; 
In  France,  amongst  a  fickle  wavering  nation. 
If  they  perceive  dissension  in  our  looks. 
And  that  within  ourselves  we  disagree, 
How  will  their  grudging  stomachs  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  disobedience,  and  rebel  ? 
Beside,  what  infamy  will  there  arise, 
When  foreign  princes  shall  be  certified, 
That  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 

master's  heart.''  The  word  is  of  the  commonest  occurrence,  and  is  from  the  A.  S. 
wregan.  It  is  not  to  be  confounded  with  beray^  to  befoul,  or  cover  with  dirt, 
which  was  not  unfrequently  spelt  '*  bewray,"  as  in  our  note  on  "  The  Timing  of 
the  Shrew,"  A.  vr.  sc.  1,  Vol.  ii.  p.  493,  where,  perhaps,  it  ought  properly  to  have 
been  spelt  beray. 

VOL.  III.  Z  Z 
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King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobility, 

Destroy'd  themselves,  and  lost  the  realm  of  France  ? 

0  !  think  upon  the  conquest  of  my  father, 
My  tender  years ;  and  let  us  not  forego 
That  for  a  trifle,  that  was  bought  with  blood. 
Let  me  be  imipire  in  this  doubtful  strife. 

1  see  no  reason,  if  I  wear  this  rose,       [^Putting  on  a  red  JRo9e. 
That  any  one  should  therefore  be  suspicious 

I  more  incline  to  Somerset,  than  York : 

Both  are  my  kinsmen,  and  I  love  them  both. 

As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown. 

Because,  forsooth,  the  king  of  Scots  is  crown'd. 

But  your  discretions  better  can  persuade. 

Than  I  am  able  to  instruct  or  teach : 

And  therefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 

So  let  us  still  continue  peace  and  love. — 

Cousin  of  York,  we  institute  your  grace 

To  be  our  regent  in  these  parts  of  France : — 

And,  good  my  lord  of  Somerset,  unite 

Your  troops  of  horsemen  with  his  bands  of  foot ; 

And,  like  true  subjects,  sons  of  your  progenitors. 

Go  cheerfully  together,  and  digest 

Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 

Ourself,  my  lord  protector,  and  the  rest. 

After  some  respite,  will  return  to  Calais ; 

From  thence  to  England ;  where  I  hope  ere  long 

To  be  presented  by  your  victories 

With  Charles,  Alen9on,  and  that  traitorous  rout. 

[Flourish.     Exeunt  King  Henry,  Glo.,  Som.,  Win., 
SuF.,  and  Basset. 

War,  My  lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the  king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

York.  And  so  he  did ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not. 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerset. 

War.  Tush  !  that  was  but  his  fancy,  blame  him  not ; 
I  dare  presimie,  sweet  prince,  he  thought  no  harm. 

York.  And  if  I  wist  he  did  *, — ^But  let  it  rest ; 

*  And  if  I  WIST  he  did,]  So  Steevens  reads,  and  in  all  probabilitj  rightly. 
The  folios  have  "  And  if  I  with  he  did/'  York  means  to  hold  oat  a  sort  of  thraat, 
<*  And  if  I  wist,  or  knew^  that  he  did  ;" — but,  as  we  find  from  what  foUows,  ha 
immediately  corrects  and  restrains  himself,  by  **  suppressing  his  voice."  *<  And  " 
may  either  be  taken  as  the  conjunction  copulative,  or  as  a  rediq>]icatioa  of  jf^ 
which  was  very  common. — "  Antfl  wist  he  did." 
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Other  afiSedrs  must  now  be  managed. 

[Exeunt  York,  Warwick,  and  Vernon. 
JSxe.  Well  didst  thou,  Richard,  to  suppress  thy  voice ; 
For,  had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear,  we  should  have  seen  deciphered  there 
More  rancorous  spite,  more  furious  raging  broils. 
Than  yet  can  be  imagined  or  supposed. 
But  howsoe'er,  no  simple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  of  nobility. 
This  shouldering  of  each  other  in  the  court. 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  favourites. 
But  that  it  doth  presage  some  ill  event. 
'Tis  much,  when  sceptres  are  in  children's  hands. 
But  more,  when  envy  breeds  unkind  division :    - 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  concision.  [^Exit 


SCENE  11. 

France.     Before  Bordeaux. 

Enter  Talbot,  tcith  his  Forces. 

Tal.  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bordeaux,  trumpeter : 
Summon  their  general  imto  the  wall. 

Trumpet  sounds  a  Parky.     Enter,  on  the  Walls,  the  General 

of  the  French  Forces,  and  others. 

English  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth. 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  king  of  England ; 
And  thus  he  would. — Open  your  city  gates. 
Be  humble  to  us,  call  my  sovereign  your's. 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  subjects. 
And  I'll  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power ; 
But,  if  you  frown  upon  this  proffer'd  peace. 
You  tempt  the  fiiry  of  my  three  attendants. 
Lean  famine,  quartering  steel,  and  climbing  fire ; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  stately  and  air-braving  towers. 
If  you  forsake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  death. 
Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  scourge, 

zz2 
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The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 

On  us  thou  canst  not  enter  but  by  death ; 

For,  I  protest,  we  are  well  fortified. 

And  strong  enough  to  issue  out  and  fight : 

If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed. 

Stands  with  the  snares  of  war  to  tangle  thee. 

On  either  hand  thee  there  are  squadrons  pitch'd 

To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight. 

And  no  way  canst  thou  turn  thee  for  redress, 

But  death  doth  frt)nt  th^  with  apparent  spoil, 

And  pale  destruction  meets  thee  in  the  face. 

Ten  thousand  French  have  ta'en  the  sacrament, 

To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery 

Upon  no  Christian  soul  but  English  Talbot. 

Lo !  there  thou  stand'st,  a  breathing  valiant  man^ 

Of  an  invincible  unconquer'd  spirit : 

This  is  the  latest  glory  of  thy  praise. 

That  I,  thy  enemy,  'due  thee  withal  * ; 

For  ere  the  glass,  that  now  begins  to  run. 

Finish  the  process  of  his  sandy  hour, 

These  eyes,  that  see  thee  now  well  coloured. 

Shall  see  thee  withered,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 

^Drum  afar  off. 
Hark !  hark !  the  Dauphin's  dnmi,  a  warning  bell, 
Sings  heavy  music  to  thy  timorous  soul ; 
And  mine  shall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out. 

\Exeunt  General^  Sfcfrom  the  Walls. 
Tah  He  fables  not ;  I  hear  the  enemy. — 
Out,  some  light  horsemen,  and  peruse  their  wings. — 
O,  negligent  and  heedless  discipline ! 
How  are  we  parked,  and  bounded  in  a  pale ! 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs ! 
If  we  be  English  deer,  be  then  in  blood ; 
Not  rascal-like,  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch  *,     • 

*  That  I,  thy  enemy,  'due  thee  withal ;]  The  old  copies  print  "  'due,"  dew, 
and  some  commentators  have  supposed  that  it  was  to  bo  taken  in  the  sense  <^ 
bedew :  but  we  prefer  Johnson's  explanation,  that  **  'due  "  was  to  be  understood 
as  enduef  the  first  syllable  being  elided.  Not  only  Shakespeare,  bat  Milton  and 
many  other  writers  have  "  endue  "  for  invest. 

'  Not  RASCAL-LiKB,  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch,]  We  have  before  had  **ras. 
cals  "  used  for  poor  lean  deer,  in  "  As  You  Like  It,"  A.  iii.  sc.  3,  VoL  ii.  p.  400. 
Most  of  the  terms  used  in  this  part  of  Talbot's  speech  have  reference  to  the  forest : 
"  be  then   in  blood  "  was  technical :  see  **  Love's  Labour's  Lost,"  A.  liL  ic  2, 
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But  rather  moody  mad,  and  desperate  stags, 

Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  steel, 

And  make  the  cowards  stand  aloof  at  bay : 

Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine. 

And  they  shall  find  dear  deer  of  us,  my  Mends. — 

God,  and  Saint  George,  Talbot,  and  England's  right 

Prosper  our  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight !  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  III. 

Plains  in  Gascony. 

Enter  York,  with  Forces ;  to  him,  a  Messenger, 

York.  Are  not  the  speedy  scouts  retum'd  again, 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 

Me^,  They  are  retum'd,  my  lord ;  and  give  it  out. 
That  he  is  march*d  to  Bordeaux  with  his  power, 
To  fight  with  Talbot.     As  he  march'd  along, 
By  your  espials  were  discovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led, 
Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march  for  Bordeaux. 

York.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerset, 
That  thus  delays  my  promised  supply 
Of  horsemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  siege ! 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid. 
And  I  am  lowted  by  a  traitor  viUain  \ 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier. 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necessity ! 
If  he  miscarry,  farewell  wars  in  France. 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy  *. 

Lucy,  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  English  strength. 
Never  so  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 


Vol.  ii.  p.  129,  where  Holofernes  says,  **  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  $angtn$t — in 
blood ;  ripe  as  the  pomewater." 

'  And  I  am  lowtbd  by  a  traitor  villain,]  t.  e.  says  Malone,  "  I  am  treated 
with  contempt,  like  a  lowt  or  country  fellow." 

*  Enter  Sir  William  Lucy.]  The  old  stage-direction  is  (not  "  Enter  a  Mes- 
senger," as  Malone  states)  **  Enter  another  Messenger,"  one  messenger  having 
already  brought  intelligence  to  York:  the  second  messenger,  as  appears  after- 
wards, was  Sir  William  Lucy. 
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Spur  to  the  rescue  of  the  noble  Talbot, 

Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waist  of  iron, 

And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destruction. 

To  Bordeaux,  warlike  duke !  to  Bordeaux,  York ! 

Else,  farewell  Talbot,  France,  and  England's  honour. 

York.  0  God !  that  Somerset — ^who  in  proud  heart 
Doth  stop  my  comets — ^were  in  Talbot's  place ! 
So  should  we  save  a  valiant  gentleman. 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury,  make  me  weep, 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  sleep. 

Lucy.  O,  send  some  succour  to  the  distressed  lord  I 

York.  He  dies,  we  lose ;  I  break  my  warlike  word : 
We  mourn,  France  smiles ;  we  lose,  they  daily  get ; 
All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerset '. 

Liicy.  Then,  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Talbot's  soul  I 
And  on  his  son,  young  John ;  whom  two  hours  since 
I  met  in  travel  toward  his  warlike  father. 
This  seven  years  did  not  Talbot  see  his  son, 
And  now  they  meet  where  both  their  lives  are  done. 

York.  Alas !  what  joy  shall  noble  Talbot  have, 
To  bid  his  yoimg  son  welcome  to  his  grave  P 
Away !  vexation  almost  stops  my  breath. 
That  sunder'd  friends  greet  in  the  hour  of  death. — 
Lucy,  farewell :  no  more  my  fortune  can. 
But  curse  the  cause  I  cannot  aid  the  man. — 
Maine,  Blois,  Poictiers,  and  Tours,  are  won  away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerset,  and  his  delay. 

\_Emt  York,  with  his  JFbree$. 

Luoy.  Thus,  while  the  vulture  of  sedition 
Feeds  in  the  bosom  of  such  great  commanders, 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  loss 
The  conquest  of  our  scarce-cold  conqueror. 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  fifth.     Whiles  they  each  other  cross, 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  hurry  to  loss.  [Exit. 

'  All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerset.]  t.  e.  All  caused  or  occationed  by 
this  vile  traitor,  a  not  ancommon  idiom  from  the  A.  S.  Richardson,  in  his  Diet., 
appositely  cites  the  prologue  to  "  The  Return  from  Parnassus,"  1606,  but  he  does 
not  refer  to  this  passage  in  Shakespeare,  nor  to  the  repetition  of  the 
pression  below  :  they  are  both  exactly  in  point. 
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SCENE  ly. 

Other  Plains  of  Gascony. 

Enter  Somerset,  with  his  Army ;  an  Officer  of  TAJjBorr's 

toith  him, 

8om.  It  is  too  late ;  I  cannot  send  them  now. 
This  expedition  was  by  York  and  Talbot 
Too  rashly  plotted ;  all  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  sally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with.     The  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  sullied  all  his  gloss  of  former  honour, 
By  this  unheedful,  desperate,  wild  adventure. 
York  set  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  shame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the  name. 

Off.  Here  is  sir  William  Lucy,  who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 

Sam.  How  now,  sir  William !  whither  were  you  sent  ? 

Lucy.    Whither,  my  lord?    from   bought   and   sold  lord 
Talbot; 
Who,  ring'd  about  with  bold  adversity, 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerset, 
To  beat  assailing  death  from  his  weak  legions  ** : 
And  whiles  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops  bloody  sweat  from  his  war- wearied  limbs. 
And,  in  advantage  lingering,  looks  for  rescue. 
You,  his  false  hopes,  the  trust  of  England's  honour, 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthless  emulation. 
Let  not  your  private  discord  keep  away 
The  levied  succours  that  should  lend  him  aid. 
While  he,  renowned  noble  gentleman. 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds. 

10  —  from  his  wesk  legions  :]  The  folios  have  r^gioni:  most  probably,  though 
not  necessarily,  an  error,  which  was  corrected  by  Rowe.  We  are  in  a  hard  strait 
with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce,  for  hero  he  almost  blames  us  for  not  preferring  the  old 
lection,  regionSf  while  at  the  same  moment  he  expresses  his  entire  approbation 
of  the  new  lection  "  legions/'  (Remarks,  p.  125.)  When  he  adds  that  he  *'  cannot 
form  the  most  distant  idea  "  of  certain  argument*,  we  fear  we  cannot  help  him* 
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Orleans  the  Bastard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy  *, 
Alen9on,  Rcignier,  compass  him  about, 
And  Talbot  perisheth  by  your  default. 

Sofn,  York  set  him  on,  York  should  have  sent  him  aid. 

Luc?/.  And  York  as  fast  upon  your  grace  exclaims ; 
Swearing  that  you  withhold  his  levied  host  *, 
Collected  for  this  expedition. 

So7n.  York  lies :  he  might  have  sent,  and  had  the  horse. 
I  owe  him  little  duty,  and  less  love, 
And  take  foul  scorn  to  fawn  on  him  by  sending. 

Luci/,  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force  of  France, 
Hath  now  entrapp'd  the  noble-minded  Talbot. 
Never  to  England  shaU  he  bear  his  life. 
But  dies  betray'd  to  fortime  by  your  strife. 

Som,  Come,  go ;  I  will  despatch  the  horsemen  straight : 
Within  six  hours  they  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucj/,  Too  late  comes  rescue :  he  is  ta'en,  or  slain, 
For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled. 
And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

Som.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot,  then  adieu ! 

Luci/.  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  shame  in  you. 

[^£!xeunL 

SCENE  V. 

The  English  Camp  near  Bordeaux. 

JEnter  Talbot  and  John  his  Son. 

Tal.  O  yoxmg  John  Talbot !     I  did  send  for  thee, 
To  tutor  thee  in  stratagems  of  war. 
That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  thee  reviv'd, 
When  sapless  age,  and  weak  xmable  limbs, 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But, — 0,  malignant  and  ill-boding  stars ! — 
Now  thou  art  come  unto  a  feast  of  death, 
A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger  * : 

1  Orleans  the  Bastard,  Charles,  and  Burgondy,]     The  conjunction  b  from  the 
folio,  1632,  and  the  line  can  scarcely  he  read  metrically  without  it. 
*  —  his  levied  host,]     Ought  we  not  to  read  **  levied  horte?** 
'  A  terrible  and  unavoided  danger :]     Shakespeare  uses  **  unaToided  "  pre- 
dady  in  the  same  way  in  *'  Richard  II.,"  A.  ii.  sc.  1,  p.  248, 

'*  And  unavoided  is  the  danger  now;" 
meaning  tinavoidabUt  inevUadle. 


SCENE  v.]  KING  HENRY   VI.  713 

Therefore,  dear  boy,  moimt  on  my  swiftest  horse, 
And  I'll  direct  thee  how  thou  shalt  escape 
By  sudden  flight :  come,  dally  not ;  begone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot  ?  and  am  I  your  son  ? 
And  shall  I  fly  ?     O  !  if  you  love  my  mother. 
Dishonour  not  her  honourable  name. 
To  make  a  bastard,  and  a  slave  of  me  : 
The  world  will  say  he  is  not  Talbot's  blood. 
That  basely  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  stood. 

TaL  Fly  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  slain. 

John.  He  that  flies  so  will  ne'er  return  again. 

TaL  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  sure  to  die. 

John.  Then  let  me  stay  ;  and  father,  do  you  fly  : 
Tour  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard  should  be ; 
My  worth  imknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast. 
In  your's  they  will,  in  you  ^11  hopes  are  lost. 
Flight  cannot  stain  the  honour  you  have  won, 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done : 
You  fled  for  vantage  every  one  will  swear. 
But  if  I  bow  *,  they'll  say  it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay. 
If  the  first  hour  I  shrink  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality, 
Rather  than  life  preserv'd  with  infamy. 

TaL  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one  tomb  P 

John.  Ay,  rather  than  I'll  shame  my  mother's  womb. 

TaL  Upon  my  blessing  I  command  thee  go. 

John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 

TaL  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  sav'd  in  thee. 

John.  No  part  of  him  but  will  be  shame  in  me. 

TaL  Thou  never  hadst  renown,  nor  canst  not  lose  it. 

John.  Yes,  your  renowned  name :  shall  flight  abuse  it  ? 

TaL  Thy  father's  charge  shall  clear  thee  from  that  stain. 

John.  You  cannot  witness  for  me,  being  slain. 
If  death  be  so  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

TaL  And  leave  my  followers  here,  to  fight,  and  die  P 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  such  shame. 

John.  And  shall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  such  blame  P 

*  Bat  if  I  BOW,]  t.  e.  If  I  tubmit  to  circamstances,  and  fly.  The  corr.  fo.  1632 
substitutes yfy  for  **  bow/'  but  there  seems  no  adequate  reason  for  this  deviation : 
we  may  possibly  take  **  bow  "  in  the  sense  of  yielding,  or  bowing  to  his  father's 
command.    Mr.  Singer  prints  "  But  if  Ifl^w,  Uiey'i^  ny»"  &c. 
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No  more  can  I  be  severed  from  your  side. 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide  : 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  the  like  do  I  ; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal,  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair  aon. 
Bom  to  eclipse  thy  life  this  afternoon. 
Come,  side  by  side  together  live  and  die. 
And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly  *.  \ExewU. 


SCENE  VI. 

A  Field  of  Battle. 

Alarum :  Excursions^  wJierein  Talbot's  San  is  fiemmed  abautf 

and  Talbot  rescues  him. 

Tal.  Saint  George  and  victory !  fight,  soldiers,  fig^ht  * ! 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word. 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  sword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot  ? — ^pause,  and  take  thy  breath. ; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  rescued  thee  from  death. 

John.  0,  twice  my  father !  twice  am  I  thy  son  : 
The  life  thou  gav'st  me  first  was  lost  and  done  ; 
Till  with  thy  warlike  sword,  despite  of  fate, 
To  my  determin'd  time  thou  gav'st  new  date. 

Tal.  When  from  the  Dauphin's  crest  thy  sword  struck  fire, 
It  warmed  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  desire 
Of  bold-fac'd  victory.     Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  spleen  and  warlike  rage. 
Beat  down  Alen9on,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  rescu'd  thee. 
The  ireful  bastard  Orleans,  that  drew  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy,  and  had  the  maidenhood 

^  And  soul  with  soul  from  France  to  heaven  fly.]  Johnson  remarked  upoo  the 
peculiarity  that  this  portion  of  the  play  is  entirely  in  rhyme,  and  he  suspected  ihmt 
it  had  belonged  to  some  earlier  poem.  That  it  formed  part  of  the  old  lost  yhkj 
on  which  Shakespeare  founded  the  first  part  of  "  Henry  YI."  is  highly  piobeble : 
he,  however,  introduced  the  rhyming  scenes  by  blank-verse  of  his  own,  and  con- 
cluded them  in  the  same  way,  after  the  entrance  of  Sir  M^liam  Locy,  p.  718. 

'  Saint  George  and  victory  !  fight,  soldiers,  fight !]  This  line  alone  hat  bo 
corresponding  rhyme,  and  we  may  therefore  suspect  an  omission,  bat  the  ooir.  fix 
1632  furnishes  nothing  here. 
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Of  thy  first  fight,  I  soon  encountered, 

And,  interchanging  blows,  I  quickly  shed 

Some  of  his  bastard  blood ;  and,  in  disgrace. 

Bespoke  him  thus :  "  Contaminated,  base, 

And  misbegotten  blood  I  spill  of  thine. 

Mean  and  right  poor,  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine. 

Which  thou  didst  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave  boy :" — 

Here  purposing  the  Bastard  to  destroy. 

Came  in  strong  rescue.     Speak,  thy  father's  care. 

Art  thou  not  weary,  John  ?    How  dost  thou  fare  P 

Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly, 

Now  thou  art  seal'd  the  son  of  chivalry  P 

Fly  to  revenge  my  death,  when  I  am  dead ; 

The  help  of  one  stands  me  in  little  stead. 

0  !  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 

To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  small  boat. 

If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage, 

To-morrow  I  shall  die  with  mickle  age : 

By  me  they  nothing  gain,  and  if  I  stay, 

'Tis  but  the  shortening  of  my  life  one  day : 

In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  household's  name, 

My  death's  revenge,  thy  youth,  and  England's  fame. 

All  these,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  stay ; 

All  these  are  sav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 

John,  The  sword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made  me  smart ; 
These  words  of  your's  draw  life-blood  fix)m  my  heart. 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  such  a  shame, 
(To  sjive  a  paltry  life,  and  slay  bright  fame) 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly. 
The  coward  horse  that  bears  me  fall  and  die ! 
And  like  me  ^  to  the  peasant  boys  of  France, 
To  be  shame's  scorn,  and  subject  of  mischance  I 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won. 
An  if  I  fly  I  am  not  Talbot's  son : 
Then,  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot ', 
If  son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 


'  And  LiKB  me]  t.  e.  And  liken  me  to,  or  compare  me  with. 

*  —  it  is  no  BOOT,]  "  Boot  **  and  booty  are  in  fact  the  same  word,  and  mean 
gain,  profit,  or  advantage.  It  is  also  used  as  a  verb,  **  to  boot/'  meaning  in  ad- 
dition. In  •*  The  Taming  of  the  Shrew/'  A.  v.  sc.  2,  Vol.  ii.  p.  626,  we  have  had 
this  very  phrase  '*  for  it  is  no  boot ;"  and  the  expression  *<  it  boots  not"  if  of 
frequent  occurrence.     "  Boot "  is  from  the  A.  S.  botan. 
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Tal.  Then  follow  thou  thy  desperate  sire  of  Crete, 
Thou  Icarus.     Thy  life  to  me  is  sweet  : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  father's  side. 
And,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  vn. 

Another  Part  of  the  Same. 

Alarums :  Excursions.    Enter  Talbot  wounded,  supported  by  a 

Soldier^. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  other  life  ? — ^mine  own  is  gone  : 
0,  where's  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant  John  P — 
Triumphant  death,  smear'd  with  captivity, 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  smile  at  thee. — 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  shrink,  and  on  my  knee. 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandish'd  over  me. 
And,  like  a  himgry  lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  stern  impatience  ; 
But  when  my  angry  guardant  stood  alone. 
Tendering  my  ruin,  and  assail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart. 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clustering  battle  of  the  French : 
And  in  that  sea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  overmoimting  spirit ;  and  there  died 
My  Icarus,  my  blossom,  in  his  pride. 

Ent^  Soldiers,  bearing  the  body  of  John  Talbot. 

Sold.  0,  my  dear  lord !  lo,  where  your  son  is  borne ! 

Tal.  Thou  antick,    death*',    which   laugh'st   us    here  to 
scorn. 
Anon,  from  thy  insulting  tyranny, 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity, 

*  —  supported  by  a  Soldier.]  The  stage-direction  in  the  folio,  1623,  is  '*  Bnter 
old  Talbot  led  "— '*  by  a  Servant ''  add  modem  editors—"  by  a  Soldier"  says  the 
oorr.  fo.  1632;  and  it  is  much  more  proper  that  the  old  warrior  should  be  sup- 
ported on  the  field  of  battle  by  a  Soldier  than  by  a  man-servant. 

'<>  Thou  ANTICK,  death,]  Shakespeare,  in  ''  Richard  11./'  A.  liL  sc.  S,  this  VoL 
p.  267»  has  called  death  an  **  antick ;"  and  see  the  note  upon  the 
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Two  Talbots,  winged  through  the  Kther  sky  *, 

In  thy  despite  shall  'scape  mortality. — 

0  !  thou  whose  wounds  become  hard-favoured  death, 

Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath : 

Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will  or  no ; 

Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. — 

Poor  boy !  he  smiles,  methinks ;  as  who  should  say, 

Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died  to-day. 

Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms. 

My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 

Soldiers,  adieu !  I  have  what  I  would  have. 

Now  my  old  arms  are  yoimg  John  Talbot's  grave.  [^Dies. 

Alarutns.  Exeunt  Soldiers,  leaving  the  two  bodies.  Enter 
Charles,  ALEN90N,  Burgundy,  Bastard,  La  Pucelle, 
and  Forces. 

Char,  Had  York  and  Somerset  brought  rescue  in. 
We  should  have  foimd  a  bloody  day  of  this. 

Bast.  How  the  young  whelp  of  Talbot's,  raging  wood ', 
Did  flesh  his  puny  sword  in  Frenchmen's  blood ! 

Puc.  Once  I  cncounter'd  him,  and  thus  I  said, 
"  Thou  maiden  youth,  be  vanquish'd  by  a  maid :" 
But  with  a  proud,  majestical  high  scorn. 
He  answered  thus :  "  Yoimg  Talbot  was  not  bom 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglot  wench  *." 
So,  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French  *, 
He  left  me  proudly,  as  imworthy  fight. 

Bur.  Doubtless,  he  would  have  made  a  noble  knight. 
See,  where  he  lies  inhersed  in  the  arms 
Of  the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms  *. 

1  —  through  the  lither  sky,]  t.  e.  "  Tlirough  the  yielding  sky."  Milton's 
epithet,  btupontt  as  applied  to  the  air,  has  much  the  same  meaning,  for  the  old 
signification  of  buxom  was  obedient.  Chaucer  uses  it  both  in  the  sense  of  obedient 
and  civil.     See  Tyrwhitt's  Glossary. 

a  —  raging  wood,]  t .  e.  Raging  mad :  the  old  word  for  mad  was  "  wood." 
See  "  Midsummer-Night's  Dream,"  A.  ii.  sc.  2.  Vol.  ii.  p.  205. 

'  To  be  the  pillage  of  a  oiolot  wench/']  A  **  giglot  "  is  a  wanton^  and  it  is 
met  with  in  this  sense  in  various  authors  of  Shakespeare's  time.  We  have  it, 
among  other  places,  in  Middleton's  "  Family  of  Love "  (Dyce's  Edit.  ii.  1 15), 
where  Gudgeon  says,  **  Leave  not  thy  native  soil  for  a  giglot f**  and  Lipsalve  follows 
it  up  by  exclaiming,  **  forsake  thy  country  for  a  wagtail  ?" 

*  So,  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French,]  This  line  is  omitted  in  the  folio, 
in32,  but  inserted  in  MS.  by  the  old  corrector  of  that  impression. 

^  Of  the  MOST  BLOODY  nurser  of  his  harms.]  "  Of  the  etill  bleeding  nurser 
of  his  harms  "  is  the  reading  offered  by  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  we  only  place 
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Bast.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones  asunder. 
Whose  life  was  Enghmd's  glory,  Gullia's  wonder. 

Char,  O,  no !  forbear ;  for  that  which  we  have  fled 
During  the  life,  let  ns  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Eni^  Sir  William  Lucy,  attended;  a  French  Serald 

preceding, 

Lucy.  Herald,  conduct  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent. 
To  know  who  hath  obtained  the  glory  of  the  day. 

CJmr.  On  what  submissive  message  art  thou  sent  P 

Lucy.  Submission,  Dauphin !  'tis  a  mere  French  word ; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 
I  come  to  know  what  prisoners  thou  hast  ta'en. 
And  to  survey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  For  prisoners  ask'st  thou  ?  hell  our  prison  is. 
But  tell  me  briefly  whom  thou  seekest  now  *. 

Lmy.  But  where's  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field. 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewsbury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  success  in  arms. 
Great  earl  of  Washford  \  Waterford,  and  Valence ; 
Lord  Talbot  of  Qoodrig  and  Urchinfield, 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmerc,  lord  Verdun  of  Alton, 
Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  lord  Fumival  of  ShefEield, 
The  thrice  victorious  lord  of  Falconbridge ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  Saint  George, 
Worthy  Saint  Michael,  and  the  golden  fleece ; 
Great  mareshal  to  Henrv  the  sixth 
Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Puc.  Here  is  a  silly  stately  style  indeed ! 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath, 
Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. — 

it  in  a  note,  because  the  change  is  not  imperatively  called  for,  and  Shakespeare  (if 
he  wrote  this  part  of  the  play)  may  have  meant  that  Bnrgnndy  should  call  Talbot, 
who  had  been  the  destruction  of  so  many  Frenchmen,  '*  most  bloody." 

'  But  tell  me  briefly  whom  thou  seekest  now.]  **  Briefly  "  and  *'  now  "  are 
from  the  corr.  fo.  1632,  words  of  no  great  import  in  themselves,  but  of  some 
valoe  for  the  completion  of  the  verse.  We  have  inserted  them ;  bat  when  the  old 
annotator  strikes  out  '*  obtain'd  "  in  Lucy's  second  line,  we  pause,  tnasmndi  as  the 
word  may  have  come  from  the  poet's  pen,  and  **  to  know  "  may  have  belonged 
to  the  previous  line,  which  is  complete  without  *'  Herald." 

^  Great  earl  of  Washpord,]  *'  Washford  "  seems  to  have  been  the  andcnt 
name  of  Wexford,  R.  Compton,  in  his  *'  Mansion  of  Magnanimitie/'  1599,  which 
contains  verses  upon  Talbot,  speaking  of  his  titles,  calls  him  earl  of  Waahford. 
This  enumeration  of  names  is  struck  out  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1638,  and  we  can  easily 
believe  that  they  were  not  recited  by  the  actor  of  the  part  of  Sir  WiUiain  Locy. 
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Him,  that  thou  magnifiest  with  all  these  titles, 
Stinking,  and  fly-blown,  lies  here  at  our  feet. 

Lucy,  Is  Talbot  slain  ?  the  Frenchmen's  only  scourge, 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemesis  ? 
O  !  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bullets  turn'd. 
That  I  in  rage  might  shoot  them  at  your  faces. 
0  !  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  life, 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France. 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze  the  proudest  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies,  that  I  may  bear  them  hence  *, 
And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  worth. 

Puc.  I  think,  this  upstart  is  old  Talbot's  ghost, 
He  speaks  with  such  a  proud  commanding  spirit. 
For  God's  sake,  let  him  have  'em ;  to  keep  them  here, 
They  would  but  stink,  and  putrefy  the  air. 

Char.  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 

Lucy,  I'U  bear  them  hence  : 

But  from  their  very  ashes  shall  be  rear'd ' 
A  phcQnix  that  shall  make  all  France  afeard. 

Char,  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  'em  what  thou  wilt. 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conquering  vein : 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  slain.  [Exeunt, 

'  —  that  I  may  bear  them  hbnce,]  In  the  corr.  fo.  1632  the  words  are  "  that 
I  bear  them /or/A ."  *'  may  *'  having  been  omitted  for  the  measure,  and  ybrM  sub- 
stituted for  the  rhyme.  There  are  other  rhymes  in  this  part  of  the  scene,  although 
it  is  chiefly  in  blank  verse,  but  we  do  not  see  the  necessity  of  here  doing  Tiolence 
to  the  text  as  we  find  it  preserved  in  the  folios.  The  case  is  different  where  the 
old  annotator  inserts  *'  'em  "  for  them,  where  PuccUe  says  '*  For  God's  sake  let 
him  have  *em**  which  is  him  in  the  old  copies,  and  cannot  possibly  be  right. 

*  But  from  their  very  ashes  shall  be  reared]  **  Very  "  is  not  in  the  folio,  1623, 
but  is  obtained  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  It  gives  additional  emphasis  to  the  speech, 
and  restores  the  measure  (which  hero,  we  may  presume,  was  intended  to  be 
regular),  in  order  that  it  might  match  the  next  line,  with  which  it  rhymes.  We 
have  little  doubt  that  the  same  authority  is  right  when  he  tells  us  to  read  the  first 
line  of  the  reply  of  Charles  thus : — 

*'  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  what  thou  wilt." 
In  the  folio,  1623,  it  is, 

'*  So  we  be  rid  of  them,  do  with  him  what  thou  wilt ;'' 
but  him  is  clearly  an  error,  and  it  has  been  usual,  as  in  the  folio,  1632,  to  alter 
him  to  them  or  '*  'em,"  and  so  we  give  the  text,  making  no  change,  merely  on 
account  of  the  irregularity  of  the  verse,  in  a  line  which,  in  point  of  jingle,  cor- 
responds with  no  other  :  the  two  concluding  lines  rhyme,  and  there  each  consists 
of  the  usual  number  of  syllables.  VTe  have  frequently  deserted  the  corr.  fo.  1632, 
in  places  where  changes  have  been  made,  as  far  as  we  can  now  judge,  merely  for 
the  sake  of  the  verse. 
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ACT  V.    SCENE  I.  >• 

London.     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

JEnter  King  Henry,  Gloster,  and  Exetkb. 

K.  Sen.  Have  you  penis'd  the  letters  from  the  pope. 
The  emperor,  and  the  earl  of  Armagnac  P 

Glo.  I  have,  my  lord  ;  and  their  intent  is  this : — 
They  hmnbly  sue  unto  your  eKcellence, 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 

JST.  -H^w.  How  doth  your  grace  affect  their  motion  P 

Gh.  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only  means 
To  stop  effusion  of  our  Christian  blood  \ 
And  'stablish  quietness  on  every  side. 

JST.  Sen,  Ay,  marry,  imcle ;  for  I  always  thought, 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural, 
That  such  immanity  and  bloody  strife 
Should  reign  among  professors  of  one  faith. 

Glo,  Beside,  my  lord,  the  sooner  to  effect. 
And  surer  bind,  this  knot  of  amity, 
The  earl  of  Armagnac,  near  kin  to  Charles  *, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In  marriage,  with  a  large  and  sumptuous  dowry. 

JST.  Sen.  Marriage,  uncle  ?  alas !  my  years  are  young. 
And  fitter  is  my  study  and  my  books. 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 

^®  Act  ▼.  Scene  i  ]  In  the  folio,  1623,  the  acts  and  scenes  are  asaallj  oonectlj 
marked ;  but  here,  what  we  must  consider  the  commencement  of  Act  t.  is  onlj 
called  Scena  Secunda. 

*  To  stop  effusion  of  our  Christian  blood,]  The  corr.  fo.  1632  erases  "our" 
and  has  much  in  the  margin,  but  we  do  not  see  the  expediency  of  the  change. 

2  The  earl  of  Armagnac,  near  kin  to  Charles,]  Of  the  fitness  of  this  emenda- 
tion there  can  be  no  doubt,  and  it  is  from  the  corr.  fo.  1632:  the  Duke  €i 
Gloster  afterwards  speaks  of  Arma^riac  as  kinsman  to  Charles.  In  the  folio,  1623, 
the  word  is  knit  for  "  kin,''  an  evident  and  an  easy  misprint.  Mr.  Singer  is 
obliged  to  admit  that  '*  it  has  been  proposed  to  read  '  near  kin  to  Cliaiies.' " 
Where  has  it  been  so  proposed  ?  In  the  corr.  fo.  163*2,  which  Mr.  Singer  has 
always  such  a  wish  to  ignore.  The  emendation  was  never  suggested  (not  even  in 
Mr.  Singer's  corrected  folio,  1632)  until  it  appeared  in  our  volume  of  "  Notes  and 
Emendations/'  p.  277* 
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Yet,  call  th'  ambassadors ;  and,  as  you  please. 
So  let  them  have  their  answers  every  one : 
I  shall  be  well  content  with  any  choice. 
Tends  to  God's  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 

JBwfer  a  Legate,  and  two  AmbassadarSy  mth  Winchester,  as  a 

CardinaL 

Exe,  What !  is  my  lord  of  Winchester  installed, 
And  call'd  unto  a  cardinal's  degree  ? 
Then,  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verified  ^ 

Henry  the  fifth  did  sometime  prophesy, — 
"  If  once  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal, 
He'll  make  his  cap  co-equal  with  the  crown." 

K.  Hen.  My  lords  ambassadors,  your  several  suits 
Have  been  consider'd  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpose  is  both  good  and  reasonable ; 
And,  therefore,  are  we  certainly  resolv'd. 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  lord  of  Winchester,  we  mean 
Shall  be  transported  presently  to  France. 

Olo,  And  for  the  proffer  of  my  lord,  your  master, 
I  have  inform'd  his  highness  so  at  large. 
As — ^liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts. 
Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower, — 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 

K.  Hen,  In  argimient  and  proof  of  which  contract, 
Bear  her  this  jewel,  pledge  of  my  affection. —  [^Giving  it. 

And  so,  my  lord  protector,  see  them  guarded. 
And  safely  brought  to  Dover ;  where,  inshipp'd, 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  sea. 

[^Exeunt  King  Henry  and  Train ;  Glosier,  Exeter, 
and  Ambassadors, 

Win,  Stay,  my  lord  legate :  you  shall  first  receive 
The  sum  of  money,  which  I  promised 
Should  be  deliver'd  to  his  holiness. 
For  clothing  me  in  these  grave  ornaments  *. 

Leg,  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordship's  leisure.  \_Exit. 

Win.  Now,  Winchester  will  not  submit,  I  trow. 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudest  peer. 
Himiphrey  of  Gloster,  thou  shalt  well  perceive. 
That,  neither  in  birth,  or  for  authority, 

'  —  ORAvx  ornaments.]     Possibly  brafSa  ornaments :  tbey  were  scarlet. 
VOL.  III.  3  A 
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The  bishop  will  be  overborne  by  thee  : 

I'll  either  make  thee  stoop,  and  bend  thy  knee, 

Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [^SttY. 


SCENE  II. 

France.     Plains  in  Anjou. 

JEnter  Charles,  Bukgundy,   ALEN90N,  La  Pucelx.b,   taui 

Forces,  marching. 

Char.  These  news,   my  lords,   may  cheer  our   drooping 
spirits. 
*Tis  said,  the  stout  Parisians  do  revolt. 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 

Akn.  Then,  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles  of  France, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  in  dalliance. 

Puc.  Peace  be  amongst  them,  if  they  turn  to  us  ; 
Else  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces  ! 

JEnter  a  Scout  *. 

Scout.  Success  unto  our  valiant  general. 
And  happiness  to  his  accomplices ! 

Char.  What  tidings  send  our  scouts  P  I  pr'ythee,  speak. 

Scout.  The  English  army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parties  *,  is  now  conjoined  in  one. 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  presently. 

Char.  Somewhat  too  sudden,  sirs,  the  warning  is ; 
But  we  will  presently  provide  for  them. 

Bur.  I  trust,  the  ghost  of  Talbot  is  not  there : 
Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Puc.  Of  all  base  passions  fear  is  most  accurs'd. — 
Command  the  conquest,  Charles,  it  shall  be  thine  ; 
Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Char.  Then  on,  my  lords ;  and  France  be  fortunate  ! 

[^Exeunt. 

*  Enter  a  Scout.]  So  called  in  the  stage-direction  to  the  old  oopiei :  "tSoont  '* 
designates  his  particular  employment,  and  he  was  not  a  mere  menenger,  as  be  is 
termed  in  modem  editions.     He  is  also  called  "  Scout "  in  the  prefixes. 

*  Into  two  PARTIES  J     Ought  we  not  to  read  parts  for  "  parties  ?  " 
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SCENE  in. 

The  Same.     Before  Angiers. 

Alarums :  Excursiom.    Enter  La  Pucelle. 

Puc.  The  regent  conquers,  and  the  Frenchmen  fly.**- 
Now  help,  ye  charming  spells,  and  periapts  • ; 
And  ye,  choice  spirits,  that  admonish  me, 
And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents :  \^Tkunder. 

You  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north, 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize ! 

Enter  Fiends. 

This  speedy  and  quick  appearance  argues  proof 

Of  your  accustom'd  diligence  to  me. 

Now,  ye  familiar  spirits,  that  are  call'd ' 

Out  of  the  powerful  regions  imder  earth. 

Help  me  this  once,  that  France  may  get  the  field. 

[^Thet/  walk,  and  speak  not, 
0  !  hold  me  not  with  silence  over-long. 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  oflf,  and  give  it  you. 
In  earnest  of  a  farther  benefit. 
So  you  do  condescend  to  help  me  now. — 

\_Thei/  hang  their  heads. 
No  hope  to  have  redress  P — My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  you  will  grant  my  suit. 

[They  shake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-sacrifice. 
Entreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance? 
Then  take  my  soul ;  my  body,  soiJ,  and  all, 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. — 

[^Thet/  depart. 

See  !  they  forsake  me.     Now  the  time  is  come, 

*  —  ye  charming  spells,  and  periapts  ;]  **  Periapts/'  or  amuMt,  were  worn 
about  the  neck  or  body  as  preservatives  from  disease  or  danger.  Of  these  the 
first  chapter  of  St.  John's  gospel  was  deemed  the  most  efficadoos.  See  Reginald 
Scott's  **  Discovery  of  Witchcraft,"  1584,  p.  230,  &c. 

'  —  that  are  CALt'd]  It  is  cuU*d  in  the  old  copies,  bat  spirits  are  **  call'd" 
by  magicians  and  necromancers  oat  of  the  regions  **  under  earth,"  and  the  word  is 
altered  to  **  caU'd  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1632. 

3a2 
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That  France  must  vail  her  lofty-plumed  crest, 

And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 

My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak, 

And  hell  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with  *. 

Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  dust.  [Exit, 

Alarums,  Enter  French  and  English^  fighting.  La  Pucelle 
and  York  fight  hand  to  hand* :  La  PuCelle  is  taken.  The 
French  fii/, 

York,  Damsel  of  France,  I  think,  I  have  you  fast : 
Unchain  your  spirits  now  with  spelling  charms. 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. — 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  grace !  ^ 

See,  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows. 
As  if,  with  Circe,  she  would  change  my  shape. 

Piw,  Chang'd  to  a  worser  shape  thou  canst  not  be. 

York,  O  !  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper  man : 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  your  dainty  eye. 

Puc,  A  plaguing  mischief  light  on  Charles,  and  thee ! 
And  may  ye  both  be  suddenly  surpris'd 
By  bloody  hands,  in  sleeping  on  your  beds ! 

York,  FeU,  banning  hag  ** !  enchantress,  hold  thy  tongue. 

Puc.  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curse  a  while. 

York.  Curse,  miscreant,  when  thou  comest  to  the  stake. 

[Exeunt. 

Alarums,     Enter  Suffolk,  leading  in  Lady  Margaret. 

Suf,  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  prisoner. 

[Oazea  an  her. 
O,  fairest  beauty !  do  not  fear,  nor  fly. 
For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands : 
I  kiss  these  fingers  [^Kissing  lier  hand']  for  eternal  peace  **, 

*  —  for  me  to  buckle  with.]  To  firive  or  contend  with :  see  p.  653,  when 
the  word  is  used  precisely  in  the  same  way.  Mr.  Singer  here  speaks  of  a  character 
he  calls  Charoloia :  there  is  no  such  personage  in  the  play,  but  doubtless  he  meuis 
the  Dauphin. 

'  —  La  Pucelle  and  York  fight  hand  to  hand  :]  In  the  old  stage-direction 
we  are  told,  "  Burgundy  and  York  fight  hand  to  hand  :"  it  is  clearly  an  error,  and 
Burgundy  is  not  on  the  stage. 

^^  Fell,  BANNING  hag!]  '*  Ban''  was  very  commonly  used  as  a  sjrnonjrme  to 
eurte.  It  is  from  the  Sax.  abannan.  Other  instances  must  be  saperflaoaa,  when 
Shakespeare  himself  so  often  uses  the  word. 

1^  I  kiss  these  fingers  \^Ki8sing  her  hand]  for  eternal  peace, 

And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  side.]   Malone  and  others  transpofle  Ikese 
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And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  side. 
Who  art  thou  P  say,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 

Mar.  Margaret  my  name,  and  daughter  to  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples,  whosoe'er  thou  axt. 

8uf.  An  earl  I  am,  and  SuflFolk  am  I  call'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle. 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me : 
So  doth  the  swan  her  downy  cygnets  save, 
Keeping  them  prisoners  underneath  her  wings '. 
Yet,  if  this  servile  usage  once  offend. 
Go,  and  be  free  again,  as  Suffolk's  friend. 

[^She  turns  awayy  as  going. 
0,  stay ! — ^I  have  no  power  to  let  her  go  * ; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  says — ^no. 
As  plays  the  sun  upon  the  glassy  stream. 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam. 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eyes. 
Fain  woiJd  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak : 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind. 
Fie,  De  la  Poole !  disable  not  thyself; 
Hast  not  a  tongue  P  is  she  not  here  thy  prisoner '  P 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  sight  ? 
Ay ;  beauty's  princely  majesty  is  such, 
Confoimds  the  tongue,  and  mocks  the  sense  of  touch  *. 

Mar.  Say,  earl  of  Suffolk,  if  thy  name  be  so, 

lines,  but  without  necessity  :  Somerset  takes  the  Lady  Margaret's  hand,  which  was 
hanging  down  by  her  side,  and  when  he  has  kissed  it,  he  gently  restores  it  to  its 
place  again. 

*  Keeping  them  prisoners  underneath  her  wings.]  The  folio,  1623,  has 
pritoner  and  hia :  the  folio,  1632,  only  corrects  hU  to  her  (for  which  it  was  a  mis- 
print, her  of  old  having  been  frequently  spelt  hir)^  but  the  folio,  1664,  gives  both 
words  rightly. 

'  O,  stay !— I  have  no  power  to  let  her  go  ;]  '*  To  let  her  patt "  in  the  folios, 
but  this  part  of  the  speech  is  in  rhyme,  and  the  oorr.  fo.  1632  amends  pau  to 
"  go."  Two  lines  below  it  alters  streama  to  "  stream,"  obviously  for  the  same 
reason  :  Mr.  Singer  adopts  "  stream." 

'  Hast  not  a  tongue  ?  is  she  not  here  thy  prisoner  ?]  The  words  "  thy 
prisoner  "  are  from  the  second  folio,  and  they  are  clearly  necessary  to  the  sense. 
Some  modern  editors  have  inserted  "thy  prisoner"  without  notice,  as  if  the  first 
folio  had  not  been  here  defective. 

*  Confounds  the  tongue,  and  mocks  the  sense  of  touch.]  The  reading  of 
Malone  and  df  most  other  modern  editors  is, 

"  Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  aenaee  rought** 
which  is  mere  nonsense,  derived  from  the  old  editions.     We  are  confident  that  the 
oorr.  fo.  1(>32  gives  the  true,  but  grossly  misrepresented,  language  of  the  poet, 
which  we  have  inserted  in  our  text.     It  is  a  fortunate  recovery,  which  completely 
explains  a  much  disputed  and  never,  till  now,  cleared  up  passage. 
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What  ransom  must  I  pay  before  I  pass  P 
For,  I  perceive,  I  am  thy  prisoner. 

Suf,  How  canst  thou  tell  she  will  deny  thy  suit. 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  ?  [^Aside. 

Mar.  Why  speak'st  thou  not  P  what  ransom  must  I  pay  ? 

Sfif.  She's  beautiful,  and  therefore  to  be  woo'd ; 
She  is  a  woman,'  therefore  to  be  won  *.  \_A9ide. 

Mar,  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ransom,  yea,  or  no  P 

Suf,  Fond  man !  remember  that  thou  hast  a  wife  ; 
Then,  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  P  [A.9ide. 

Mar,  I  were  best  to  leave  hun,  for  he  will  not  hear. 

Suf,  There  all  is  marr'd ;  there  lies  a  cooling  card. 

Mar,  He  talks  at  random :  sure,  the  man  is  mad. 

Suf,  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 

Mar,  And  yet  I  woiJd  that  you  would  answer  me. 

Suf,  I'll  win  this  lady  Margaret.     For  whom  ? 
Why,  for  my  king :  tush !  that's  a  wooden  thing ". 

Mar,  He  talks  of  wood :  it  is  some  carpenter. 

Suf,  Yet  so  my  fancy  may  be  satisfied, 
And  peace  established  between  these  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  scruple  in  that,  too ; 
For  though  her  father  be  the  king  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  is  he  poor, 
And  our  nobility  will  scorn  the  match.  \_Ainde. 

Mar,  Hear  ye,  captain  P    Are  you  not  at  leisure  P 

Suf,  It  shall  be  so,  disdain  they  ne'er  so  much : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. —  * 
Madam,  I  have  a  secret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  though  I  be  enthraU'd  P  he  seems  a  knight. 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonour  me.  [Aside. 

Suf  Lady,  vouchsafe  to  listen  what  I  say. 

Mar,  Perhaps,  I  shall  be  rescu'd  by  the  French, 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtesy.  [Aside. 

Suf,  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a  cause — 

Mar.  Tush !  women  have  been  captivate  ere  now.      [Aside. 

Suf.  Lady,  pray  teU  me  wherefore  talk  you  so '  P 


*  She  is  a  woman,  therefore  to  be  won.]  Steevens  pointed  oat  this  punge  in 
R.  Greene's  **  Planetomachia,"  printed  in  1585. 

®  —  a  WOODEN  thing.]  An  awkward  business  (says  Steevens),  a  clumsy  oon- 
trivance,  or  an  undertaking  not  likely  to  succeed.  The  epithet  "  wooden  "  wms 
not  unfrequently  so  applied. 

'  Lady,  pray  tbll  mb  wherefore  talk  you  so  ?]  This  line  was  dearly  inteoded 
to  rhyme  with  the  next,  but  in  the  original  it  is  three  syllablei  short  of  the  proper 
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Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  quid  for  quo. 

8uf.  Say,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  suppose 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queen  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  slave  in  base  servility, 
For  princes  should  be  free. 

Suf.  And  so  shall  you, 

If  happy  England's  royal  king  be 'free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  fi-eedom  unto  me  P 

Suf.  VVl  undertake  to  make  thee  Henry's  queen ; 
To  put  a  golden  sceptre  in  thy  hand. 
And  set  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head, 
If  thou  wilt  condescend  to  be  my —  * 

Mar.  What  P 

Suf.  His  love. 

Mar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 

Suf.  No,  gentle  madam ;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  so  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife. 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice*  myself. 
How  say  you,  madam ;  are  you  so  content  P 

Mar.  An  if  my  father  please,  I  am  content  *. 

Suf.  Then,  call  our  captains,  and  our  colours  forth  I 

measure:  the  corr.  fo.  1632  adds  the  words  "pray  tell  me,"  and  as  they  are 
unobjectioDable,  they  ought  to  be  accepted.  The  same  authority  instructs  us  to 
make  other  changes  in  the  following  lines,  and  we  print  them  in  a  note,  not 
feeling  it  necessary  to  insert  them  in  the  text,  as  the  alterations  only  apply  to 
rhymes,  and  do  not  in  any  way  affect  the  meaning. 

"  St^f.  Say,  gentle  princess,  would  you  not  then  ween 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queen  ? 

3f<tf .  A  queen  in  bondage  is  mors  vile  to  me 
Than  is  a  slave  in  base  senrility. 
For  princes  should  be  free. 

S^f.  And  so  shall  yon, 

If  happy  England's  royal  king  be  true.** 

It  seems  extremely  probable  that  such  were  the  original  rhymes ;  but  perhaps  they 
were  afterwards  rejected,  in  order  to  suit  the  drama  to  a  period  when  the  jingle 
was  less  welcome  to  theatrical  auditors.  Where  the  rhymes  have  been  preserved 
in  the  folio,  1 623,  we  of  course  always  adhere  to  them. 

■  If  thou  wilt  condescend  to  bb  my—]  Stcevens  with  plausibility  supposed 
that  the  words  **  be  my,"  in  all  the  folios,  were  an  interpolation,  and  that  the 
incomplete  sentence  of  Suffolk  really  ended  at  "  to.''  The  change  is  certainly  an 
improvement  of  the  measure,  and  gives  a  more  delicate  turn  to  the  sense :  in  our 
text,  however,  we  somewhat  reluctantly  follow  the  old  copies. 

'  —  I  am  content.]  /  give  content  in  the  oorr.  fo.  1632,  but  there  seems  no 
sufficient  necessity  for  the  alteration,  though  it  may  certainly  have  been  the  lan- 
guage of  the  poet. 
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And,  madam,  at  your  father's  castle  walls 
We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him. 

{^Troops  comefoncard. 

A  Parley  sounded.    Enter  Reignier,  <m  the  Walls. 

■m 

Suf.  See,  Reignier,  see  thy  daughter  prisoner. 

Beig.  To  whom  P 

Suf.  To  me. 

Reig.  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 

I  am  a  soldier,  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  fickleness. 

Suf.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  lord : 
Consent,  and  for  thy  honour  give  consent. 
Thy  daughter  shall  be  wedded  to  my  king. 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto,- 
And  this  her  easy-held  imprisonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Seig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  P 

Suf.  Fair  Margaret  knows, 

That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,  or  feign. 

Seig.  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend 
To  give  thee  answer  of  thy  just  demand. 

[JExif,  from  the  Walls. 

Suf.  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming  down  *. 

Trumpets  sounded.     Enter  Reignier,  helow. 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  earl,  into  our  territories : 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleases. 

Suf.  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  for  so  sweet  a  child, 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king. 
What  answer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  suit  P 

Reig.  Since  thou  dost  deign  to  woo  her  little  worth. 
To  be  the  princely  bride  of  such  a  lord. 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  county  Maine,  and  Anjou, 
Free  from  oppression  or  the  stroke  of  war. 
My  daughter  shall  be  Henry's,  if  he  please. 

Suf.  That  is  her  ransom,  I  deliver  her ; 

1  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming  down.]  The  line  is  imperfect  withoat 
*'  down/'  and  there  seems  no  reason  for  not  inserting  it  from  the  oonr.  ib.  1632, 
although  the  sense  may  be  complete  without  it. 
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And  those  two  counties,  I  will  undertake, 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again,  in  Henry's  royal  name, 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  king, 
Give  thee  her  hand,  for  sign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suf.  Reignicr  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly  thanks, 
Because  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  king : 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  weU  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  case. 
I'll  over,  then,  to  England  with  this  news. 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemniz'd. 
So,  farewell,  Reignier.     Set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Christian  prince,  king  Henry,  were  he  here. 

Mar.  Farewell,  my  lord.  Good  wishes,  praise,  and  prayers, 
Shall  SuflTolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  {Ooing. 

Suf.  Farewell,  sweet  madam !     But  hark  you,  Margaret ; 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  king  ? 

Mar.  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virgin,  and  his  servant,  say  to  him. 

Suf.  Words  sweetly  plac'd,  and  modestly  *  directed. 
But,  madam,  I  must  trouble  you  again ; — 
No  loving  token  to  his  majesty  P 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  lord ;  a  pure  unspotted  heart. 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

Suf.  And  this  withal.  [^Kisses  her. 

Mar.  That  for  thyself:  I  will  not  so  presimie. 
To  send  such  peevish  tokens  *  to  a  king. 

[^Exeunt  Reignier  and  Margaret. 

Suf  O,  wert  thou  for  myself ! — ^But,  Suffolk,  stay ; 
Thou  may'st  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth : 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  treasons,  lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wond'rous  praise  : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  surmoimt, 
'Mid  natural  graces  ^  that  extinguish  art ; 


*  —  modestly]     First  folio,  modetty :  corrected  in  the  second  folio. 

'  —  such  PEEVISH  tokens]  i.  e.  Such  nlly  or  trifling  tokens.  See  "  Henry  IV., 
Pt.  I./'  A.  iii.  sc.  I,  p.  370,  &c. 

^  'Mid  natural  graces]  For  '*  'Mid/'  t.  e.  amid,  the  folio,  1623,  has  Mad,  and 
the  folio,  1G32,  Made,  but  the  old  annotator  on  that  edition  amends  it,  incon- 
testably,  to  **  'Mid."  The  Rev.  Mr.  Dyce,  we  think,  somewhere  (not  in  his 
"Remarks"  nor  in  his  "  Few  Notes")  claims  to  have  discovered  the  fitness  of 
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Repeat  their  semblance  often  on  the  seas. 

That  when  thou  com'st  to  kneel  at  Henry's  feet, 

Thou  may'st  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  wonder.  [ExiU 


SCENE  IV. 

Camp  of  the  Duke  of  York,  in  Anjou. 

Enter  York,  Warwick,  and  others. 
York.  Bring  forth  that  sorceress,  condemned  to  bum. 

Enter  La  Pucelle,  guarded;  and  an  old  Shepherd, 

Shep.  Ah,  Joan !  this  kills  thy  father's  heart  outright. 
Have  I  sought  every  country  far  and  near, 
And,  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out, 
Must  I  behold  thy  timeless  cruel  death  P 
Ah,  Joan !  sweet  daughter  Joan,  I'll  die  with  thee. 

Puc,  Decrepit  miser  * !  base  ignoble  wretch ! 
I  am  descended  of  a  gentler  blood : 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend,  of  mine. 

Shep.  Out,  out ! — My  lords,  an  please  you,  'tis  not  80 ; 
I  did  beget  her,  all  the  parish  knows : 
Her  mother  liveth  yet,  can  testify. 
She  was  the  first  fruit  of  my  bachelorship. 

War.  Graceless !  wilt  thou  deny  thy  parentage  ? 

York.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath  been ; 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  so  her  death  concludes, 

Shep.  Fie,  Joan  I  that  thou  wilt  be  so  obstacle  *  I 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  collop  of  my  flesh, 
And  for  thy  sake  have  I  shed  many  a  tear : 


this  alteration  long  ago :  if  so,  of  course  we  give  him  full  credit  for  it.  Mr. 
still  cannot  bring  himself  to  mention  our  corr.  fo.  1632,  but  admits  that "  'Mid  "  has 
been  proposed  :  he  however  puts  up  with  M.  Mason's  And^  rather  than  attribute 
the  merit  of  *•  'Mid  "  to  the  corr.  fo.  1632.  If  he  had  known  of  Mr.  Dyoe'a  hidqr 
guess,  it  would  have  saved  him  some  annoyance. 

^  Decrepit  miser!]  *' Miser"  is  here  employed  in  its  etymological  sense, 
and  it  was  not  uncommon  so  to  uso  it  at  the  period. 

0  —  that  thou  wilt  be  so  obstacle  !]  In  various  writers  of  the  time  of  ^lake- 
speare,  and  earlier,  **  obstacle  **  was  used  by  peasants,  &c.  for  obHimaie.  Steerens 
produces  instfinces  from  Chapman's  **  May-Day,"  1611,  and  from  Chefetle's 
*'  Hoffman/'  printed  in  163] ,  but  written  about  thirty  years  earlier :  other  proofls 
might  be  found  without  much  difficulty. 


SCENE   IV.]  KINQ   HENRY  VI.  731 

Deny  me  not,  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  Joan. 

Puc.  Peasant,  avaunt ! — ^You  have  subom'd  this  man, 
Of  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

Shep.  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  Moble  to  the  priest, 
The  mom  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. — 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blessing,  good  my  girL — 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  P    Now  cursed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  nativity  !  I  would,  the  milk 
Thy  mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  suck'dst  her  breast. 
Had  been  a  little  ratsbane  for  thy  sake ; 
Or  else,  when  thou  didst  keep  my  lambs  a-field, 
I  wish  some  ravenous  wolf  had  eaten  thee. 
Dost  thou  deny  thy  father,  cursed  drab  P 

0  !  bum  her,  bum  her :  hanging  is  too  good.  [Exit. 
York.  Take  her  away ;  for  she  hath  lived  too  long. 

To  fill  the  world  with  vicious  qualities. 

Puc,  First,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have  condemned ; 
Not  one  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain ', 
But  issu'd  from  the  progeny  of  kings : 
Virtuous,  and  holy ;  chosen  from  above. 
By  inspiration  of  celestial  grace. 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth, 

1  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  spirits : 

But  you, — that  are  polluted  with  your  lusts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltless  blood  of  innocents, 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices, — 
Because  youwant  the  grace  that  others  have. 
You  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No  ;  misconceived  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy ', 

'  Not  ONE  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain,]  The  earlj  impressions  all  have 
"  Not  me"  &c.  but  we  quite  agree  with  Malone  that  it  is  a  misprint  for  '*  one," 
although  he  nevertheless  printed  me  in  his  text. 

'  No ;  misconceived  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy,]     Malone,  Steevens,  and  all  other  modem 
editors,  strangely  point  this  passage  as  follows: — 

"  No,  misconceived !  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been,"  &c. 
and  add,  in  a  note,  that  "  misconceived  "  is  to  be  understood  muconceivert :  when 
in  fact  the  meaning  merely  and  clearly  is,  that  Joan  asserts  that  she  has  herself 
been  mietaken  and  **  misconceived/'  and  is  not  what  she  has  been  supposed  to 
be.  Capell  boldly  inserted  mueonceivert,  as  if  it  were  Shakespeare's  text.  It 
would  have  been  too  much  to  expect  from  Mr.  Singer,  that  he  would  state  his 
approval  of  our  reading  of  this  passage,  which  was  quite  new  in  our  first  edition  : 
he  silently  adopts  it,  and  that  is  enough  for  him,— and  for  us. 
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Chaste  and  immaculate  in  very  thought ; 
Whose  maiden  blood,  thus  rigorously  effiis'd. 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 

York,  Ay,  ay. — Away  with  hor  to  execution ! 

War,  And  hark  ye,  sirs ;  because  she  is  a  maidy 
Spare  for  no  faggots,  let  there  be  enow : 
Place  barrels  of  pitch  upon  the  fatal  stake. 
That  so  her  torture  may  be  shortened. 

Puc,  Will  nothing  turn  your  imrelenting  hearts  ? — 
Then,  Joan,  discover  thine  infirmity. 
That  warranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege. — 
I  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homicides  : 
Murder  not,  then,  the  fruit  within  my  womb. 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York,  Now,  heaven  foriend !  the  holy  maid  with  child  ? 
.    War,  The  greatest  miracle  that  e'er  ye  wrought ! 
Is  all  your  strict  preciseness  come  to  this  ? 

York,  She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  juggling : 
I  did  imagine  what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War,  Well,  go  to :  we  will  have  no  bastards  live  ; 
Especially,  since  Charles  must  father  it. 

Puc,  You  are  deceived ;  my  child  is  none  of  his : 
It  was  Alen^on  that  enjoy 'd  my  love. 

York,  Alen9on,  that  notorious  Machiavel  ? 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thousand  lives. 

Puc,  O  !  give  me  leave ;  I  have  deluded  you : 
'Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet  the  duke  I  nam'd, 
But  Reignier,  king  of  Naples,  that  prevail'd. 

War,  A  married  man :  that's  most  intolerable. 

York,  Why,  here's  a  girl !  I  think,  ^he  knows  not  well. 
There  were  so  many,  whom  she  may  accuse. 

War,  It's  sign  she  hath  been  liberal  and  free. 

York,  And,  yet,  forsooth,  she  is  a  virgin  pure. — 
Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat,  and  thee  : 
Use  no  entreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Puc,  Then  lead  me   hence; — with    whom    I    leave    my 
curse. 
May  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode ; 
But  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you,  till  mischief,  and  despair 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  yourselves ! 

[ExU^  guarded. 
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Torh,  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  consume  to  ashes. 
Thou  fold  accursed  minister  of  hell ! 

Enter  Cardinal  Beaufort,  attended. 

Car,  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  excellence 
With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Mov'd  with  remorse  at  these  outrageous  hroils. 
Have  earnestly  implor'd  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspiring  French ; 
And  here  at  hand  the  Dauphin,  and  his  train, 
Approacheth  to  confer  about  some  matter. 

York,  Is  all  our  travail  tum'd  to  this  effect  P    ' 
After  the  slaughter  of  so  many  peers. 
So  many  captains,  gentlemen,  and  soldiers. 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown, 
And  sold  their  bodies  for  their  country's  benefit. 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  lost  most  part  of  all  the  towns. 
By  treason,  falsehood,  and  by  treachery. 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  P — 
0,  Warwick,  Warwick !  I  foresee  with  grief 
The  utter  loss  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

War.  Be  patient,  York !  if  we  conclude  a  peace. 
It  shall  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  covenants, 
As  little  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles,  attended;  Alen^on,  Bastardy  Eeignier,  and 

others. 

Char,  Since,  lords  of  England,  it  is  thus  agreed, 
That  peaceful  truce  shall  be  proclaimed  in  France, 
We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be. 

York,  Speak,  Winchester ;  for  boiling  choler  chokes 
The  hollow  passage  of  my  prison'd  voice  *, 
By  sight  of  these  our  baleful  enemies. 

Win.  Charles,  and  the  rest,  it  is  enacted  thus : — 
That,  in  regard  king  Henry  gives  consent, 

"  The  hollow  passaj^  of  my  prison'd  voice,]  It  is  "poisoned  voice"  in  the 
old  copies,  but  the  epithet  is  amended  to  "  prison'd  "  in  the  corr.  fo.  1(»32.  Pope 
guessed  at  the  change,  and  rightly  made  it  part  of  his  text.  In  Beaumont  and 
Fletcher's  **  Bonduca,"  A.  i.  sc.  2,  the  same  misprint  is  undetected. 
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Of  mere  compassion,  and  of  lenity, 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war, 
And  suffer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace, 
You  shall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown. 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  swear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  submit  thyself. 
Thou  shalt  be  plac'd  as  viceroy  under  him, 
And  still  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Ale^i,  Must  he  be  then  as  shadow  of  himself? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet, 
And  yet,  in  substance  and  authority, 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  P 
This  proffer  is  absurd  and  reasonless. 

Char,  'Tis  known,  already  that  I  am  possessed 
With  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories. 
And  therein  reverenced  for  their  lawfiil  king : 
Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvanquish'd. 
Detract  so  much  from  that  prerogative. 
As  to  be  call'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole  ? 
No,  lord  ambassador ;  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more, 
Be  cast  from  possibility  of  all. 

York,  Insidting  Charles  !  hast  thou  by  secret  means 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league, 
And  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise, 
Stand'st  thou  aloof  upon  comparison  P 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  usurp'st. 
Of  benefit  proceeding  from  our  king  *, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert, 
Or  we  will  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

Iteig,  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy 
To  cavil  in  the  course  of  this  contract : 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one, 
We  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Ahn,  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy 

[^Aside  to  Charles. 
To  save  your  subjects  from  such  massacre, 
And  ruthless  slaughters,  as  are  daily  seen 
By  our  proceeding  in  hostility ; 

>  Of  BENEFIT  proceeding  firom  our  king,]  As  Johnson  hmly  aftya,  **  benefit " 
is  here  used  as  a  term  of  law :  Charles  was  to  accept  his  title  to  tiie  kingdom  of 
France  as  the  beneficiary  of  the  King  of  England.  Two  lines  abore  the  oorr.  fo. 
1632  has  comparisontf  in  the  plural. 
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And,  therefore,  take  this  compact  of  a  truce, 
Although  you  break  it  when  your  pleasure  serves. 

TFar.  How  say'st  thou,  Charles  ?  shall  our  condition  stand  P 
Char.  It  shall ;  only  reserv'd,  you  claim  no  interest 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrison. 

York.  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  majesty ; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey, 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England, 
Thou,  nor  thy  nobles,  to  the  crown  of  England. — 

[Charles  and  his  Nobles  give  tokens  of  fealty. 
So ;  now  dismiss  your  army  when  ye  please : 
Hang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  still, 
For  here  we  entertain  a  solemn  peace  *.  \_JElxeunt. 


SCENE  V. 
London.     A  Koom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  in  conference  mth  Suffolk  ;  Gloster  and 

Exeter  following. 

K.  Hen,  Your  wondrous  rare  description,  noble  earl, 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  astonish'd  me : 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts. 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart ; 
And  like  as  rigour  of  tempestuous  gusts 
Provokes  the  mightiest  hulk  against  the  tide. 
So  am  I  driven,  by  breath  of  her  renown, 
Either  to  suffer  shipwreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suf  Tush !  my  good  lord,  this  superficial  tale 
Is  but  a  preface  of  her  worthy  praise  • 
The  chief  perfections  of  that  lovely  dame, 
(Had  I  sufficient  skill  to  utter  them) 
AVould  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines. 
Able  to  ravish  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,  she  is  not  so  divine. 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights. 
But  with  as  humble  lowliness  of  mind, 

•  For  here  we  entertain  a  solemn  peace.]  The  coir.  fo.  lf»32  reads  xnttT' 
change  for  *<  entertain  "  with  great  plaasibility,  but  as  **  entertain  "  is  very  in- 
tcUigible,  we  leave  it.    The  error,  if  any,  was  from  mishearing. 
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She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command ; 
Command,  I  mean,  of  virtuous  chaste  intents. 
To  love  and  honour  Henry  as  her  lord. 

JT.  Hen.  And  otherwise  will  Henry  ne'er  presume. 
Therefore,  my  lord  protector,  give  consent. 
That  Margaret  may  be  England's  royal  queen. 

Olo.  So  should  I  give  consent  to  flatter  sin. 
You  know,  my  lord,  your  highness  is  betroth'd 
Unto  another  lady  of  esteem  ; 
How  shall  we,  then,  dispense  with  that  contract. 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ? 

Suf.  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths : 
Or  one  that,  at  a  triumph  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  strength,  forsaketh  yet  the  lists 
By  reason  of  his  adversary's  odds. 
A  poor  earl's  daught^^r  is  unequal  odds. 
And  therefore  may  be  broke  without  offence. 

OIo.  Why,  what,  I  pray,  is  Margaret  more  than  that  ? 
Her  father  is  no  better  than  an  earl. 
Although  in  glorious  titles  he  excel. 

Suf,  Yes,  my  good  lord ',  her  father  is  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples  and  Jerusalem ; 
And  of  such  great  authority  in  France, 
As  his  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace. 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Olo.  And  so  the  earl  of  Armagnac  may  do. 
Because  he  is  near  kinsman  unto  Charles. 

Exe.  Beside,  his  wealth  doth  warrant  a  liberal  dower. 
Where  Reignicr  sooner  will  receive  than  give. 

Suf,  A  dower,  my  lords !  disgrace  not  so  your  king, 
That  he  should  be  so  abject,  base,  and  poor. 
To  choose  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  queen. 
And  not  to  seek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich. 
So  worthless  peasants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  markot-men  for  oxen,  sheep,  or  horse. 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyship  : 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  grace  affects, 

'  Yes,  my  good  lord,]  Suffolk  has  before  begun  **  Tush  I  my  good  lord,"  and 
here  we  can  have  no  he^itation  in  accepting  '*good  **  from  the  folio,  1632 :  in  the 
folio,  1623,  it  had  dropped  out.  This  species  of  error  has  been  more  frequent 
than  usual  in  this  play. 


/* 
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Must  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed  ; 

And  therefore,  lords,  since  he  affects  her  most, 

It  most  of  all  these  reasons  bindcth  us  *, 

In  our  opinions  she  should  be  preferred. 

For  what  is  wedlock  forced  but  a  hell. 

An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife  ? 

Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliss  *, 

And  is  a  pattern  of  celestial  peace. 

Whom  should  we  match  with  Henry,  being  a  king, 

But  Margaret  that  is  daughter  to  a  king  P 

Her  peerless  feature,  joined  with  her  birth, 

Approves  her  fit  for  none  but  for  a  king : 

Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  spirit, 

(More  than  in  women  commonly  is  seen) 

Will  answer  our  hope  in  issue  of  a  king  ; 

For  Henrj',  son  imto  a  conqueror. 

Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors, 

If  with  a  lady  of  so  high  resolve. 

As  is  fair  Margaret,  he  be  link'd  in  lov^ 

Then  yield,  my  lords  ;  and  here  conclude  with  me, 

Tliat  Margaret  shall  be  queen,  and  none  but  she. 

K,  Hen,  Whether  it  be  through  force  of  your  report, 
My  noble  lord  of  Suffolk,  or  for  that 
My  tender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
AVith  any  passion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell ;  but  this  I  am  assured, 
I  feel  such  sharp  dissension  in  my  breast. 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear, 
Afl  I  am  sick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  shipping ;  post,  my  lord,  to  France  : 
Agree  to  any  covenants,  anc^  procure 
That  lady  Margaret  do  vouchsafe  to  come 
To  cross  the  seas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  queen. 
For  your  expenccs  and  sufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 

^  It  most  of  all  these  reasons  bindcth  us,]  ''  The  most"  reads  the  oorr.  fo. 
163*2,  but  Rowe  substituted  It,  wliich  we  think  is  to  be  preferred.  The  line  can- 
not be  read  properly  without  an  additional  syllabi**, 

*  Whereas  the  contrary  bringeth  forth  bliss,]  The  second  folio  has 
" bringeth ybr/A  bliss :"  the  line  reads  almost  as  well  without  the  word  as  with  it; 
not,  however,  supjtosing,  with  Malone,  that  the  word  "  contrary  *'  was  meant  to  be 
pronounrc<l  conterary.  Malone  had  several  peculiar  notions  regarding  English 
pronunciation. 

VOL.  III.  3  B 


738  FIBST  PART  OF   KING   HENRY  VI.  [aCT   V. 

Be  gone,  I  say ;  for  till  you  do  return, 

I  rest  perplexed  with  a  thousand  cares. — 

And  you,  good  uncle,  banish  all  offence : 

If  you  do  censure  me  by  what  you  were, 

Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excuse 

This  sudden  execution  of  my  will. 

And  so  conduct  me,  where  from  company 

I  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.  [JEr//. 

Glo,  Ay,  grief,  I  fear  me,  both  at  first  and  last. 

[^Exeunt  Gloster  and  Exeiek. 

8uf.  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevail'd ;  and  thus  he  goes, 
As  did  the  youthful  Paris  once  to  Greece, 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love. 
But  prosper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  shall  now  be  queen,  and  rule  the  king  ; 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm  *.  [^Exit. 

"  But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm.]  This  seems  a  very  bald  and 
tame  conclusion  to  the  play,  without  even  a  rhyming  couplet,  which  wo  must 
suppose  intentional,  since  it  would  have  been  very  easy  to  have  ended  the  per- 
formance  by  a  jingle  :'all  that  would  have  been  absolutely  necessary  would  have 
been  to  substitute  helm  for  "  king  **  in  the  penultimate  line.  '*  Henry  VI ,  Pt.  I.," 
reads  on  to  "  Henry  VI.,  Pt  IL,''  as  if  there  had  been  no  more  separation  between 
the  two  plays  than  is  usual  between  two  acts  of  the  same  play. 
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